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IT  would  be  doing  injustice  to  the  compiler  of  this  volume  to  suppose 
that  his  work  implied  any  lack  of  appreciation  of  the  excellent  antholo- 
gies already  published  in  this  country.  Dana's  "  Household  Book  of  Poetry" 
18  no  misnomer  ;  and  the  honored  names  of  Bryant  and  Emerson  are  a  suf- 
ficient guaranty  for  "  Parnassus  "  and  the  "  Library  of  Song."  With  no 
thought  of  superseding  or  even  of  entering  into  direct  competition  with 
these  large  and  valuable  collections,  it  has  been  my  design  to  gather  up  in  a 
comparatively  small  volume,  easily  accessible  to  all  classes  of  readers,  the 
wisest  thoughts,  rarest  fancies,  and  devoutest  hymns  of  the  metrical  authors 
of  the  last  three  centuries.  To  use  Shelley's  definition  of  poetry,  I  have  en- 
deavorwl  to  give  something  like  "  a  record  of  the  best  thoughts  and  happiest 
moments  of  the  best  and  happiest  minds."  The  plan  of  my  work  has  com- 
pelled! me  to  confine  myself,  in  a  great  measure,  to  the  Ivrical  productions 
of  the  authors  quoted,  and  to  use  only  the  briefer  jxjems  of  the  old  drama- 
tists and  such  voluminous  writers  as  Spenser,  Milton,  Dr^'den,  Cowper,  Pope, 
Byion,  Scott,  Wordsworth,  and  the  Brownings.  Of  course,  no  anthology, 
however  ample  its  extracts,  could  do  justice  to  the  illimitable  genius  of 
Shakespeare. 

It  is  possible  that  it  may  be  thought  an  undue  prominence  has  been  given 
to  the  poetry  of  the  period  beginning  with  Cowper  and  reaching  down  to 
Tennyson  and  his  living  contemporaries.  But  it  must  be  considered  that 
the  last  century  has  been  prolific  in  song ;  and,  if  Shakesi)eare  and  Milton 
•till  keep  their  unapproachable  position,  "  souls  like  stairs  that  dwell  apart," 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  critical  essavist  of  the  twentieth  centurv 
will  make  a  large  advance  upon  the  present  estimate,  not  only  of  Cowi^cr 
and  Bums,  but  of  Wordsworth,  Coleridge,  Shelley,  Keats,  Browning,  Ten- 
nyson, and  Emerson. 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  centurv  is  the  earliest  date 
of  my  citations.  The  great  name  of  Chaucer  does  not  appear  ;  and  some  of 
the  best  of  the  early  ballad  poetry  of  England  and  Scotland  has  been  reluc- 
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tantly  omitted.  James  I.,  whose  Queen's  Quhair  has  hidden  his  kingly- 
crown  under  the  poet's  garland,  William  Dunbar,  and  Sackville,  Earl  of 
Dorset,  may  well  be  thought  worthy  of  a  place  in  any  collection  of  English 
verse,  but  the  language  and  rhythm  of  these  writers  render  them  welinigh 
unintelligible  to  the  ordinary  reader. 

The  selections  I  have  made  indicate,  in  a  general  way,  my  preferences ; 
but  I  have  not  felt  at  liberty  to  oppose  my  own  judgment  or  prejudice  to 
the  best  critical  authorities,  or  to  attempt  a  reversal  of  the  verdicts  of  Time, 
It  would  be  too  much  to  hope  that  I  have,  in  all  cases,  made  the  best  possi- 
ble exposition  of  an  author's  productions.  Judging  from  my  own  experi- 
ence in  looking  over  selected  poems,  I  cannot  doubt  that  my  readers  will 
often  have  occasion  to  question  the  wisdom  of  my  choice,  and  regret  the 
omission  of  favorite  pieces.  It  is  rarely  that  persons  of  equal  capacity  for 
right  judging  can  be  found  to  coincide  entirely  in  regard  to  the  merits  of  a 
particular  poem.  The  canons  of  criticism  are  by  no  means  fixed  and  infalli- 
ble ;  and  the  fashion  of  poetry,  like  that  of  the  world,  "  passeth  away." 
Not  only  every  age,  but  every  reader,  holds  the  right  of  private  judgment. 
It  would  be  difficult  for  any  literary  inquisitor-general  to  render  a  good 
reason  for  condemning  as  a  heretic  the  man  who  finds  the  "  Castle  of  Indo- 
lence "  pleasanter  reading  than  the  "  Faerie  Queene,"  who  prefers  Cowper  to 
Dryden,  Scott  to  Byron,  and  Shelley  to  Scott,  who  passes  by  Moore's  "  Lalla 
Rookh"  to  take  up  Clough's  "Bothie  of  Tober-na  Vuolich,"  who  thinks 
Emerson's  "  Threnody  "  better  than  Milton's  "  Lycitlas,"  and  who  would 
not  exchange  a  good  old  ballad  or  a  song  of  Bums  for  the  stateliest  of 
epics. 

The  considerable  space  which  I  have  given  to  American  authors  will,  I 
trust,  fiind  its  justification  in  the  citations  from  their  writings.  The  poetical 
literature  of  our  country  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have  a  longer  date  than  that 
of  a  single  generation.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  very  fathers  of  it  are  still 
living.  It  really  commenced  with  Bryant's  "  Thanatopsis "  and  Dana's 
"  Buccaneer."  The  grave,  philosophic  tone,  chaste  simplicity  of  language, 
freedom  of  versification,  and  freshness  and  tnith  of  illustration,  which 
marked  the  former  poem,  and  the  terse  realism  of  the  "  Buccaneer,"  with 
its  stem  pictures  of  life  and  nature  <l^a^vn  with  few  strokes  sharp  and 
vigorous  as  those  of  Retzsch's  outlines,  left  the  weak  imitators  of  an  artificial 
school  without  an  audience.  All  further  attempts  to  colonize  the  hills  and 
pastures  of  New  England  from  ohl  mythologies  were  alwindoned  ;  our  boys 
and  girls  no  longer  figured  in  impossible  pastorals.  If  we  have  no  longer 
ambitious  Columbiads  and  Conquests  of  Canaan,  we  have  at  least  truth  and 
nature,  wit  and  wisdom,  in  Bryant's  "  Rol>ert  of  Lincoln,"  Emerson's  "  Hum- 
bleljee,"  Lowell's  "  Courtin',"  and  "  The  One-Hoss  Shay  "  of  Holmes. 

In  dealing  with  contemporary  writers  I  have  found  myself  embarrassed  by 
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the  very  large  number  of  really  noticeable  poems,  many  of  wbich,  although 
in  my  own  estimation  vastly  better  than  those  of  some  of  the  old  versifiers 
whose  age  and  general  reputation  have  secured  them  a  place  in  this  volume, 
I  have  been  compelled  to  omit  solely  from  lack  of  space.  The  future  gleaner 
in  the  fields  over  which  I  have  passed  will  doubtless  find  many  an  ungar- 
nered  sheaf  quite  as  well  worth  preserving  as  these  I  have  gathered  within 
the  scanty  limits  of  my  compendium.  The  rare  humorists  of  our  time,  espe- 
cially such  poets  as  Holmes  and  Lowell,  can  be  only  partially  represented 
in  these  necessarily  brief  selections. 

It  may  be  observed  that  the  three  divisions  of  the  book  do  not  strictly 
correspond  to  the  headings  which  indicate  them,  —  the  first,  for  instance, 
beginning  before  Shakespeare  and  ending  somewhat  after  Milton.  It  is  dif- 
ficult to  be  quite  e3uict  in  such  classifications ;  and  as  it  seemed  desirable  to 
make  their  number  as  small  as  possible,  I  trust  the  few  leading  names  men- 
tioned may  serve  to  characterize  the  periods  they  accompany  with  a  suffi- 
cient degree  of  accuracy.  Pope  was  doubtless  the  great  master  of  what  is 
sometimes  spoken  of  as  artificial  verse,  shaping  the  mould  of  poetic  thought 
for  his  own  and  the  succeeding  generation  ;  but  as  Dryden  stands  in  point 
of  time  nearer  to  the  colossal  name  which  closes  the  first  period  of  English 
song,  he  has  been  chosen  as  a  representative  of  the  second,  in  connection  and 
contrast  with  Bums,  who,  in  his  vigorous  rebound  from  the  mea«*ured  pomp 
of  rhymed  heroics  to  the  sturdiest  and  homeliest  Scottish  simplicity,  gave  to 
the  modem  lyric  its  inspiration,  striking  for  the  age  the  musical  pitch  of 
true  and  tender  emotion,  as  decidedly  as  Wordsworth  has  touched  for  it  the 
key-note  of  the  thoughtful  harmonies  of  natural  and  intellectual  beauty. 
Tennyson  undoubtedly  stands  at  the  head  of  all  living  singers,  and  his  name 
might  well  serve  as  the  high-water  mark  of  modem  verse  ;  but  as  our  vol- 
ume gives  a  liberal  space  to  American  authorship,  I  have  venture^l  to  let 
the  name  of  the  author  of  "  Evangeline "  represent,  as  it  well  may,  the 
present  poetic  culture  of  our  English-speaking  people  at  home  and  abroad. 

While  by  no  means  holding  myself  to  a  strict  responsibility  as  regards  the 
sentiment  and  langimge  of  the  poems  which  make  up  this  volume,  and  while 
I  must  confess  to  a  lai^  tolerance  of  personal  individuality  manifesting  it- 
self in  widely  varying  forms  of  expression,  I  have  still  somewhat  scni]ni- 
lonsly  endeavored  to  avoid  in  my  selections  everything  which  seemed  liable 
to  the  charge  of  irreverence  or  questionable  morality.  In  this  respect  the 
poetry  of  the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  with  a  few  exceptions,  has  been  note- 
worthy for  purity  of  thought  and  language,  as  well  as  for  earnestness  and  re- 
ligious feeling.  The  Muse  of  our  time  is  a  free  but  profoundly  reverent 
inquirer  ;  it  is  rarely  foimd  in  "  the  seat  of  the  scomer.'*  If  it  does  not 
ftlways  speak  in  the  prescril>ed  language  of  creed  and  formula,  its  utterances 
often  give  evidence  of  fresh  communion  with  that  Eternal  Spirit  whose 
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responses  are  never  in  any  age  or  clime  withheld  from  the  detout  ques* 
tioner. 

My  great  effort  has  been  to  make  a  thoroughly  readable  book.  With 
this  in  view  I  have  not  given  tedious  extracts  from  dtdl  plays  and  weaiy 
epicS)  but  have  gathered  up  the  best  of  the  old  ballads  and  short,  time* 
approved  poems,  and  drawn  largely  from  contemporary  writers  and  the 
waifs  and  estrays  of  unknown  authors.  I  have  also,  as  a  specialty  of  the 
work,  made  a  careful  selection  of  the  best  hymns  in  oiur  language.  I  am 
prepared  to  find  my  method  open  to  criticism  from  Bome  quarters,  but  I 
have  catered  not  so  much  for  the  scholarly  few  as  for  the  great  mass  of 
readers  to  whose  '*  snatched  leisure  "  my  brief  lyrical  selections  would  seem 
to  have  a  special  adaptation. 

It  only  remains  for  me  to  acknowledge  the  valuable  suggestions  and  aid 
I  have  received  from  various  sources  during  the  preparation  of  this  volume, 
and  especially  the  essential  assistance  I  have  had  from  LucT  Larcom  of 
Beverly  Farms,  to  whose  services  I  have  before  been  indebted  in  the  com* 
pilation  of  "  Child  Life." 

J.  G.  W.^ 

Amesburt,  dth  mo.,  1875. 
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FROM  SHAKESPEARE  TO  MILTON. 


From  Shakespeare  to  Milton 


-•cli^OO- 


LORD  THOMAS  VAUX. 

[iSxo- 1557.3 
THOVOHT. 

When  all  is  done  and  said, 

In  the  end  this  shall  you  find: 
He  most  of  all  doth  bathe  in  bliss 

That  hath  a  quiet  mind ; 
And,  clear  from  worldly  cares, 

To  deem  can  be  content 
The  sweetest  time  in  all  his  life 

In  thinking  to  be  spent. 

The  body  subject  is 

To  fictle  Fortune's  power. 
And  to  a  million  of  mishaps 

Is  casual  every  hour ; 
And  Death  in  time  doth  change 

It  to  a  clod  of  clay ; 
When  as  the  mind,  which  is  divine, 

Runs  never  to  decay. 

Companion  none  is  like 

Unto  the  mind  alone. 
For  many  have  been  harmed  by  speech,  — 

Through  thinking,  few,  or  none. 
Fear  oftentimes  restraineth  words, 

But  makes  not  thoughts  to  cease ; 
And  he  speaks  best,  that  hath  the  skill 

When  for  to  hold  his  peace. 

Our  wealth  leaves  us  at  death. 

Our  kinsmen  at  the  grave : 
But  virtues  of  the  mind  unto 

T)i«;  heavens  with  us  we  have ; 
Wherefore,  for  virtue's  sake, 

I  can  be  well  content 
The  sweetest  time  of  all  my  life 

To  deem  in  thinking  spent. 


THOMAS  STERMOLD. 

[Died  1549.] 
MAJESTY  OF  GOD. 

The  Lord  descended  from  above, 
And  l)owed  the  heavens  most  high. 

And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

On  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Full  royally  he  rode. 
And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 

Came  flying  aU  abroad. 

He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods. 

Their  fury  to  restrain ; 
And  he,  as  sovereign  Lonl  and  King, 

For  evermore  shall  reign. 


HENRY  HOWARD,  EARL  OP 
SURREY. 

C«5»5-»547] 


NO   AGE   CONTENT   WITH   HIS   OWN 
ESTATE. 

Laid  in  my  quiet  bed. 

In  studv  as  1  were, 
I  saw  witfiin  my  troubled  head 

A  heap  of  thoughts  appear. 

And  every  thought  did  show 

So  lively  in  mine  eyes. 
That  now  I  sighed,  and  then  I  smiled, 

As  cause  of  thoughts  did  rise. 


BONGS  OF  THBEE  CENTURIES. 


I  saw  the  little  boy, 

In  thought  how  oft  that  he 
Did  wish  of  God,  to  scape  the  rod, 

A  tall  young  man  to  be. 

The  young  man  eke  that  feels 
His  bones  with  pains  opprest, 

How  he  would  be  a  rich  old  man, 
To  live  and  lie  at  rest : 

The  rich  old  man  that  sees 

His  end  draw  on  so  sore, 
How  he  would  be  a  boy  again. 

To  Live  so  much  the  more. 

Whereat  full  oft  I  smiled. 

To  see  how  all  these  three, 
From  boy  to  man,  from  man  to  boy, 

Would  chop  and  change  degree : 

And  musing  thus,  I  think. 

The  case  is  very  strange, 
That  man  from  wealth,  to  live  in  woe. 

Doth  ever  seek  to  change. 

Thus  thoughtful  as  I  lay, 

I  saw  my  withered  skin, 
How  it  doth  show  my  dented  thews, 

The  flesh  was  worn  so  thin ; 

And  eke  my  toothless  chaps. 

The  gates  of  my  right  way. 
That  opes  and  shuts  as  I  do  speak. 

Do  thus  unto  me  say : 

**  The  white  and  hoarish  hairs, 

The  messengers  of  age, 
That  show,  like  lines  of  true  belief, 

That  this  life  doth  assuage ; 

**  Bid  thee  lay  hand,  and  feel 

Them  hanging  on  my  chin. 
The  which  do  write  two  ages  past, 

The  third  now  coming  in. 

**  Hang  up,  therefore,  the  bit 
Of  thy  young  wanton  time ; 

Au<l  thou  that  therein  beaten  art, 
The  happiest  life  define." 

Whereat  I  sighed,  and  said, 

'*  Farewell  my  wonted  joy ! 
Truss  up  thy  pack,  and  trudge  from  me. 

To  every  little  boy ; 

**  And  tell  them  thus  from  me. 

Their  time  most  happy  is. 
If  to  their  time  they  reason  had. 

To  know  the  truth  of  this." 


SIR  THOMAS  WYATT. 

[1303  -  «S4aO 
PLEASURE  MIXED  WITH  PAIK. 

Yenomous  thorns  that  are  so  sharp  and 

keen 
Bear  flowers,  we  see,  full  fresh  and 

fair  of  hue : 
Poison  is  also  put  in  medicine. 
And  unto  man  his  health  doth  oft 

renew. 
The  fire  that  all  things  eke  consumeth 

clean. 
May  hurt  and  heal :  then  if  that  this 

be  true, 
I  trust  some  time  my  harm  may  be  my 

health. 
Since  every  woe  is  joinM  with  some 

w< 


very  v 
realth. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  SUCH  A  ONE  AS 
HE  WOULD  LOVE. 

A  FACE  that  should  content  me  wondrous 
well. 

Should  not  be  fair,  but  lovely  to  behold 

With  gladsome  cheer,  all  grief  for  to  ex- 
pel; 

With  sober  looks  so  would  I  that  it 
should 

Speak  w^ithout  words,  such  words  as 
none  can  tell ; 

The  tress  also  should  be  of  crisp^  gold. 

With  wit  and  these,  might  chance  I 
might  be  tied. 

And  knit  again  with  knot  that  should 
not  slide. 


CHRISTOPHER  MARLOWE. 

THE  PASSIONATE  SHEPHERD  TO  HIS 

LOVE. 

Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love, 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove. 
That  valleys,  gix)ves,  and  hills  and  fields, 
Wood  or  steepy  mountain  yields. 

And  we  will  sit  upon  the  rocks, 
Seeing  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks 


SIR  WALTEB  RALEIGH. 


Bj  shallow  riven,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  roees, 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies ; 
A  cap  of  flowers  and  a  kirtle, 
Embroidered  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle ; 

A  gown  made  of  the  finest  wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull ; 
Fair  lined  slippers  for  the  cold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold ; 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds, 
With  coral  clasiw  and  amber  studs : 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move. 
Come  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 

The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and 

sing, 
For  thy  delight,  each  May-morning : 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  may  move, 
Then  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 


Sm  WALTER  BALEIGH. 

[1553-1618.3 


Ip  all  the  world  and  love  were  young, 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

Time  drives  the  flocks  from  field  to  fold. 
When  rivers  rage  and  rocks  grow  cold ; 
And  Philomel  liecometh  dumb. 
The  rest  complain  of  cares  to  come. 

The  flowers  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yields ; 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  falL 

Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses, 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  posies. 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  foigotten, 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs,  •^ 
Auihrat  in  me  no  means  can  move 
To  oome  to  thee  and  be  thy  love. 


But  could  youth  last,  and  love  still  breed. 
Had  joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need. 
Then  these  delights  my  mind  might  move 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  loye. 


THB  PILQBIM. 

Give  me  my  scallop-shell  of  quiet, 
My  staff  of  faith  to  walk  upon ; 
My  scrip  of  joy,  immortal  diet; 
My  bottle  of  salvation  ; 
My  gown  of  glory  (hope's  true  gauge), 
And  thus  1  '11  take  my  pilgrimage. 
Blood  must  be  my  body's  balmer, 
Whilst  my  soul,  a  quiet  Palmer, 
Travelleth  towards  the  land  of  Heaven ; 
No  other  balm  will  there  be  given. 
Over  the  silver  mountains. 
Where  spring  the  nectar  fountains. 
There  will  1  kiss  the  bowl  of  bliss, 
And  drink  mine  everlasting  fill 
Upon  every  milken  hill ; 
My  soul  will  be  a-dry  before. 
But  after,  it  will  thirst  no  more. 
Then,  by  that  happy,  blissful  day. 

More  peaceful  pilgrims  I  shall  see. 
That  have  cast  off  their  rags  of  clay. 

And  walk  apparelled  fresh,  like  me. 


THE  SOUL'S  ERRAND. 

Go,  soul,  the  body's  guest. 

Upon  a  thankless  errand ! 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  best. 
The  truth  shall  be  thy  warrant : 
Go,  since  I  needs  must  die. 
And  give  the  world  the  lie. 

Go,  tell  the  court  it  glows. 

And  shines  like  rotten  wood ; 
Go,  tell  the  church  it  shows 
What 's  good,  and  doth  no  good  : 
If  church  and  court  reply, 
Then  give  them  both  tne  lie« 

Tell  potentates  they  live 

Acting  by  others  actions ; 
Not  lovSi  unless  they  give. 
Not  strong  but  by  their  factions: 
If  potentates  reply, 
Give  potentates  the  lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  condition 
That  rule  aflairs  of  state, 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTURIES. 


Their  purpose  is  ambition, 
Tlieir  practice  only  hate : 
And  if  they  once  reply, 
Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  them  that  brave  it  most. 

They  beg  for  more  by  spending, 
"Who  in  their  greatest  cost. 

Seek  nothing  but  commending : 
And  if  they  make  reply. 
Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  zeal  it  lacks  devotion, 

Tell  love  it  is  but  lust. 
Tell  time  it  is  but  motion. 
Tell  flesh  it  is  but  dust: 
And  wish  them  not  reply. 
For  thou  must  give  the  be. 

Tell  age  it  daily  wasteth. 

Tell  honor  how  it  alters, 
Tell  beauty  how  she  blasteth. 
Tell  favor  how  she  falters  : 
An<l  as  they  shall  reply. 
Give  every  one  the  lie. 

Tell  wit  how  much  it  wrangles 
In  tickle  points  of  niceness ; 
Tell  wisdom  she  entangles 
Herself  in  over-wiseness : 
And  when  they  do  reply. 
Straight  give  them  both  the  lie. 

Tell  physic  of  her  boldness. 
Tell  skill  it  is  pretension, 
Tell  charity  of  coldness, 
Tell  law  it  is  contention : 
And  as  they  do  reply, 
So  give  them  still  the  lie. 

Tell  fortune  of  her  blindness, 

Tell  nature  of  decay, 
Tell  friendship  of  unkindness. 
Tell  justice  of  delay : 
And  if  they  will  replv. 
Then  give  them  all  tte  lie. 

Tell  arts  they  have  no  soundness, 

But  vary  bv  esteeming ; 
Tell  schools  tney  want  profoundness, 
And  stand  too  much  on  seeming : 
If  ai*ts  and  schools  reply, 
Give  arts  and  schools  the  lie. 

Tell  faith  it 's  fled  the  city ; 
Tell  how  the  country  erreth ; 


Tell,  manhood  shakes  off  pity ; 
Tell,  virtue  least  preferreth : 
And  if  they  do  reply, 
Spare  not  to  give  the  lie. 

So  when  thon  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing, 
Although  to  give  the  lie 

Deserves  no  less  than  stabbing, 
Yet  stab  at  thee  who  will, 
Ko  stab  the  soul  can  kiU. 


SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY. 

[ISS4-«S86.] 
SONNETS. 

With  how  sad  steps,  O  Moon !  thoa 

climb'st  the  skies, 
How  silently,  and  ^ith  how  wan  a  face ! 
What  may  it  be,  that  even  in  heavenly 

place 
That  busy  Archer  his  sharp  arrows  tries  ? 
Sure,  if  that  long  with  love  acquainted 

eyes 
Can  judge  of  love,  thou  feel'st  a  lover's 

case; 
T  read  it  in  thy  looks,  thy  languished  grace 
To  me  that  feel  the  like  thy  state  descries. 
Then,  even  of  fellowship,  0  Moon,  tell  me. 
Is  constant  love  deemed  there  but  want 

of  wit? 
Are  beauties  there  as  proud  as  here  they  be  ? 
Do  they  above  love  to  be  loved,  and  yet 
Those  lovers  scorn  whom  that  love  doth 

possess? 
Do  they  call  virtue  there  ungratefulness? 


Come,  Sleep,  0  Sleep,  the  certain  knot 

of  peace, 
The  baiting-place  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe. 
The  poor  man's  wealth,  the  prisoner's 

release. 
The  indifl^erent  judge  between  the  high 

and  low. 
With  shield  of  proof  shield  me  from  out 

the  prease 
Of  those  flerce  darts.  Despair  at  me  doth 

throw; 

0  make  in  me  those  civil  wars  to  cease  I 

1  will  good  tribute  pay,  if  thou  do  ao. 


MATTHEW  KOYDON.  —  EDMUND  SPENSER. 


Take  thon  of  me  smooth  pillows,  sweetest 

bed; 
A  chamber  deaf  to  noise  and  blind  to 

light; 
A  rosy  garland,  and  a  weary  head. 
Andifthese  things,  as  heingthinebyright. 
More  not  thy  heavy  grace,  thou  shaft  in 

me 
LiTelier  than  elsewhere  Stella's  image  see. 


MATTHEW  ROYDON. 

LAMENT  FOB  ASTROPHEL  (SIB  PHILIP 
SIDNEY), 

Yor  knew,  —  who  knew  not  Astrophel  ? 

That  I  Hhould  live  to  say  I  knew, 
And  have  not  in  possession  still !  — 
Thinf^  known  ^lerrait  me  to  renew. 
Of  him  you  know  his  merit  such 
I  cannot  say — you  hear — too  much. 

Within  these  woo<ls  of  Arcady 

He  chief  delight  and  pleasure  took ; 
And  on  the  mountain  Partheny, 
Upon  the  crystal  lif|uid  brook. 
The  muses  met  him  every  day,  — 
Taught  him  to  sing,  and  write,  and 
lay. 

When  he  descended  down  the  mount 
His  personage  seemed  most  divine ; 
A  thousand  graces  one  might  count 
Upon  his  u>vely,  cheerful  eyne. 
To  hear  him  speak,  and  see  him 

smile. 
Yon  were  in  Paradise  the  while. 

A  sweet,  attractive  kind  of  grace ; 
A  full  assurance  given  by  looks ; 
Continual  comfort  in  a  face ; 
The  lineaments  of  gospel  books : 
I  trow  that  countenance  cannot  lie 
Whose  thoughts  are  legible  in  the  eye. 

Above  all  others  this  is  he 

Who  erst  approved  in  his  song. 
That  love  ana  honor  mi^ht  agree, 
And  that  pure  love  will  do  no  wrong. 
Sweet  saints,  it  is  no  sin  or  blame 
To  love  a  man  of  virtuous  name. 

Did  never  love  so  sweetly  breathe 
In  any  mortal  breast  before : 


Did  never  muse  inspire  beneath 
A  poet's  brain  with  finer  store. 

He  wrote  of  love  with  high  conceit 
And  beauty  reared  above  her  height 


EDMUND  SPENSER. 

CiSS3-«S99-] 


ANQELIC  MINI8TBY. 


IS 


Akd  is  there  care  in  Heaven?    And 

there  love 
In  heavenly  spirits  to  these  creatures  base. 
That  may  compassion  of  their  evils  move  ? 
There  is,  —  else  much  more  wretched 

were  the  case 
Of  men  than  beasts :  but  O  the  exceed- 
ing grace 
Of  highest  Gotl,  that  loves  his  creatures  so. 
And  all  his  works  with  mercy  doth  em- 
brace, 
That  blessed  angels  he  sends  to  and  fro. 
To  serve  to  i^icKcd  man,  to  serve  his 
wicked  foe ! 

How  oft  do  they  their  silver  bowers  leave. 
To  come  to  succor  us  that  succor  want  I 
How  oft  do  they  with  golden  pinions 

cleave 
The  flitting  skies,  like  flWng  pursuivant. 
Against  foul  fiends  to  aid  us  militant ! 
They  for  us  fight,  they  watch  and  duly 

wanl, 
And  their  bright  squadrons  round  about 

us  plant; 
And  all  for  love  and  nothing  for  rewanl ; 
O,  why  should  heavenly   God  to  men 

have  such  regard  ? 


THE  TBUE  WOMAN. 

Thrick  happy  she  that  is  so  well  assured 
Unto  herself,  an<l  settled  so  in  heart. 
That  neither  will  for  better  be  alluriHl, 
Ne  fears  to  worse  with  any  chance  to  start. 
But  like  a  st«*ady  ship  doth  strongly  |»ftrt 
The  raging  waves,  and  keeps  her  course 

aright ; 
Ne  ought  for  tempest  doth  from  it  dej>art, 
Ne  ought  for  fairer  weather's  falbe  de- 
light. 
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ROBERT  SOUTHAVELL. 

[1360-  1595.] 

CONTENT  AND  RICH. 

I  DWELL  in  grace's  courtR, 
Enriched  with  virtue's  rights ; 

Faith  guides  my  wit,  love  leads  my  will, 
Ho|>e  all  my  mind  delights. 

In  lowly  vales  I  mount 

To  ]»leasure'8  highest  pitch, 
"My  simple  dress  sure  honor  brings, 

My  i)oor  estate  is  rich. 

My  conscience  is  my  crown. 
Contented  thoughts  my  rest ; 

My  heart  is  hap])y  in  itself; 
My  bliss  is  in  niy  breast. 

Enough,  I  reckon  wealth  ; 

A  mean,  the  surest  lot. 
That  lies  too  high  for  base  contempt, 

Too  low  for  envy's  shot. 

My  wishes  are  but  few, 

All  easy  to  fulfil ; 
I  make  the  limits  of  my  power 

The  bounds  unto  my  will. 

I  have  no  hopes  but  one, 

Which  is  of  heavenly  reign : 
Effects  attained,  or  not  desired, 

All  lower  hopes  refrain. 

I  feel  no  care  of  coin. 

Well-doing  is  my  wealth  : 
Mv  mind  to  me  an  empire  is, 

\V^hile  grace  affordeth  hcaltlu 

I  clip  hi^h-climbine  thoughts, 
The  wings  of  swelling  pride  : 

Their  fate  is  worst,  that  from  the  height 
Of  greater  honor  slide. 

Silk  sails  of  largest  size 

The  storm  doth  soonest  tear  : 

I  War  so  low  and  small  a  sail 
As  freeth  me  from  fear. 

I  wrestle  not  with  rage 

While  fury's  tlame  doth  bum ; 

It  is  in  vain  to  stop  the  stream 
Until  the  tide  doth  turn. 

But  when  the  flame  is  out. 
And  ebbing  wrath  doth  end, 


I  turn  a  late-enraged  foe 
Into  a  quiet  friend ; 

And,  taught  with  often  proof, 

A  tempered  calm  I  find 
To  be  most  solace  to  itself, 

Best  cure  for  angry  mind. 

Spare  diet  is  my  fare. 

My  clothes  more  fit  than  fine ; 
I  know  I  feed  and  clothe  a  foe 

That,  pampered,  would  repine.' 

I  envy  not  their  hap 
Whom  favor  dotn  advance : 

I  take  no  pleasure  in  their  pain 
That  have  less  happy  chance. 

To  rise  by  others*  fall 

I  deem  a  losing  gain : 
All  states  with  others'  ruins  built 

To  ruins  run  amain. 

No  change  of  fortune's  calms 
Can  cast  my  comforts  down  : 

W^hen  fortune  smiles,  I  smile  to  think 
How  quickly  she  will  frown ; 

And  when,  in  froward  mood. 

She  pi-oved  an  angry  foe, 
Small  gain  I  found  to  let  her  come, 

Less  loss  to  let  her  go. 


ALEXANDER  HUME. 

[About  1599.] 
A  8TTMMER*S  PAY. 

The  time  so  tranauil  is  and  clear. 
That  nowhere  siiall  ye  find. 

Save  on  a  high  and  barren  hill. 
An  air  of  passing  wind. 

All  trees  and  simples,  great  and  small, 

That  balmy  leaf  do  bear. 
Than  they  were  painted  on  a  wall, 

No  more  they  move  or  stir. 

The  ships  becalmed  upon  the  seas, 
Hang  up  their  sails  to  drv ; 

The  herds,  beneath  the  lea^  trees. 
Among  the  flowers  they  he. 


ant  JOHN  DA.VIES. 
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Great  is  the  calm,  for  eyerywhere 

The  wind  ia  settling  down  : 
The  smoke  goes  uprigtit  in  the  air. 

From  every  tower  and  town. 

What  pleasure,  then,  to  walk  and  see, 

Along  a  river  clear. 
The  perfect  form  of  every  tree 

Within  the  deep  appear : 

The  bells  and  circles  on  the  waves, 

From  leaping  of  the  trout ; 
The  salmon  from  their  creels  and  caves 

Come  gliding  in  and  out. 

0  sure  it  were  a  seemly  thing, 

While  all  is  still  and  calm, 
The  praise  of  God  to  play  and  sing, 

With  trumpet  and  with  shalm  I 

All  laborers  draw  home  at  even. 

And  can  to  others  say, 
"Thanks  to  the  gracious  God  of  heaven, 

Who  sent  this  summer  day." 


SIR  JOHN  DAVIE8. 

[1370- 1636b] 

THE  SOUL. 

AoAix,  how  can  she  but  immortal  be. 
When  with  the  motions  of  both  vrill 
and  wit 

She  still  aspireth  to  eternity. 
And  never  rests  till  she  attain  to  it  f 

Water  in  conduit-pipes  can  rise  no  higher 
Than  the  well-head  from  whence  it  first 
doth  spring : 
Then,  since  to  eternal  God  she  doth  as- 
liire. 
She  cannot  be  but  an  eternal  thing. 

"  All  moving  things  to  other  things  do 
move 
Of  the  same  kind,  which  shows  their 
nature  such"; 
So  earth  Calls  down,  and  fire  doth  mount 
above. 
Till  both  their  proper  elements  do 
tooeh. 


And  as  the  moisture  which  the  thirsty 
eaith 
Sucks  from  the  sea  to  fill  her  empty 
veins, 
From  out  her  womb  at  last  doth  take  a 
bii-th. 
And  runs  a  lymph  along  the  grassy 
plains : 

Long  doth  she  stay,  as  loth  to  leave  the 
land 
From  whose  soft  side  the  first  did  issue 
make  ; 
She  tastes  all  places,  turns  to  every  hand, 
Her  fiowery  banks  unwilling  to  for- 
sake. 

Yet  Nature  so  her  streams  doth  lead  and 
carry, 
As  that  her  course  doth  make  no  final 
stay, 
TMll  she  herself  unto  the  Ocean  marry, 
Within  whose  watery  bosom  first  she 
lay. 

Even  so  the  soul,  which  in  this  earthly 
mould 
The  spirit  of  God  doth  secretly  in- 
fuse. 
Because  at  first  she  doth  the  earth  be- 
hold, 
Aud  only  this  material  world  she  views. 

At  first  her  mother  Earth  she  holdeth 
dear. 
And  doth    embrace   the  world,   and 
worldly  things. 
She  flies  close  by  the  ground  and  hovers 
here. 
And  mounts  not  up  with  her  celestial 
wings : 

Yet  under  heaven  she  cannot  light  on 
aught 
That  with  her  heavenly  nature  doth 
agree; 
She  cannot   rest,    she   cannot   fix   her 
thought, 
She  cannot  in  this  world  contented  be. 

For  who  did  ever  yet,  in  honor,  wealth. 
Or  pleasure  of  the  sense,  contentment 
find? 
Who  ever  ceased  to  wish  when  he  had 
wealth  ? 
Or  having  wisdom  was  not  vexed  in 
mind? 
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Then  as  a  bee,  which  amoug  weeds  doth 
fall, 
Which  seem  sweet  flowers  with  lustre 
fresh  and  gay. 
She  lights  on  that  and  this,  and  tasteth 
all; 
But  pleased  with  none,  doth  rise  and 
soar  away. 

So  when  the  soul  finds  here  no  true  con- 
tent. 
And  like  Noah's  dove  can  no  sore 
footing  take. 
She  doth  return  from  whence  she  first 
was  sent. 
And  flies  to  Him  that  first  her  wings 
did  make. 

So  while  the  virgin  soul  on  earth  doth 
stay, 
She,  wooed  and  tempted  in  ten  thou- 
sand ways. 
By  these  great  jwwers  which  on  the  earth 
bear  sway. 
The  wisdom   of  the  world,   wealth, 
pleasure,  praise: 

"With  these  sometimes  she  doth  her  time 
beguile. 
These  do  by  fibs  her  fantasy  possess ; 
But  she  distastes  them  all  within  a  while, 
And  in  the  sweetest  finds  a  tedious- 
ness ; 

But  if  upon  the  world's  Almighty  King 
She  once  doth  fix  her  humble,  loving 
thought ; 
Who  by  his  picture  drawn  in  every  thing, 
And  sacred  messages,  her  love  hath 
sought ; 

Of  him  she  thinks  she  cannot  think  too 
much; 
This  honey  tasted  still,  is  ever  sweet ; 
The  pleasure  of  her  ravished  thought  is 
such, 
As  almost  here  she  with  her  bliss  doth 
meet. 

But  when  in  heaven  she  shall  his  essence 
see, 
This  is  her  sovereign  good,  and  perfect 
bliss, 
Her  longings,  wishings,  hopes,  all  fin- 
ished be. 
Her  jop  are  full,  her  motions  rest  in 
this. 


There  is  she  crowned  with  garlands  of 
content ; 
There  doth  she  manna  eat,  and  nectar 
drink: 
That  presence  doth  such  high  delights 
present, 
As  never   tongue    could  speak,   nor 
heart  could  think. 


THOMAS  NASH. 
[1564- 1600.] 

CONTENTMENT. 

I  NEVER  loved  ambitiously  to  climb. 
Or  thrust  my  hand  too  far  into  the  fire. 
To  be  in  heaven  sure  is  a  blessed  thing, 
But,  Atlas-like,  to  prop  heaven  on  one's 

back 
Cannot  but  be  more  labor  than  delight. 
Such  is  the  state  of  men  in  honor  placed : 
They  are  gold  vessels  made  for  servile 

uses; 
High  trees  that  keep  the  weather  from 

low  houses. 
But  cannot  shield  the  tempest  from  them- 
selves. 
I  love  to  dwell  betwixt  the  hills  and  dales, 
Neither  to  be  so  great  as  to  be  envied. 
Nor  yet  so  poor  the  world  should  pity  me. 


WILLIAM  DRUMMOND. 

[1585-1649.] 

THE  LESSONS  OF  NATURE. 

Of  this  fair  volume  which  we  World  do 

name 
If  we  the  sheets  and  leaves  could  turn 

with  care, 
Of  him  who  it  corrects,  and  did  it  frame. 
We  clear  might  read  the  art  and  wisdom 

rare: 

Find  out  his  power  which  wildest  powers 

doth  tame. 
His  providence  extending  everjrwhere, 
His  justice  which  proud  rebels  doUi  not 

spare. 
In  ever}'  page,  no  period  of  the  same. 


Snt  HENBY  WOTTON.  —  LADY  ELIZABETH  CABEW. 
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Bat  silly  we,  like  fooliiih  children,  rest 
Well  pleased  with  colored  Tellam,  leaves 

of  gold, 
Ftir  daDgiing  ribbons,  leaving  what  is 

best, 
On  the  great  writer's  senae  ne*er  taking 

hold; 

Or  if  by  chance  we  stay  our  minds  on 

aught. 
It  is  some  picture  on  the  margin  wrought 


SIR  HESRY  WOTTON. 


TO   HD 


C1568-1639.] 

mSTRESS,  THB    QUEKN    OF 
BOHKMIA. 


Tor  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 

That  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
H ore  by  your  number  than  your  light ! 

You  common  people  of  the  skies ! 

What  are  you,  when  the  sun  shall  rise  ? 

Ton  canons  chanters  of  the  wood. 
That  warble  forth  dame  Nature's  lays. 

Thinking  your  voices  understood 
By  your  weak  accents!  what's  your 

praise 
When  Philomel  her  voice  shall  raise  ? 

Ton  violets  that  first  appear. 

By  yoar  pure  purple  mantles  known. 
Like  the  proud  virgins  of  the  year. 

As  if  the  spriug  were  all  your  own ! 

What  are  you,  when  the  rose  ia  blown  ? 

80,  when  my  mistress  shall  be  seen 
In  form  and  beauty  of  her  mind ; 

By  virtue  first,  then  choice,  a  Queen ! 
Tell  me,  if  she  were  not  designed 
The  eclipse  and  glory  of  her  Kind  ? 


THB  GOOD  MAK. 

How  happy  is  he  bom  and  taught, 
That  serveth  not  another's  will ; 

Whose  armor  is  his  honest  thought, 
And  simple  truth  his  utmost  dciU ! 

Whose  passions  not  his  masters  are. 
Whose  soal  is  still  prepared  for  death, 


Untied  unto  the  worldly  care 
Of  public  fame,  or  private  breath ; 

Who  envies  none  that  chance  doth  raise. 
Or  vice ;  who  never  understood 

How  deepest  wounds  are  given  by  praise ; 
Nor  rules  of  state,  but  rules  of  good ; 

Who  hath  his  life  from  rumors  freed. 
Whose  conscience  is  his  strong  retreat ; 

Whose  state  can  neither  flatterers  feed, 
Nor  ruin  make  oppressors  great ; 

Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray. 
More  of  his  grace  than  gifts  to  lend ; 

And  entertains  the  harmless  day 
With  a  religious  book  or  friend  : 

This  msn  is  freed  from  servile  bands, 
Of  hope  to  rise,  or  fear  to  fall ; 

Lord  of  nimself,  though  not  of  lands; 
And  having  nothing,  yet  hath  alL 


LADY  ELIZABETH  CABEW. 

[About  1613.] 

KEVENOE  OF  INJURIES. 

The  fairest  action  of  our  human  life 
Is  scorning  to  revenge  an  injury; 

For  who  forgives  without  a  further  strife, 
His  adversary's  heart  to  him  doth  tie ; 

And  *t  is  a  firmer  conquest  truly  said. 

To  win  the  heart,  than  overthrow  the  head. 

If  we  a  worthy  enemy  do  find. 

To  yield  to  worth  it  must  be  nobly  done ; 
But  ii  of  baser  metal  be  his  mind. 

In  base  revenge  there  is  no  honor  won. 
Who  would  a  worthy  coura^  overthrow  ? 
And  who  would  wrestle  with  a  worthless 
foe? 

We  say  our  hearts  are  great,  and  cannot 

yield ; 
Because  they  cannot  yield,  it  proves 

them  poor: 
Great  hearts  are   tasked  beyond  their 

power  but  seld ; 
The  weakest  Hon  will  the  loudest  roar. 
Truth's  school  for  certain  doth  this  same 

allow ; 
High-heartedness  doth  sometimes  teach 

to  bow. 


14 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTUEIES. 


A  noble  heart  doth  teach  a  Tirtuous 
scorn:  — 
To  scorn  to  owe  a  duty  overlong ; 
To  scorn  to  he  for  benefits  forborne ; 

To  scorn  to  lie ;  to  scuiii  to  do  a  wrong ; 
To  scorn  to  bear  an  injury  in  mind ; 
To  scorn  a  free-born  heart  slave-like  to 
bind. 

But  if  for  >*Tongs  we  needs  revenge  must 

have, 
Then  be  our  vengeance  of  the  noblest 

kind. 
Do  we  his  body  from  our  fury  save, 
And  let  our  hate  prevail  against  his 

mind  ? 
What  can  'gainst  him  a  greater  vengeance 

l)e. 
Than  make  his  foe  more  worthy  far  than 

he? 


SAMUEL  DAXIEL. 

[1562-1619.] 

FROM  AN   EPISTLE   TO  THE  COUNT- 
ESS OF  CT7MBERLAND. 

He  that  of  such  a  height  hath  built  his 

n)ind, 
And  rean»d  the  dwelling  of  his  thoughts 

so  strong, 
As  neither  fear  nor  hope  can  shake  the 

frame 
Of  his  resolved  powers ;  nor  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  ]>iercc  to  wrong 
His  settled  |)eace,  or  to  disturb  the  same  : 
What  a  fair  seat  hath  he,  from  whence  he 

may 
The  bouiidlcKs  wastes  and  wilds  of  man 

survey  ? 

And  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look 

down 
Upon  these  lower  regions  of  turmoil  ? 
Whei-e  all  the  storms  of  passions  mainly 

beat 
On  flesh  and  blood :  where  honor,  power, 

r<!nown. 
Are  only  g:iy  afflictions,  golilen  toU ; 
Where  greatness  stands  upon  as  feeble 

feet, 
As  frailty  doth ;  and  only  great  doth  seem 
To  little  minds,  who  do  it  so  esteem. 


• 

He  looks  upon  the  mightiest  monarch'! 

wars 
But  only  as  on  ststehr  robberies ; 
Where  evermore  the  fortune  that  prevails 
Must  be  the  right :  the  ill-sacoe^ingmars 
The  fairest  and  the  best  faced  entei^iriie. 
G  real  pirate  Pompey  lesser  pirates  quails : 
Justice,  he  sees  (as  if  sedac^),  still 
Conspires  with  power,  whose  oanae  rniut 

not  be  ill. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  oom- 
jiesses. 

And  is  encompassed ;  whilst  as  craft  de- 
ceives, 

And  is  deceived :  whilst  man  doth  ransack 
man, 

And  builds  on  blood,  and  rises  by  distress ; 

And  the  inheritance  of  desolation  leaTes 

To  grcat-expectiug  hopes :  he  looks  Uiere- 
on, 

As  from  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet 
eve, 

And  bears  no  venture  in  impiety. 

Thus,  madam,  fares  that  man,  that  hath 

])reiMired 
A  rest  for  liis  desires ;  and  sees  all  thinss 
Ijeneath  him ;  and  hath  learned  this  book 

of  man. 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty ;  and  compared 
The  l)est  of  glory  with  her  sufferings : 
By  whom,  1  see,  you  labor  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart ;  and  set  your  thoughts 

as  near 
His  glorious  mansion,  as  your  powers  can 

bear. 

Which,  madam,  are  so  soundly  fashion^l 
By  that  clear  judgment,  that  hath  carried 

you 
Beyond  the  feeble  limits  of  your  kind, 
As  they  can  stand  against  tne  strongest 

head 
Passion  can  make ;  inured  to  any  hue 
The  world  can  cast :  it  cannot  cast  that 

mind 
Out  of  h(*r  form  of  goodness,  that  doth  see 
Both  what  the  best  and  worst  of  earth 

can  be. 

Which  makes,  that  whatsoever  here  be- 
falls. 

You  in  the  region  of  yourself  remain : 

Where  no  vain  breath  of  the  impudent 
molests 

That  hath  secured  within  the  brazen  walls 


WILLIAM  BYRD. 
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Of  a  clear  conadence,  that  (without  all 
stain) 

Rian  in  peace,  in  innocency  rests ; 

Whilst  all  that  Malice  from  withoat  pro- 
cures 

Shows  her  own  ugly  heart,  but  hurts  not 
yours. 

And  whereas  none  rpjoice  more  in  revenge. 
Than  women  use  to  do;  yet  you  well 

know, 
That  wrong  is  better  checked  by  being 

contemned. 
Than  being  pursued ;  leaving  to  him  to 

avenge. 
To  whom  it  appertains.  Wherein  yon  show 
How  worthily  your  clearness  hath  con- 
demned 
Base  malediction,  living  in  the  dark. 
That  at  the  rays  of  goodness  still  doth 
bark. 

Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  set  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  world,  about  the  which 
These  revolutions  of  disturlianees 
Still  roll ;  where  all  the  asjiects  of  misery 
Predominate  :    whose  strong  effects  are 

such, 
As  he  must  bear,  being  powerless  to  re- 

dress: 
And  that  unless  above  himself  he  can 
Erect  himself,  how  poor  a  thing  is  man. 


WILLIAM  BYRD. 

[1540-1633.] 

MT  MIKD  TO  MB  A  KINGDOM  IS. 

Mr  mind  to  me  a  kingdom  is ; 

Such  perfect  joy  therein  I  find 
As  far  exceeds  all  earthly  bliu 

That  God  or  Nature  hath  assigned  ; 
Though  much  1  want  that  most  would 

have. 
Yet  still  my  mind  forbids  to  crave. 

Content  I  live ;  this  is  my  stay,  — 
I  seek  no  more  than  may  suffice. 

I  press  to  bear  no  haughty  sway ; 
look,  what  I  lack  my  mind  supplies. 

Lo !  thus  I  triumph  like  a  king, 

Coatoit  with  that  my  mind  doth  bring. 


1  see  how  plenty  surfeits  oft, 
And  hasty  climbers  soonest  fall ; 

1  see  that  such  as  sit  aloft 
Mishap  doth  threaten  most  of  all. 

These  get  with  toil,  and  keep  with  fear ; 

Such  cares  my  mind  could  never  bear. 

No  princely  pomp  nor  wealthy  store. 
No  force  to  win  the  victory, 

No  wily  wit  to  salve  a  sore, 
No  snape  to  win  a  lover's  eye,  — 

To  none  of  these  1  yield  as  thrall ; 

For  why,  my  mind  despiseth  alL 

Some  have  too  much,  yet  still  they  crave  ; 

I  little  have,  yet  seek  no  more. 
They  are  but  poor,  though  much  they 
have ; 

And  I  am  rich  with  little  ston*. 
They  poor,  1  ricrh;  they  beg,  I  give; 
They  lack,  1  lend ;  they  pine,  1  live. 

1  laugh  not  at  another's  loss, 
I  grudffe  not  at  another's  gain ; 

No  worldly  wave  my  mind  can  toss ; 
I  brook  that  is  another's  bane. 

I  fear  no  foe,  nor  fawn  on  friend ; 

I  loathe  not  life,  nor  dread  mine  end. 

1  joy  not  in  no  earthly  bliss ; 

I  weigh  not  Cnesus'  wealth  a  straw ; 
For  care,  1  rare  not  what  it  is ; 

I  fear  not  fortune's  fatal  law ; 
My  mind  is  such  as  may  not  move 
For  beauty  bright,  or  force  of  love. 

1  wish  but  what  I  have  at  will ; 

I  wander  not  to  seek  for  more ; 
1  like  the  plain,  I  climb  no  hill ; 

In  greatest  stonns  I  sit  on  shore, 
And  laugh  at  them  that  toil  in  vain 
To  get  what  must  be  lost  again. 

I  kiss  not  where  I  wish  to  kill ; 

I  feign  not  love  where  most  I  hate ; 
I  break  no  sleep  to  win  my  will ; 

I  wait  not  at  the  mighty 's  gate. 
I  scorn  no  {xwr,  1  fear  no  rich ; 
I  feel  no  want,  nor  have  too  much. 

The  court  nor  cart  1  like  nor  loathe ; 

Elxtrenies  are  counte<l  worst  of  all ; 
The  golden  mean  l>'twixt  them  l»oth 

Doth  surest  sit,  and  fears  no  fall ; 
This  is  my  choice;  for  why,  1  find 
No  wealth  is  like  a  quiet  mind. 
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My  wealth  is  health  and  perfect  ease ; 

My  conscience  clear  my  chief  defence ; 
1  never  seek  by  brilx^s  to  please, 

Nor  by  desert  to  give  offence. 
Tl^us  do  I  live,  thus  will  I  die ; 
Would  all  did  so  as  well  as  1 1 


AMLLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 

[1564-  1616.] 

SONGS. 

ARIEL'S  SONG. 

Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  lurk  I ; 
In  a  cowslip's  liell  1  lie ; 
There  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry ; 
On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly. 
After  suninier  merrily, 
Merrily,  merrily,  shall  I  live  now, 
Under*  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the 
bough. 

THE  FAIRY  TO  PUCK. 

Over  hill,  over  dale, 

Thorough  bush,  thorough  brier. 

Over  ]»ark,  over  pale. 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 

I  do  wander  everywhere. 

Swifter  than  the  moon's  sphere. 

And  I  serve  the  Fairy  Queen, 

To  dew  her  orlw  upon  the  green ; 

The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be, 

In  th(*ir  gold  coats  siH)ts  you  see,  — 

Those  be  nibi«?s,  fairy  favors ; 

In  those  fi-eckles  live  their  savors. 

I  must  go  se(*k  some  dew-dn)|»s  here. 

And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 


AMIEXS'S  SONG. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind. 
Thou  art  not  so  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen. 
Because  thou  art  not  seen, 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky, 
That  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 
As  benefits  foip)t : 


Though  thou  the  waters  warp, 
Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 
As  friend  remembered  not 


A  SEA  DIRGEL 

Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies : 

Of  his  bones  ore  coral  made ; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  c^es: 

Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade. 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  rich  and  strange. 
Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  kneU: 
Hark  1  now  I  hear  them,  — 
Ding,  dong,  bell. 


HARKI  HARKl  THE  LARK! 

Hark  !  hark  1  the  lark  at  heaven^s  gate 
slnM, 

And  Phoebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chaUced  flowers  that  lies ; 
And  winking  Maiy-buds  Wgin 

To  ope  their  g<»lden  eyes ; 
With  everything  that  ])retty  bin ; 

My  lady  sweet,  anse. 


UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD-TREE. 

Under  the  greenwood-tree 
W^ho  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
And  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy. 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Who  doth  ambition  shun. 
And  loves  to  live  i'  the  sun, 
S«*king  the  food  he  eats. 
And  pleased  with  what  he  gets. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither! 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemVi 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 


DIRGE  FOR  FIDELE. 

Fear  no  more  the  heat  o*  the  sun, 
Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done. 
Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages: 
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Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must, 

A;i  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  great. 
Thou  art  ptutt  the  tyrant's  stroke ; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe,  and  eat ; 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak : 
The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 
All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  lightninff  flash. 
Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone ; 
Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 
Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan : 
All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 
Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust 

Ko  exorciser  harm  thee  I 
Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee! 
Ghost  unlaid  forhear  thee ! 
Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
Quiet  consummation  have ; 
And  renowned  be  thy  grave. 


BONNETa 

Whrx  in  disgrace   with  fortune   and 
men's  eyes, 

I  all  alone  beweep  my  outcast  state. 

And  trouble  dear  heaven  with  my  boot- 
less cries, 

And  look  upon  mypelf,  and  curse  m^  fate, 

Wi<)hing  me  like  to  one  more  nch  in 
hone. 

Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends 
possessed. 

Desiring  this  man's  art,  and  that  man's 
scope, 

With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least ; 

Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  de- 
spising. 

Haply  I  think  on  thee,  —  and  then  my 
state 

(Like  to  the  lark  nt  break  of  day  arising 

From  sullen  earth)  sings  hymns  at  heav- 
en's gate ; 
For  thy  sweet  love  remembered,  such 

wealth  brings. 
That  then  I  Rcorn  to  change  my  state 
with  kings. 


When  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent 

thought 
I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 
1  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  1  sought, 

S 


And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear 

time's  waste : 
Then  can  1  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  flow, 
For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  date- 
less night. 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since-can- 

celled  woe, 
And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  van- 
ished sight. 
Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone. 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o  er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before. 
But  if  the  while  I  thuik  on  thee,  dear 

friend, 
All  losses  are  restored,  and  sorrows 
end. 


That  time  of  year  thou  mayst  in  me  be* 

hold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do 


I 


ang 
Upon  those  boughs  which  shake  against 

the  cold, 
Bare  ruined  choirs,  where  late  the  sweet 

birds  sang. 
In  me  thou  seest  the  twilight  of  such  day. 
As  after  sunset  fadetli  in  the  west, 
Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  take 

away, 
Death's  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in 

rest 
In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such 

fire, 
That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie. 
As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  must  ex- 

pire, 
Consume<l  with  that  which  it  was  nour- 
ished by. 
This  thou  |)erceiv'8t,  which  makes  thy 

love  more  strong. 
To  love  that  well  which  thou  must 

leave  erelong. 


They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will 

do  none, 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do 

show. 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as 

stone, 
Unmoveil,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow ; 
I  They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces, 
:  And  huslmnd  nature's  riches  from  ex- 
I  pense; 
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They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  tlieir 

faces, 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer 

sweet, 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection 

meet, 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity : 
For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by 

their  deeds ; 
Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than 
weeds. 


Alas,  'tistnie,  Ihavegone  hereand there. 
And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view, 
Gored  mine  own  thoughts,  sold  cheap 

what  is  most  dear, 
Made  old  ofl*ences  of  affections  new. 
Most  true  it  is,  that  I  have  looked  on 

truth 
Askance  and  strangely ;  but,  byall  above, 
These  blenches  gave  my  heart  another 

youth, 
And  worse  essays  proved  thee  my  best  of 

love. 
Now  all  is  done,  save  wliat  shall  have  no 

end: 
Mine  apj)etite  I  never  more  will  grind 
On  newer  proof,  to  try  an  older  friend, 
A  God  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confined. 
Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven 

the  best. 
Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving 

breast. 


Lkt  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments.     Love  is  not  love 
"Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 
Or  Wnds  with  the  remover  to  remove ; 
O  no ;  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark. 
That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never 

shaken ; 
It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark. 
Whose  worth 's  unknown,  although  his 

height  be  taken. 
Love 's  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips 

and  cheeks 
Within  his  bending    sickle's    compass 

come ; 
I^ve  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and 

weeks. 
But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 
If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 
1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 


No!  Time,  thou  shalt  not  boost  that  I 

do  change : 
Thy  pyramids  built  up  with  newer  might 
To  me  are  nothing  novel,  nothingstninge ; 
They  are  but  dressings  of  a  former  sight. 
Our  dates  are  brief,   and  therefore  we 

admire 
What  thou  dost  foist  upon  us  that  is  old ; 
And  rather  make  them  Dom  to  our  desire, 
Than  think  that  we  before  have  heard 

them  told. 
Thy  registers  and  thee  I  both  defy. 
Not  wonderingat  the  present  nor  thepest ; 
For  thy  records  and  what  we  see  do  lie. 
Made  more  or  less  by  thy  continual  haste : 
This  1  do  vow,  and  tnis  shall  ever  be, 
I  will  be  true,  despite  thy  scythe  and 

thee. 


BEN  JONSON. 
[1574-1637.] 

THE  NOBLE  NATURE. 

It  is  not  growing  like  a  tree 
In  bulk,  doth  make  man  better  be ; 
Or  standing  long  an  oak,  three  hundred 

year. 
To  fall  a  log  at  last,  dry,  bald,  and  sere : 
A  lily  of  a  day 
Is  fairer  far  in  May, 
Although  it  fall  and  die  that  night,  — 
It  was  the  plant  and  flower  of  Light. 
In  small  proportions  we  just  beauties  see ; 
And  in  short  measures  life  may  perfect  be. 


BONO  OF  HESPERXT8. 

« 
Queen,  and  huntress,  chaste  and  fair, 
Now  the  sun  is  laid  to  sleep, 
Seated  in  thy  silver  chair. 
State  in  wonted  manner  keep: 
Hesperus  entreats  thy  light, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  itself  to  interpose ; 

Cynthia's  shining  orb  was  made 

Heaven  to  clear,  when  day  did  close : 
Bless  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 


UNKNOWN. 
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Imj  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart. 

And  thjT  crystal  shining  quiver ; 

Give  onto  the  flying  hart 

Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever : 
Thoa  that  niakest  a  da^  of  night. 
Goddess  excellently  bright 


OK  LXTCT,  OOUimSS  OF  BEDFORD. 

This  morning,  timely  rapt  with  holv  fire, 
I  thoaght  to  form  unto  my  zealous  Muse, 
VThat  kind  of  creature  I  could  most  desire, 
To  honor,  servo,  and  love ;  as  poets  use, 
1  meant  to  make  her  fair,  and  free,  and 
wise. 
Of  greatest  blood,  and  yet  more  good 
than  great ; 
I  meant  the  day-star  should  not  brighter 
rise, 
Nor  lend  like  influence  from  his  lucent 
seat. 
I  meant  she  should  be  courteous,  facile, 
sweet, 
Hating  that  solemn  vice  of  greatness, 
pride; 
1  meant  each  softest  virtue  there  should 
meet, 
Fit  in  that  softer  bosom  to  reside. 
Only  a  learned  and  a  manly  soul 

I    purposed  her;   that  should,    with 

even  powers. 

The  rock,  tne  spindle,  and  the  shears 

control 

Of  Df^tiny,  and  spin  her  own  free  hours. 

Such  when  I  meant  to  feign,  and  wished 

to  see. 
My  Muse  bade,  Bedford  write,  and  that 
was  she. 


THE  8WKBT  NEOLXCT. 

Still  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest. 

As  you  were  going  to  a  feast: 

Still  to  be  powdered,  still  perfumed : 

Lady,  it  is  to  be  presumed. 

Though  art*s  hid  causes  are  not  found. 

All  is  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 

Give  me  a  look,  sive  me  a  face. 
That  makes  simplicity  a  fp«ce ; 
Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free : 
Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me. 
Than  all  the  s4alteries  of  art. 
That  strike  mine  eyes^  bat  not  my  heart. 


HO W  NEAR  TO  GOOD  IS  WHAT  IS  FAIR  I 

How  near  to  good  is  what  is  fair ! 

Which  we  no  sooner  see. 
But  with  the  lines  and  outward  air 

Our  senses  taken  be. 
We  wish  to  see  it  still,  and  prove 

What  ways  we  may  deserve ; 
We  court,  we  praise,  we  more  than  love. 

We  are  not  grieved  to  serve. 


EPITAPH  ON  ELIZABETH  L.  H. 

WouLDST  thou  hear  what  man  can  say 

In  a  little? — reader,  stay ! 

Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 

As  much  beauty  as  could  die,  — 

Which  in  life  cfid  harbor  give 

To  more  virtue  than  doth  live. 

If  at  all  she  had  a  fault. 

Leave  it  buried  in  thiis  vault 

One  name  was  Elizabeth,  — 

The  other,  let  it  sleep  with  death. 

Fitter  where  it  died  to  tell, 

Than  that  it  lived  at  all.     Farewell ! 


UNKNOWN. 

[Before  1649.] 

LOVE  WILL  FIND  0X7T  THE  WAY. 

OvEK  the  mountains. 

And  under  the  waves. 
Over  the  fountains. 

And  under  the  graves. 
Under  floods  which  are  deepest. 

Which  Neptune  obey, 
Over  rocks  which  are  steepest. 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  glow-worm  to  lie. 
Where  there  is  no  place 

For  the  receipt  of  a  fly. 
Where  the  gnat  «lares  not  venture, 

Ijest  herself  fast  she  lay, 
If  Love  come  he  will  enter. 

And  find  out  the  way. 

If  that  he  were  hidden. 
And  all  men  that  are. 

Were  strictly  forbidden 
That  place  to  declare; 
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Winds  that  have  no  abidings, 

Pitying  their  delay, 
Would  come  and  hring  him  tidings, 

And  direct  him  the  way. 

If  the  earth  should  part  him. 

He  would  gallop  it  o'er ; 
If  the  seas  should  o  erthwart  hira, 

He  would  swim  to  the  shore. 
Should  his  love  become  a  swallow, 

Through  the  air  to  stray, 
Love  will  lend  wings  to  follow. 

And  will  find  out  the  way. 

There  is  no  striving 

To  cross  his  intent, 
There  is  no  contriving 

His  plots  to  prevent ; 
But  if  once  the  message  greet  him, 

That  his  tnie  love  doth  stay, 
If  death  should  come  and  meet  nim, 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 


JJISKSOWS. 

[Before  1689.] 

MAY-DAY  BONO. 

Remember  us  poor  Mayers  all ! 

And  thus  do  we  begin 
To  lead  our  lives  in  righteousness, 

Or  else  we  die  in  sin. 

We  have  been  rambling  all  the  night, 

And  almost  all  the  day ; 
And  now  retunied  back  again, 

We  have  brought  you  a  branch  of  May. 

A  branch  of  May  we  have  brought  you, 
And  at  your  door  it  stands : 

It  is  but  a  sprout, 

But  it 's  well  budded  out 
By  the  work  of  our  Lord's  hands. 

The  heavenly  gates  are  open  wide, 

Our  paths  are  beaten  plain ; 
And  if  a  man  be  not  too  far  gone. 

He  may  return  again. 

The  moon  shines  bright,  and  the  stars 
give  a  light, 
A  little  before  it  is  day ; 
So  God  bless  you  all,  both  great  and 
small, 
And  send  you  a  joyful  May  1 


UNKNOWN. 

[Before  1649.] 

BEOONB  DULL  CASE  I 

Begone  dull  care ! 

1  prithee  begone  from  me : 
B^ue  dull  care ! 

Thou  and  1  can  never  agree. 
Long  while  thou  hast  been  tarrying  here, 

And  fain  thou  wouldst  me  kill ; 
But  i'  faith,  dull  care. 

Thou  never  shalt  have  thy  will. 

Too  much  care 

Will  make  a  young  man  gray ; 
Too  much  care 

Will  turn  an  old  man  to  clay. 
My  wife  shall  dance,  and  I  will  sing^ 

So  merrily  pass  the  day ; 
For  I  hold  it  is  the  wisest  thing, 

To  drive  dull  care  away. 

Hence,  dull  care, 

I  '11  none  of  thy  company; 
Hence,  dull  care, 

Thou  art  no  ]>air  for  me. 
We  '11  hunt  the  wild  boar  through  the 
wold, 

So  menily  pass  the  day ; 
And  then  at  night,  o'er  a  cheerful  bowl, 

We  '11  drive  aull  care  away. 


BISHOP  KICHARD  CORBETT. 

[1582-1635.] 

FAREWELL  TO  THE  FAIRIES. 

Farewell  rewards  and  fairies  ! 

Good  housewifes  now  may  say, 
For  now  foul  sluts  in  dairies 

Do  fare  as  well  as  they. 
And  though  they  sweep  their  hearths  nc 
less 

Than  maids  w^ere  wont  to  do ; 
Yet  who  of  late,  for  cleanliness, 

Finds  sixpence  in  her  shoe ! 

Lament,  lament,  old  Abbeys, 

The  fairies'  lost  command ; 
They  did  but  change  priests'  babiefi. 

But  some  have  changed  your  land ; 
And  all  your  children  sprung  fh)m  thence 

Are  now  grown  Puritans ; 


UNKNOWN. 
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Who  live  as  changelings  ever  since, 
For  love  of  your  domains. 

At  raorning  and  at  evening  both. 

You  merry  were  and  glad. 
So  little  care  of  sleep  or  sloth 

These  pretty  ladies  had ; 
When  Tom  came  home  from  labor, 

Or  Cis  to  milking  rose. 
Then  merrily  went  their  tabor, 

And  nimbly  went  their  toes. 

Witness  those  rings  and  roundelays 

Of  theirs,  which  yet  remain, 
Were  footed  in  Queen  Mary's  days 

On  many  a  grassy  plain ; 
But  since  of  late  Elizabeth, 

And  later,  James  came  in, 
Tliey  never  danced  on  any  heath 

AJs  when  the  time  hath  been. 

Ry  which  we  note  the  fairies 

Were  of  the  old  profession. 
Their  songs  were  Ave-Maries, 

Their  cUnces  were  procession : 
But  now,  alas  !  they  all  are  dead. 

Or  gone  beyond  the  seas ; 
Or  farther  for  religion  fled ; 

Or  else  they  take  their  eaae. 

A  tell-tale  in  their  company 

They  nevi»r  could  enaure. 
And  whoso  kept  not  secretly 

Their  mirth,  was  punished  sure ; 
It  was  a  just  and  Christian  deed. 

To  pinch  such  black  and  blue : 
0,  how  the  commonwealth  doth  need 

Such  justices  as  you ! 


USKSOWN. 

[Befef«i649] 

ROBIN  GOODrELLOW. 

From  Oberon,  in  fairy-land, 

The  king  of  ghoets  and  shadows  there, 
Had  Robin  I,  at  his  command. 
Am  sent  to  view  the  night-sports  here. 
What  revel  rout 
Is  kept  about. 
In  every  comer  where  I  go, 
I  will  o'ersee. 
And  roerrr  be, 
And  make  good  sport,  with  ho,  ho,  ho  1 


More  swift  than  lightning  can  I  fly 

About  this  airy  welkin  soon, 
And,  in  a  minute's  space,  desciT 

£ach  thing  that  'sdone  below  the  moon. 
There 's  not  a  hag 
Or  ghost  shall  wag. 
Or  crv,  wtLve  goblins  1  where  I  go ; 
j)ut  Robin  I 
Their  feasts  will  spy. 
And  send  them  home  with  ho,  ho,  ho  1 

Whene'er  such  wanderers  I  meet. 
As  from  their  night-sports  they  trudge 
home, 
With  counterfeiting  voice  I  greet. 
And  call  them  on  with  me  to  roam : 
Through  woods,  through  lakes ; 
Through  bogs,  through  brakes ; 
Or  else,  unMeen,  with  them  1  go. 
All  in  the  nick, 
To  play  some  trick, 
And  frouc  it,  with  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Sometimes  I  meet  them  like  a  man. 

Sometimes  an  ox,  sometimes  a  hound ; 
And  to  a  horse  I  turn  me  can. 
To  trip  and  trot  about  them  round. 

But  if  to  ride 

My  back  they  stride. 
More  swift  than  wind  away  I  go. 

O'er  hedge  and  lands. 

Through  )K)o18  and  ponds, 
I  hurry,  laughmg,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

WTien  lads  and  lasses  merrv  be, 

With  possets  and  i^ith  junkets  fine; 
Unseen  of  all  the  com]mny, 
I  eat  their  cakes  and  sip  their  wine ! 

And,  to  make  sjK)it, 

I  puff  and  snort : 
And  out  the  candles  I  do  blow : 

The  maids  I  kiss. 

They  shriek — Who 's  this' 
I  answer  naught  but  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Yet  now  and  then,  the  maids  to  please. 

At  midnight  I  card  up  their  wool ; 
And,  while   they  sleep  and  take  their 
ease. 
With  wheel  to  threads  their  flax  I  pull. 
I  grind  at  mill 
Their  malt  up  still ; 
I  dress  their  hemp  ;  I  spin  their  tow ; 
If  any  wake, 
And  would  me  take, 
I  wend  mc,  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 
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When  any  need  to  borrow  aught. 

We  lend  them  what  they  do  require : 
And  tor  the  use  demand  we  naught ; 
Our  own  is  all  we  do  desire, 
if  to  re|)ay 
They  do  delay, 
Abroad  amongst  tnem  then  I  go^ 
And  night  by  night, 
I  them  affiight. 
With  pinchings,  dreams,  and  ho,  ho, 
ho! 

When  lazy  queans  have  naught  to  do. 

But  study  how  to  co^  and  lie ; 
To  make  debate  and  mischief  too, 
'Twixt  one  another  secretly : 
1  mark  their  gloze, 
And  it  disclose 
To  tliem  whom  they  have  wronged  so : 
When  I  have  done 
I  get  me  gone, 
And    leave    them   scolding,  ho,   ho, 
hoi 

When  men  do  traps  and  engines  set 

In  loopholes,  wnere  the  vennin  creep, 
Who  from  their  folds  and  houses  set 
Their  ducks  and  geese,  and  lamos  and 
sheep; 
I  spy  tne  gin. 
And  enter  in, 
And  seem  a  vermin  taken  so ; 
But  when  they  there 
Approach  me  near, 
I  leap  out  laughing,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

By  wells  and  rills,  in  meadows  green, 

We  nightly  dance  our  heyday  guise ; 
And  to  our  fairy  king  and  queen. 
We  chant  our  moonlight  minstrelsies. 

When  larks  'gin  sing, 

Away  wp  fling; 
And  babes  new-bom  steal  as  we  go ; 

And  elf  in  l)ed 

We  leave  in  stead. 
And  wend  us  laughing  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

From  hag-bred  Merlin's  time,  have  I 

Thus  nightly  revelled  to  and  fro ; 
And  for  my  pranks  men  call  me  by 
The  name  of  Kobin  Goodfellow. 

Fiends,  ghosts,  and  sprites. 

Who  haunt  the  nights, 
The  hags  and  goblins  do  me  know ; 

And  beldames  old 

My  feats  have  told. 
So  vale,  vale  ;  ho,  ho,  ho  1 


UNKNOWN. 

EDOM  0*  GORDOK. 

It  fell  about  the  Martinmas, 

When  the  wind  blew  shrill  and  caold 
Said  Edom  o*  Gordon  to  his  men, 

**  We  maun  draw  to  a  hauld. 

"And  whatna  hauld  sail  we  draw  to, 

My  merry  men  and  roe  f 
We  will  gae  to  the  house  of  the  Bodes, 

To  see  that  fair  ladye." 

The  lady  stood  on  her  castle  wa'. 
Beheld  baith  dale  and  down ; 

There  she  was  aware  of  a  host  of  men 
Came  riding  towards  the  town. 

"0  see  ye  not,  my  merry  men  a', 

0  see  ye  not  what  I  see  ? 
Methinks  I  see  a  host  of  men ; 

1  marvel  who  they  be." 

She  weened  it  had  been  her  lovely  lord 

As  he  cam'  riding  hame ; 
It  was  the  traitor,  Edom  o'  Gordon, 

Wha  recked  nor  sin  nor  shame. 

She  had  nae  sooner  busk  it  hersell. 

And  putten  on  her  gown. 
Till  Edom  o*  Gordon  an'  his  men 

Were  round  about  the  town. 

They  had  nae  sooner  supper  set, 

Nae  sooner  said  the  grace, 
But  Edom  o'  Gordon  an'  his  men 

Were  lighted  about  the  place. 

The  lady  ran  up  to  her  tower-head. 

As  fast  as  she  could  hie. 
To  see  if  by  her  fair  speeches 

She  could  wi*  him  agree. 

**  Come  doun  to  me,  ye  lady  gay. 
Come  doun,  come  doun  to  me ; 

This  night  sail  ye  lig  within  mine  arm? 
To-morrow  my  bride  sail  be." 

**  I  winna  come  down,  ye  fause  Gordon 
I  winna  come  down  to  thee ; 

I  winna  forsake  my  ain  dear  lord,  — 
And  he  is  na  far  frae  me." 
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'*Gie  owre  your  house,  ve  lady  fair, 

Gie  owre  your  house  to  me ; 
Or  I  nil  bum  youraell  therein. 

But  and  your  babies  three." 

*'  I  winna  {^e  owre,  ye  fause  Gordon, 

To  nae  sic  traitor  as  thee ; 
And  if  ye  bum  my  ain  dear  babes, 

My  lord  sail  mak'  ye  dree. 

"Now  reach  my  pistol,  Claud,  my  man, 
And  charge  ye  weel  my  gun ; 

For,  but  an  I  pierce  that  bluidy  butcher, 
My  babes,  we  been  undone  1 ' 

She  stood  upon  her  castle  wa'. 

And  let  twa  bullets  flee : 
She  missed  that  bluidy  butcher's  heart, 

And  only  lazed  his  knee. 

'*  Set  fire  to  the  house  !**  quo' fause  Gordon, 

Wud  wi*  dule  and  ire : 
**  Fause  ladye,  ye  sail  roe  that  shot 

As  ye  bum  in  the  fire  ! " 


"  Wae  worth,  wae  worth  ye,  Jock,  my  man  ! 

1  paid  ye  weel  your  fee ; 
l^Thy  pu'  ye  out  the  grund-wa'  stane, 

I^ts  in  the  reek  to  me  ? 

•*And  e'en  wae  worth  ye,  Jock,  my  man  ! 

I  paid  ye  weel  your  hire ; 
Why  pu*  ve  out  the  gmnd-wa'  stane. 

To  me  lets  in  the  tire?" 

"  Ye  paid  me  weel  my  hire,  ladye. 

Ye  paid  me  weel  my  fee : 
Bat  now  I  'm  Edoro  o'  Gordon's  man,  — 

Maun  either  do  or  dee. " 

O  then  bespake  her  little  son. 

Sat  on  the  nurse's  knee : 
Savs,  **0  mitherdear,  gie  owre  this  house, 

tor  the  reek  it  smothera  me." 

"  I  wad  gie  a*  my  goud,  my  baim, 

Sae  wad  I  a'  my  fee. 
For  ae  blast  o'  the  western  wind. 

To  blaw  the  reek  frae  thee." 

0  then  bespake  her  daughter  dear,  — 
She  was  baith  jimp  and  sma' : 

"  O  row'  me  in  a  pair  o'  sheets. 
And  tow  me  o'er  the  wa'  I" 

They  row'd  her  in  a  pair  o'  sheets. 
And  tow'd  her  owre  the  wa' ; 


But  on  the  point  o'  Gordon's  spear 
She  gat  a  deadly  fa'. 

0  bonnie,  bonnie  was  her  mouth. 
And  chenr  w^re  her  cheeks, 

And  clear,  clear  was  her  yellow  hair. 
Whereon  the  red  blood  dreeps. 

Then  wi'  his  spear  he  turned  her  owre ; 

0  gin  her  face  was  wau  ! 

He  said,  **  Ye  are  the  first  that  e'er 

1  wished  alive  again." 

He  cam'  and  lookit  again  at  her ; 

0  gin  her  skin  was  white ! 

**  1  might  hae  spared  that  bonnie  face 
To  hae  been  some  man's  delight." 

**  Busk  and  boun,  my  merry  men  a'. 
For  ill  dooms  1  do  guess ; — 

1  cannot  look  on  that  bonnie  face 
As  it  lies  on  the  grass. " 

**  Wha  looks  to  freits,  my  master  dear. 

Its  freits  will  follow  them  ; 
Let  it  ne'er  be  said  that  Edom  o'  Gordon 

Was  daunted  by  a  dame." 

But  when  the  ladve  saw  the  fire 

Come  flaming  o  er  her  head, 
She  wept,  and  kissed  her  children  twain, 

Says,  **  Bairns,  we  been  but  dead." 

The  Gordon  then  his  bugle  blew, 

And  said,  **Awa*,  awa' ! 
This  house  o'  the  Rodes  is  a'  in  a  flame ; 

1  hauld  it  time  to  ga'." 

And  this  way  lookit  her  ain  dear  lord. 

As  he  came  owre  the  lea ; 
He  saw  his  castle  a'  in  a  lowe, 

Sae  far  as  he  could  see. 

"Put  on,  put  on,  mv  wighty  men. 

As  fast  as  ye  can  dri'e  I 
For  he  that 's  hindmost  o*  the  thrang 

Sail  ne'er  get  good  o'  me." 

Then  some  they  rade,  and  some  they  ran, 
Out-owre  the  grass  and  Ix^nt ; 

But  ere  the  foremost  could  win  up, 
Baith  lady  and  babes  were  brent. 

And  after  the  Gonlon  he  is  gane. 

Sac  fast  as  he  mi^lit  dri'e ; 
And  soon  i'  the  Oonlon'sfoul heart's blude 

He  *s  wroken  his  fair  ladye. 
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UNKNOWN. 
TAKE  THT  AX7LD  CLOAK  ABOUT  THEE. 

Ik  winter,  when  the  rain  rained  cauld, 

And  frost  and  snow  were  on  the  hill. 
And  Boreas  with  his  blasts  sae  b&uld 

Was  threat'ninff  all  our  kye  to  kill ; 
Then  Bell,  my  wife,  wha  loves  not  strife, 

Slie  said  to  roe  right  hastilie, 
''Get  up,  gudenian,  save  Crunimie's  life, 

And  take  thy  auld  cloak  about  thee ! 

**Cow  Cniromie  is  a  useful  cow, 

And  she  is  come  of  a  good  kin* ; 
Aft  has  she  wet  the  bairnies'  mou*, 

And  I  am  laith  that  she  should  pine : 
Get  up,  gudeman,  it  is  fu'  time  ! 

The  sun  shines  frae  the  lift  sae  hie ; 
Sloth  never  made  a  gracious  end,  — 

Gae,  take  thy  aula  cloak  about  thee  !'* 

"  My  cloak  was  once  a  glide  gray  cloak, 

When  it  was  litting  for  ray  wear; 
But  now  it 's  scantly  worth  a  groat. 

For  1  hae  worn 't  this  thirty  year  : 
Let  *s  spend  the  gf»ar  that  we  hae  won, 

We  little  ken  the  day  we  *11  dec ; 
Then  I  *11  be  proud,  since  I  hae  sworn 

To  hae  a  new  cloak  about  me." 

* '  In  days  when  our  King  Robert  reigned, 

His  breeches  cost  but  half  a  crown ; 
He  said  they  were  a  groat  too  dear, 

And  ca'd  the  tailor  thief  and  loun. 
He  was  the  king  that  wore  the  crown, 

And  thou  the  man  of  low  de^jree  : 
It 's  pride  puts  a'  the  country  down, 

Sae  take  thy  auld  cloak  about  thee ! " 

**  0  Bell,  my  wife,  why  dost  thou  flout? 

Now  is  now,  and  then  was  then. 
Seek  anywhere  the  world  throughout. 

Thou  ken'bt  not  clowns  from  gentle- 
men. 
They  are  clad  in  black,  green,  yellow, 
and  gray, 

Sae  far  above  thoir  ain  degree : 
Once  in  my  life  I  *11  do  as  they. 

For  I  '11  have  a  new  cloak  about  me." 

**  Gudeman,  I  wot  it 's  thirty  year 
Sin'  we  did  ane  anither  ken, 

And  we  hae  had  atweeii  us  twa 
Of  lads  and  Inmnie  lasses  ten  ; 

Now  they  are  women  grown  and  men, 
1  wish  and  pray  weel  may  they  be : 


If  thou  wilt  prove  ft  flood  kasband. 
E'en  take  thy  aula  cloak  about  thee.** 

Bell,  my  wife,  she  loves  not  strife, 

But  sne  will  rule  me  if  she  can : 
And  oft,  to  lead  a  auiet  life, 

I  'm  forced  to  yield,  though  I  *m  gade- 
man. 
It's  not  for  a  man  with  a  woman  to 
threape 

Unless  he  first  ^ve  o'er  the  plea : 
As  we  began  so  will  we  leave. 

And  I  11  take  my  auld  doak  about  me. 


UNKNOWN. 

THE  BABBma  O*  THE  DOOB. 

It  fell  about  the  Martinmas  time, 
And  a  gay  time  it  was  than, 

When  our  gudewife  got  puddings  to 
make, 
And  she  boiled  them  in  the  pan. 

The  wind  sae  cauld  blew  east  and  north. 

It  blew  into  the  floor: 
Quoth  our  gudeman  to  our  gudewife, 

*  *  Gae  out  and  bar  the  door  1 " 

**  My  hand  is  in  my  huswif*s  kap, 

Gudeman,  as  ye  may  see; 
An'  it  should  nae  be  barred  this  hundred 
year. 

It 's  no  be  ban*ed  for  me." 

They  made  a  paction  'tween  them  twa. 

They  made  it  firm  and  sure. 
That  the  first  word  whae'er  should  speak 

Should  rise  and  bar  the  door. 

Then  by  there  came  twa  gentlemen 

At  twelve  o'clock  at  night ; 
And  thev  could  neither  see  house  nor 
hall. 

Nor  coal  nor  candle  light. 

And  first  they  ate  the  white  puddings. 
And  then  they  ate  the  black  ; 

Though  nnickle  thought  the  gudewife  to 
hereer, 
Yet  ne'er  a  word  she  spak'. 

Then  said  the  one  unto  the  other, 
'*Here,  man,  tak'  ye  my  knife  I 
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Do  ye  tak*  afT  the  aald  man's  beard. 
And  1  '11  kias  the  gudewife." 

*'  Bat  there  *8  nae  water  in  the  boose, 
And  what  shall  we  do  than?" 

"  Wliat  ails  ye  at  the  ^niddin*  broo 
That  boiU  into  the  pan?" 

0,  up  then  started  our  gudeman. 

And  an  angry  man  was  he : 
"Will  ye  kiss  my  wife  before  my  een. 

And  scaud  me  wi*  puddin'  bree  ? " 

Then  ap  and  started  our  gudewife, 
Oied  three  ski|w  on  the  floor : 

"Gudeman,  ye've  spoken  the  foremost 
word,  — 
Get  up  and  bar  the  door ! " 


THOMAS  CAREW. 
[1589-1639.] 

Rl  THAT  LOVES  A  ROSY  CHEEK. 

He  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek. 

Or  a  coral  lip  admires, 
Or  from  Ktarlike  eyes  doth  seek 

Fat*l  to  maintain  his  fires ; 
As  old  Time  makes  these  di*cay, 
So  hi:»  flames  must  waste  away. 

Bat  a  smooth  and  steadfast  mind, 
Gentle  thoui^hts,  and  calm  desires, 

Hearts  with  e<|!ial  love  combined. 
Kindle  never-dying  fires; — 

Where  these  are  not,  I  despise 

lively  cheeks  or  lips  or  eyes. 


WILLIAM  BROWNE. 
[1590-1645.] 

THE  SIRENS'  SOKa. 

Steer  hither,  steer  your  winged  pines, 

All  beaten  mariners : 
Here  lie  undiscovered  mines, 

A  prey  to  passengers: 


Perfumes  far  sweeter  than  the  best 
That  make  the  phoenix  urn  and  nest : 

Fear  not  your  ships, 
Nor  anv  to  ojiixise  you  save»our  lips : 

but  come  on  shore, 
Where  no  joy  dies  till  love  has  gotten 

more. 

For  swelling  waves  our  panting  breasts, 
Where  never  stonns  arise, 

flxchanffe  ;  and  be  awhile  our  guests : 
i  or  stars,  gaze  on  our  eyes. 

The  compass,  love  shall  hourly  sing. 

And,  as  lie  goes  about  the  ring, 
We  will  not  miss 

To  tell  each  poiut  he  nameth  with  a  kiss. 


BONO. 

Shall  I  tell  you  whom  I  love  f 
Hearken  then  awhile  to  me, 

And  if  such  a  woman  move 
As  1  now  shall  versify, 

Be  assured,  *t  is  she,  or  none, 

That  1  love,  and  love  alone. 

Nature  did  her  so  much  right. 
As  she  scoiTis  the  help  of  art. 

In  as  many  virtues  dight 
As  e'er  yet  embraced  a  heart. 

So  much  goo<l  so  truly  tried. 

Some  for  less  were  deitied. 

Wit  she  hath,  without  desire 

To  make  known  how  nuieh  she  hath ; 
And  her  anger  flames  no  higher 

Than  may  fitly  sweeten  wrath. 
Full  of  pity  as  may  be, 
Though  ])erhaps  not  so  to  me. 

Beason  masters  everj'  sense, 

And  her  virtues  ^iKje  her  birth : 

Lovely  as  all  excellence. 

Modest  in  her  most  of  mirth : 

Likelihood  enough  to  prove 

Only  worth  could  kindle  love. 

Such  she  is  ;  and  if  you  know 
Such  a  one  as  I  have  sung, — 

Be  she  brown,  or  fair,  or  so. 

That  she  Ik'  but  somewhile  young, — 

Be  assunul,  't  is  she,  or  none, 

That  1  love,  and  love  alone. 
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SIR  ROBERT  AYTON. 

[1570-1638.] 

FAIR  AND  UNWORTHY. 

I  DO  confess  thou  *rt  smooth  and  fair, 
And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love 
thee, 
Had  I  not  found  the  lightest  prayer 
That  li^is  could  speak,  haa  power  to 
move  thee : 
Rut  I  can  let  thee  now  alone, 
As  wortliy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

I  do  confess  thou  *rt  sweet ;  vet  find 
Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets. 

Thy  favors  are  but  like  the  wind, 
Tlint  kisses  cvcrythinff  it  meete ; 

And  since  thou  canst  witn  more  than  one, 

Thou  'rt  worthy  to  be  kissed  by  none. 

The  morning  rose  that  untouched  stands 
Armed  with  her  briers,  how  sweetly 
smells ! 
But  plucked  and  strained  through  ruder 
handft. 
No  more  her  sweetness  with  her  dwells. 
Rut  scent  and  beauty  both  are  gone. 
And  leaves  fall  from  her,  one  by  one. 

Such  fate,  erelong,  will  thee  Iwtide, 
When     thou     liast     liandled     been 
awhile,  — 

lake  sere  flowers  to  be  thrown  aside : 
And  1  will  sigh,  while  some  will  smile. 

To  see  thv  love  for  more  than  one 

Hath  brought  thee  to  be  loved  by  none. 


"NHLLIAM  STRODE. 

[1600-  1644.] 

MTTSIC. 

0  LFLL  me,  lull  me,  charming  air ! 

My  8eiisi?8  HK-k  with  wontler  8W(«t 
Like  snow  on  wool  thy  fallings  are ; 
Soft,  like  a  spint's,  are  thy  feet  1 
G  rief  who  nee<l  fear 
That  hath  an  ear? 
Down  let  him  lie 
And  slumbering  die. 
And  change  his  t>oul  fur  hannony ! 


THOMAS  HETWOOD. 

[Aboat  1640.] 

GOOD-MORBOW. 

Pack  clouds  away,  and  welcome  day. 

With  night  webanbh  aorrow; 
Sweet  air,  blow  soft ;  mount,  larka,  aloft, 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow. 
Wings  from  the  wind  to  please  her  mind, 

Notes  from  the  lark  I  11  borrow ; 
Bird,  prune  thy  wing ;  nightingale,  sing^ 

To  give  my  love  good-morrow. 

Wake  from  thy  nest,  robin  redbreait ; 

Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow ; 
And  from  each  hill  let  music  thrill 

Give  mv  fair  love  good-morrow. 
Blackbird  and  thrusn  in  eveiy  lraali» 

Stare,  linnet,  and  cock-sparrow ; 
Yon  pretty  elves,  among  yonraelvei^ 

Sing  my  fair  love  good-morrow. 


SEARCH  AJTBR  GOD. 

I  SOUGHT  thee  round  about,  O  thoa  my 
God  I 
In  thine  abode. 
I  said  unto  the  earth,  "Speak,  art  thoa 
he?" 
She  answered  me, 
' '  I  am  not. "    I  ino  uired  of  creatures  all*. 

In  general. 
Contained  therein.     They  with  one  TMCffv 

proclaim 
That  none  amongst  them  challenged  sucli 
a  name. 

I  asked  the  seas  and  all  the  deepe  below. 

My  God  to  know ; 
I  asked  the  reptiles  and  whatever  is 

In  the  abyss,  — 
Even  from  the  shrimp  to  the  leviathan 

Inquiry  ran; 
But  in  those  deserts  which  no  line  can 

sound,  * 
The  God  I  sought  for  was  not  to  be  found. 

I  asked  the  air  if  that  were  he  !  but  lo ! 

It  told  me  "No." 
1  from  the  towering  eagle  to  the  wren 

Demanded  then 
If  any  feathere<l  fowl  'mongst  them  were 
such; 

But  they  all,  much 


1».  I.    ■■-Mh< 


•    »   •  ■ 

■■  .  I- 


1  I 


.1       ■   I    •  - 


HEKBY  KING. 


27 


Offended  with  my  question,  in  fall  choir, 
Answered,  "  To  find  thy  God  thou  must 
look  higher. ' 

I  asked  the  hearens,  son,  moon,  and 
stars ;  hut  they 
Said,  "  We  ohey 
The  God  thou  seekest."    I  asked  what 
eye  or  ear 
Could  see  or  hear, — 
What  in  the  world  I  might  descry  or 
know 
Ahove,  below ; 
With  an  unanimous  voice,  all  these  things 

said, 
"  We  are  not  God,  but  we  by  him  were 
made." 

I  asked  the  world's  great  universal  mass 

If  that  God  was; 
Wliich  with  a  mighty  and  strong  voice 
replied. 
As  stupefied,  — 
"  I  am  not  he,  0  man !  for  know  that  I 

By  him  on  hiirh 
Was  fashioned  first  of  nothing;   thus 

instated 
And  swayed  by  him  by  whom  I  was 
created.'^ 

I  sought  the  court ;  but  smooth-tongued 
flattery  there 
Deceived  each  ear ; 
In  the  throngini  city  there  was  selling, 
buying. 
Swearing,  and  lying; 
r  the  country,  craft  in  simpleness  ar- 
rayed. 
And  then  I  said,  — 
*^  Vain  is  my  search,  although  my  pains 

be  great; 
Where  my  God  is  there  can  be  no  deceit.*' 

A  Mmitiny  within  myself  I  then 

Even  thus  bigan : 
••  O  man,  what  art  thou  ? "    What  more 
could  I  say 

Than  dust  and  clay,  — 
Frail,  mortal,  fading;  a  mere  puff,  a  blast. 

That  cannot  last ; 
Enthroned  to-day,  to-mormw  in  an  urn, 
Formed  from  that  earth  to  which  I  must 
return? 

I  asked  myself  what  this  great  God  might 
he 
That  faahioned  me. 


I  answered :  The  all-potent,   sole,  im- 
mense. 
Surpassing  sense ; 
Unspeakable,  inscnitable,  eternal. 

Lord  over  all ; 
The  only  tenible,  strong,  just,  and  true, 
Who  hath  no  end,  and  no  beginning 
knew. 

He  is  the  well  of  life,  for  he  doth  give 

To  all  that  live 
Both  breath  and  being ;  he  is  the  Creatoi 

Both  of  the  water. 
Earth,  air,  and  fire.     Of  all  things  that 
subsist 
He  hath  the  list,  — 
Of  all  the  heavenly  host,  or  what  earth 

claims. 
He  keeps  the  scroll,  and  calls  them  by 
their  names. 

And  now,  my  God,  by  thine  illumining 
grace. 
Thy  glorious  face 
(So  far  forth  as  it  may  discovered  be) 

Methinks  I  see ; 
And  though  invisible  and  infinite, 

To  human  si^ht 
Thou,  in  thy  mercy,  justice,  truth,  ap- 

pearest, 
In  which,  to  our  weak  sense,  thou  comest 
nearest. 

0,  make  us  apt  to  seek  and  quick  to  find, 

Thou,  God,  most  kind ! 
Give  us  love,  hope,  and  faith,  in  thee  to 
trust. 
Thou,  God,  most  just! 
Remit  all  our  offences,  we  entreat. 
Most  good !  moHt  great ! 
Grant  that  our  willing,  though  unworthy 

quest 
May,    through    thy   grace,    admit    us 
'mongst  the  blest. 


HENRY  KISO. 

[1591-1669] 


SIC  VITA. 


Lire  to  the  falling  of  a  star, 
Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are ; 
Or  like  the  fresh  spring's  gaudy  hue, 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew ; 
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Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood. 
Or  bubbles  which  on  water  stooil : 
Even  such  is  man,  whose  borrowed  light 
Is  straight  called  in,  and  i>aid  to-night. 
The  wind  blows  out,  the  bubble  dies ; 
The  spring  entomlN^d  in  autumn  lies ; 
The  (few  dries  up,  the  star  is  shot ; 
The  flight  is  past,  —  and  man  foigot. 


ELEGY. 

Sleep  on,  my  love,  in  thy  cold  bed, 

Never  to  be  discuiift4*d ! 

Mv  last  good  nignt !   Thou  wilt  not  wako 

Till  1  thy  fate  shall  overtake; 

Till  age,  or  giief,  or  sickness  must 

Marry  my  botly  to  that  dust 

It  so  much  loves,  and  All  the  room 

My  heart  keeps  empty  in  thy  tomb. 

Stay  for  me  there  !   I  will  not  fail 
To  meet  thee  in  that  hollow  vale. 
And  think  not  much  of  my  delay : 
I  am  already  on  the  way. 
And  follow  thee  with  all  the  sp(*ed 
Desire  (,'an  make,  or  sorrow  breed. 
Ecich  minute  is  a  short  ilegive, 
Ami  every  hour  a  stt-p  towanls  thee. 
At  ni^ht,  when  I  betake  to  rest. 
Next  morn  1  ri.se  nearer  mv  west 
Of  life,  almost  by  ei^^ht  hours'  sail. 
Than  when  sh'i*]) breathed hisdrowsygale. 
Thus  from  the  sun  my  vessel  st»'ers. 
And  my  day's oonii>ass  (hnvnward  bears: 
Nor  lalx^r  I  to  stem  the  tide 
Through  which  to  thee  I  swiftly  glide. 

'T  is  tme,  with  shame  and  giief  I  yield, 
Thou,  lik<*  the  van,  first  took'.st  the  tiehl, 
And  p:ottfn  hast  the  vietoiy,  j 

In  thus  adventnrinj;  to  die 
Ii<*fon;  me,  whos^'  more  vrars  mi^ht  crave 
A  just  ])ivcedfiie<'  in  the  grave.  ; 

IJut  hark  I  my  pulse,  like  a  soft  drum, 
Wiiits  my  a])pn»arh,  tells  th»»e  I  come: 
And  slow  howc'iT  my  man-lu's  be, 
I  shall  at  last  sit  <luwn  bv  thee. 

The  thought  of  this  bids  me  go  on, 

And  wait  my  dis>olutit»n 

With  hope  ami  i^)mfort.     Dr.ir,  forgive 

The  ('rime,  -  -  I  am  "ontent  to  live 

l)ivid«'il,  with  but  half  a  heart. 

Till  we  shall  meet,  and  never  ^vart. 


MAEQUIS  OP  MOKTROSB. 

[l6ta  - 1650.] 
I  XL  KEYSB  LOYS  THXB  MOBS. 

My  dear  and  only  love,  I  pray 

That  little  world  of  thee 
.  Be  governed  by  no  other  tway 

But  purest  monarchy : 
For  if  confusion  have  a  part. 

Which  virtuons  souls  abhor, 
I  *11  call  a  synod  in  my  heart. 

And  never  love  thee  noore. 

As  Alexander  I  will  reign. 

And  I  will  reign  alone ; 
My  thoughts  diuevennore  disdain 

A  rival  on  mv  throne. 
He  eitlicr  fears  nis  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  deserts  arc  small. 
Who  dares  not  pnt  it  to  the  touch, 

To  gain  or  lose  it  alL 


JAMES  SHIRLEY. 
[1596- 1666.] 

DEATH  THE  LEVELLER. 

The  glories  of  our  blooil  and  state 

Are  shadows,  not  substantial  things; 
There  is  no  armor  against  fate ; 
Death  lays  his  icy  hand  on  kings : 
Sceptre  and  crown 
Must  tumble  down, 
An<l  in  the  dust  be  etiual  made 
With  the  i)Oor  crooked  scythe  ami  spade. 

Some  men  with  swortls  may  reap  the  fieW, 
And  plant   fresh   laurels  wheit;  they 
kill; 
But  thfir  strongner\*es  at  last  must  yield ; 
They  tame  but  one  another  still : 
V^tIv  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate, 
And  must  give  up  their  murmuring  breath 
When  they,  jKile  captives,  cn«ep  to  death. 

The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow ; 

Then  lK)ast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds; 
Upon  Death's  pui-^de  altar  now 

See  where  the  victor- victim  bleeds: 
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Yonr  heads  must  come 

To  the  cold  tomb ; 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet,  and  blossom  in  their  dust. 


EDWARD  HERBERT,  (EARL  OF 
CHERBURY.) 

[1381-1648.] 

CELINDA. 

Talking  thus  towards  a  pleasant  grove, 
^liich  did,  it  set^med,  in  new  delight 
The  pleasures  of  the  time  unite 
To  pre  A  triumph  to  their  love,  — 
Tbey  stayed  at  last,  and  on  the  grass 
^posed  so  as  o'er  his  breast 
She  bowed  her  gracious  head  to  rest, 
Soch  a  weight  as  no  bunlen  was. 
^K  their  fixe*!  eyes  to  heaven  bent, 
f^Dclumgetl  they  did  never  move, 
4*  if  w  great  and  pure  a  love 
^0  glass  but  it  could  represent. 
"These  eyes  a^n  thine  eyes  shall  see. 
Thy  hands  again  these  hands  infold, 
And  all  chaste  pleasures  can  be  told, 
Shall  with  us  everlasting  be. 
{^t  then  no  doubt,  Celinda,  touch, 
JJui'h  less  your  fairest  mind  invade ; 
"  Mf  uot  our  souls  immortal  made, 
^r  equal  loves  can  make  them  such." 


SIR  THOMAS  BBO^VKK 
[160s -1683.] 

XVUflNO  HYMN. 

The  night  is  come ;  like  to  the  day, 
Depart  not  thou,  gieat  God,  a  way. 
Let  not  my  tins,  black  as  the  night, 
Ecli]i9e  the  lustre  of  thy  light. 
Keep  in  my  horizon  :  for  to  me 
The  sun  makes  not  the  day,  but  thee. 
Thou  whose  nature  cannot  sleep, 
( ^n  mv  temples  sentry  keep : 
Onanl  me  'gainst  those  watchful  foes, 
Whoae  ryes  are  open  while  mine  cloae. 
Jjrt  no  dreams  mr  head  infest 
Bat  soch  as  Jacoat  temples  blest. 


Whilst  I  do  rest,  my  soul  advance ; 
Make  my  sleep  a  holy  trance : 
That  I  may,  my  rest  being  wrought. 
Awake  into  some  holy  thought. 
And  with  as  active  vigor  nm 
My  course,  as  doth  the  nimble  sun. 
Sleep  is  a  death ;  0,  make  me  try, 
By  sleeping,  what  it  is  to  die : 
And  as  gently  lay  my  head 
On  mv  grave  as  now  my  bed. 
Howe  er  1  rest,  great  God,  let  me 
Awake  again  at  last  with  thee. 
And  thus  assured,  behold  I  lie 
Securely,  or  to  wake  or  die. 
These  are  my  drowsy  days ;  in  vain 
I  do  now  wake  to  sleep  again : 
0,  come  that  hour  when  1  shall  never 
Sleep  thus  again,  but  wake  forever. 


RICHARD  CRASHAW. 

[1605-  t65a] 

WISHES. 

Whoe'er  she  be. 

That  not  iniiK)ssible  She 

That  shall  command  mv  heart  and  me: 

Where'er  she  lie. 

Locked  up  from  mortal  eye 

In  shady  leaves  of  destiny. 

Till  that  ripe  birth 

Of  studied  Fat^  stand  forth. 

And  teach  her  fair  steps  to  our  earth ; 

Till  that  divine 

Idea  take  a  shrine 

Of  crystal  flesh,  through  which  to  shine : 

—  Meet  you  her,  my  Wishes, 

Bespeak  her  to  my  blisses, 

And  be  ye  called,  my  absent  kisses. 

I  wish  her  Wauty 

That  owes  not  all  its  duty 

To  gaudy  tire,  or  glist'riiig  shoe-tie : 

Something  more  than 
Taffeta  or  tissue  can, 
',  Or  rampant  feather,  or  rich  (an. 
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A  face  that  *s  best 

By  its  owii  beauty  drest, 

And  can  alone  command  the  rest : 

A  face  made  up 

Out  of  no  other  shop 

Tlian  what  Nature's  white  hand  sets  ope. 

Sydneian  showers 
Of  sweet  discourso-,  whose  powers 
Can  crown  old  Winter's  head  with  flow- 
ers. 

Whatever  delight 

Can  make  day's  forehead  bright 

Or  give  down  to  the  wings  ot  night. 

Soft  silken  hours. 

Open  suns,  shady  bowers ; 

'bove  all,  nothing  within  that  lowers. 

Days,  that  need  borrow 

No  part  of  their  good  morrow 

From  a  fore-s|)ent  night  of  sorrow : 

Days,  that  in  spite 

Of  darkuess,  by  the  light 

Of  a  clear  mind  arc  day  all  night. 

Life,  that  dares  send 
A  challenge  to  his  end ; 
And  when  it  comes,  says,  "Welcome, 
friend." 

I  wish  her  store 

Of  worth  may  leave  her  poor 

Of  wishes ;  and  I  wish  —  no  more. 

—  Now,  if  Time  knows  ' 
That  Her,  whose  radiant  brows 
Weave  them  a  garland  of  my  vows ; 

Her  that  dares  he 

What  these  lines  wish  to  see: 

I  seek  no  further,  it  is  She. 

*T  is  She,  and  here 

I^  !  I  unclothe  and  clear 

My  wishes'  cloudy  character. 

Such  worth  as  this  is 
Shall  fix  my  flying  wishes, 
And  determine  them  to  kisses. 

Let  her  full  glory, 

My  fancies,  fly  l)efore  ye ; 

Be  ye  my  iictions:  —  but  her  story. 


SIB  RICHARD  LOVELACl 
[1618-165&] 

TO  ALTHBA. 

When  love  with  nnconflnM  win] 

Hovers  within  mv  gates, 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 

To  whisper  at  mv  grates ; 
When  I  lie  tanglea  in  h«r  hair. 

And  fettered  to  her  e^ 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 

Know  no  snch  liberty. 

Stone  walls  do  not  ft  prison  mskt 

Nor  iron  ban  ft  cage ; 
Minds  innocent  and  qidet  tftke 

Tliat  for  ft  hermitagiR : 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love. 

And  in  my  son!  sm  n«e,  — 
Angels  alone  that  soar  ftbove 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 


TO  LUCAJSTA. 

Tell  me  not,  sweet,  I  am  nnkin 
That  from  the  nnnneir 

Of  thy  chaste  breast,  and  quiet  r 
To  war  and  arms  1  fly. 

True :  a  new  mistress  now  I  chat 
The  flrst  foe  in  the  field ; 

And  with  a  stronger  faith  embra 
A  sword,  a  horse,  ft  shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  sach. 
As  you  too  shall  adore ; 

I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  m 
Loved  1  not  honor  more. 


ROBERT  HERRICK. 
[1591  - 1674.1 

TO  DAFFODILS. 

Fair  Daflodils,  we  weep  to  a© 
You  haste  away  so  soon : 

As  yet  the  early-rising  sun 
Has  not  attained  his  noon : 
Stay,  stay, 


GEORGE  HEEBERT. 
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Until  the  hasting  day 

Has  run 
But  to  the  even  song ; 
And,  having  prayed  together,  we 
Will  go  with  you  along. 

We  have  short  time  to  stay  as  you, 

We  have  as  short  a  spring ; 
As  (juick  a  growth  to  meet  decay, 
As  you,  or  anything. 
We  <lie. 
As  your  hours  do,  and  dry 

•  Away 
Like  to  the  summer's  rain, 
Or  as  tho  pearls  of  morning's  dew, 
Ne'er  to  be  found  again. 


TO  BLOSSOMS. 

Pair  pletlges  of  a  fruitful  free. 

Why  do  ye  fall  so  fast? 

Your  date  is  not  so  {»ast, 
Bnl  you  may  stay  yet  here  awhile, 

To  blu.sh  and  gently  smile, 
And  go  at  last 

What  I  were  ve  bom  to  be 
An  hour  or  1ml fs  delight. 
And  HO  to  bid  good-night  ? 

Twa-H  pity  Nature  brought  ye  forth 
Merely  to  show  your  worth. 
And  lose  you  quite. 

Bat  TOO  are  lovely  leaves,  where  we 
May  rvad  how  soon  things  have 
Th»*ir  end,  though  ne'er  so  brave ; 

And  after  they  have  shown  their  pride. 
Like  you,  awhile,  they  glide 
Into  the  grave. 


TO  KEEP  A  TRUE  LENT. 

Is  this  a  fast,  to  keep 
The  larder  ^ean. 
And  clean 
From  fat  of  veals  and  sheep  ? 

Is  it  to  quit  the  dish 

Of  flesh,  yet  still 
To  fill 
The  platter  high  with  fish? 

Is  it  to  fast  an  hour, 
Or  nig*d  to  go, 
Or  show 
A  downcast  look,  and  soar? 


No :  't  is  a  fast  to  dole 

Thy  sheaf  of  wheat, 
And  meat. 
Unto  the  hungry  souL 

It  is  to  fast  from  strife. 
From  old  debate 
And  hate ; 
To  circumcise  thy  life. 

To  show  a  heart  grief-rent ; 
To  starve  thy  sin, 
Not  bin : 
And  that 's  to  keep  thy  Lent. 


GEORGE  HERBERT. 

[1593 -1633.1 

VIRTUE. 

Sweet  Day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright. 
The  bridal  of  the  earth  and  sky, 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  faill  to-night ; 
For  thou  must  die. 

Sweet  Hose,  whose  hue,  angry  and  brave. 
Bids  the  rash  gazer  wii»e  his  eye. 
Thy  root  is  ever  in  its  grave. 

And  thou  must  die. 

Sweet  Spring,  full  of  sweet  days  and  roses, 
A  l>ox  where  sweets  compacted  lie. 
My  music  show8  ye  have  your  closes. 
And  all  must  die. 

Only  a  sweet  and  virtuous  soul. 
Like  seasoned  timber,  never  gives ; 
But  though  the  whole  world  turn  to  coal. 
Then  chiefly  lives. 


THE  FLOWER. 

How  fresh,  0  Lord,  how  sweet  and 
clean 
Are  thy  returns !  e'en  as  the  flowers  in 
spring; 
To  which,  Wsides  their  own  demesne. 
The  late- past  frosts  tributes  of  pleasure 
bring. 
Grief  melts  away 
Like  snow  in  May, 
•  As  if  there  were  no  such  cold  thing. 
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Who  would  have  thought  my  shiiy- 
elled  henrt 
Could  have  recovered  greenness  f  It  was 
gone 
Quite  under  ground ;  as  flowers  depart 
To  see  their  mother-root,  when  they  have 
blown ; 
Where  they  together, 
All  the  hartl  weather, 
Dead  to  the  world,  keep  house  un- 
known. 

These  are  thy  wonders.  Lord  of  power. 
Killing  and  quickening,  bringing  down 
to  hell 
And  up  to  heaven  in  an  hour; 
Making  a  chiming  of  a  ^wssing  bell. 
We  say  amiss. 
This  or  that  is : 
Thy  word  is  all,  if  we  could  spelL 

0  that  I  once  past  changing  were. 
Fast  in  thy  Paradise,  wheix)  no  flower 

can  wither ! 
Many  a  spring  1  shoot  u]>  fair 
Offering  at  heaven,  growing  and  groan- 
ing thither ; 
Nor  doth  my  flower 
Want  a  spiing-shower,        • 
My  sins  and  1  joining  together. 

But  while  I  grow  in  a  strnight  line. 
Still  upwanis   bent,  as  if  heaven  were 
mine  own, 
Tliy  ang«»r  conies,  and  I  decline : 
What  frost  to  that  ?  what  jtole  is  not  the 
zone 
Where  all  things  burn. 
When  thou  dost  tuni, 
And  the  least  frown  of  thine  is  shown  ? 

And  now  in  age  I  bud  again. 
After  so  many  deaths  I  live  and  write ; 

1  oTH*e  more  smell  the  dew  and  rain. 
And  n'lish  versing :  O  my  only  Light, 

It  cannot  Ihj 
Thot  1  am  he 
On  whom  thy  tempests  fell  all  night. 

These  are  thy  wonders,  Ix)nl  of  love. 
To  make  us  see  we  are  but  flowers  that 
glide; 
Which  when  we  once  can  find  and 
prove. 
Thou  hnst  a  gnnlen  for  us,  where  to  bide. 
Who  would  l>e  mon*, 
Swelling  through  store, 
Forfeit  their  Paradise  by  their  pride.. 


When  God  at  first  made  man. 
Haying  a  glass  of  bleasinga  atanding  by, 
"  Let  us,"  said  he,  "  pour  on  him  ul  w% 

ean: 
Let  the  world's  riches,  which  dispenMli^ 

Contract  into  a  span." 

So  strength  first  made  a  wav; 
Then  beauty  flowed;  then  wisdom,  h<»ior, 

])leasure : 
When  almost  all  was  out,  God  madeastsy, 
Perceiving  that  alone,  of  all  his  treasure, 

Rest  in  the  bottom  lay. 

'<  For  if  I  should,"  said  he, 
"  Bestow  this  jewel  also  on  my  creatore^ 
He  would  adore  my  gifts  instnul  of  me^ 
And  rest  in  nature,  not  the  G  od  of  nature ; 

So  both  should  losers  be. 

"  Yet  let  him  keep  the  rest. 
But  keep  them  with  repimng  restlessness : 
IjeX  him  be  rich  and  weary,  that  at  least, 
If  goodness  lead  him  not,  yet  wearing 

May  toss  him  to  my  breast.'' 


ft 


HESRY  VAUGHAN. 

[1614 -169s.] 

THE  BIRD. 

HiTHEK  thou  com'st     The  busy  wind 

all  night 
Blew  through  tliy  lodging,  where  thy 

own  warm  wing 
Thy  pillow  was.     Many  a  sullen  storm. 
For  which  coarse  man  seems  much  the 
fitter  bom. 
Rained  on  thy  bed 
And  harmless  head ; 

And  now,  as  fresh  and  cheerful  as  the 

light. 
Thy  little  heart  in  early  hymns  doth  sing 
Unto  that  Providence  whose  unseen  arm 
Curbed  them,  and  clothed  thee  well  and 

warm. 
All  things  that  be  praise  Him ;  and  had 
Their  lesson   taugnt   them  when  first 

made. 

So  hills  and  valleys  into  singing  break ; 
And  though  poor  stones  have  neither 
speech  nor  tongue. 


'!■  winds  and  streams  both  ruii 

V'  1  atoQM  irr  dtrp  in  lutmimtiaii. 
:iiua  pnjw  uid  pnyer  hen  tKneath  the 

r   mommgi,  vhen  the  great 


r«Ui>ni! 


Fir  mrh  indoiM  il)iirit  in  •  «tii 
tiilightinng  his  own  little  sn 
_W'h<»  light,  ihongh  frtchl  aud  Lwrrow&I 
from  far. 
th  morning  nukca  and  gvcoingi 

u  ihnr  Urd>  of  ligbt  make  a  land 
gla.1. 
Atrpiiig  Uidr  (oletnn  nutins  on  «ch 

o  in  the  ifaades  of  night  some  dork 

«  Imtry  iiutni  make  all  that  hear 
•■    -    m\. 

m  turtle  thpn  in  palm-lnvn  monmi,        "^  ?. 

VFIuIf  owU  niid  salvrB  howl ; 

•  plMiant  Und  t«  hrinislonn  lumii, 

\nd  all  her  stnams  gruw  roul- 

thlima  and  toirth,  aud  love  and  rulth, 

all  Hr. 
It  lUv  ilay-ipring  brulu  Totth  again 
frnm  high. 


Dear,  beauteouBdcath,  — the  jewel  of  the 

just,^ 

Shining  nowhere  hut  in  the  dsrk '. 

What  niysteriea  do  lie  beyond  Ihy  dust. 

Could  man  outlook  that  mark  I 

He  thxt  hath  found  gome  Hedged  bird's 
neat  may  know, 
At  first  Bi|;lit,  if  the  hitil  he  flown ; 
...  —I...  r..,  .I..I1  „-  grove  he  aingii  in 


But  what  fur  dell 
Tliat 


»  them  wmlkini 
Jhom  lisht  dod 

I    Mm  glitDtntfitig  and  decays. 

^bap«<  and  high  humility,- 
igb  aa  tba  hnTens  above  1 


m  known. 


And  yet,   as  angeU  in  some  brighter 

dreams 
Call  to  the  soul  when  man  doth  sleep. 
So  some  strange  thoughts  transcend  01  ' 
Wonteii  themes. 
And  into  glory  [«ep. 


:  lontineJ  ii 


THET  ABK  ALL  OOKB. 

Tamallgoneinlo  the  world  of  light, 
Und  I  alone  ait  lingering  here ! 
W  <my  nienxiry  is  fair  and  bright, 
'   And  my  wd  thoughts  doth  c^«r. 

ra  and  glittera  in  my  oloudy  br«st, 
.e  suri  Upon  nomii  gloomy  grove, 
pihoH  faint  beinu  in  whieb  this  hill 

UllfMt 

I   AlW  the  aan's  remove, 

of  glory. 


ra  at  btnt  but  dull  ntid 


there ; 
But  vilieii  the  hand  that  lockt  her  up 
gives  room. 
She'll  shine  tlirough  all  tbesphen 

0  Father  of  eternal  life.  an<1  sU 

Cimlcd  glories  under  theet 
Bfsume  iliv  suirit  from   this  world  of 
thrall 
Into  true  liberty! 

Either  disperse  these  mists,  which  blot 

and  fill 

My  perspectiTB  still  as  they  pass; 

Or  else  remove  me  hi'iire  nnli)  that  hill 

Whel«  I  shall  nwd  no  gloss. 


GEOKGE  mXIIER. 


My  sins  and  follies,  Lordl  bj-  thee 

From  others  hidden  are. 
That  suL'h  good  words  nre  ipoke  of  m 

As  now  and  then  I  hear ; 


ifek 
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For  sure  if  others  knew  mc  such. 

Such  as  myself  1  know, 
I  should  have  been  dispraised  as  much 

As  1  ain  praised  now. 

The  praise,  therefore,  which  I  have  heard, 

Delights  not  so  my  mind. 
As  those  things  make  my  heart  afeard. 

Which  in  myself  I  find: 
And  I  had  rather  to  be  blamed. 

So  1  were  blameless  made, 
Than  for  much  virtue  to  be  famed, 

AVheu  1  no  viitues  had. 

Though  slanders  to  an  innocent 

Sometimes  do  bitter  grow. 
Their  bitterness  procures  content, 

If  clear  himself  he  know. 
And  when  a  virtuous  man  hath  erred, 

If  praised  himself  he  hear. 
It  makes  him  grieve,  and  more  afeard, 

Thau  if  he  slandered  were. 

Lord  !  therefore  make  my  heart  upright, 

Whate'er  my  deeds  do  s(»em  ; 
And  righteous  mther  in  thy  sight, 

Than  in  the  world's  esteem. 
And  if  aught  good  appear  to  be 

In  any  act  of  mine, 
Let  thankfulness  ))e  found  in  me. 

And  all  the  praise  be  thine. 


COMPANIONSHIP  OF  THE  MTTSK 

She  doth  tell  me  where  to  borrow 
Comfort  in  the  midst  of  sorrow ; 
Makes  the  desolatest  place 
To  her  presence  be  a  grace, 
And  the  ))lackest  discontents 
Be  her  fairest  oniaments. 
In  my  former  days  of  bliss, 
Ht*r  divine  skill  taught  me  this. 
That  from  everything  I  saw 
I  could  some  invention  draw, 
And  raise  pleasure  to  her  height, 
Through  tlie  meanest  object's  sight, 
By  the  murmur  of  a  spring. 
Or  the  least  bough's  rustleing. 
By  a  daisy,  whose  leaves  spread. 
Shut  when  Titan  gm's  to  bed; 
Or  a  shady  bush  or  tree, 
She  could  more  infuse  in  me. 
Than  all  nature's  beauties  can 
In  some  other  wiser  man. 


By  her  help  I  also  now 
Make  this  churlish  place  allow 
Some  things  that  may  sweeten   glad- 
ness, 
In  the  very  gall  of  sadness. 
The  dull  loneness,  the  black  shade, 
That  these  hanging  vaults  have  made; 
The  strange  music  of  the  waves. 
Beating  on  these  hollow  caves; 
This  black  den  which  rocks  embosa, 
Overgi-own  with  eldest  moss ; 
The  nuie  portals  that  give  light 
More  to  ten*or  than  delight ; 
This  my  chamber  of  nej^ect, 
Walled  about  with  disrespect,  — 
From  all  these,  and  this  aull  air, 
A  fit  object  for  despair, 
She  hath  taught  me  by  her  might 
To  draw  comfort  and  delight. 
Therefore,  thou  best  earthly  bliss, 
I  will  cherish  thee  for  this. 
Poesy,  thou  sweet 'st  content 
That  e'er  heaven  to  mortals  lent : 
Though  they  as  a  trifle  leave  thee. 
Whose  dull   thoughts  cannot  conceive 

thee ; 
Though  thou  be  to  them  a  sconi. 
That  to  naught  but  earth  are  born, — 
Let  my  life  no  longer  Ive 
Than  I  am  in  love  with  thee ! 


ANDREW  MARVELL. 

[1620-  1678.] 

THOUGHTS  IN  A  OABDEN. 

How  vainly  men  themselves  amaze. 
To  win  the  palm,  the  oak,  or  bays  : 
And  their  incessant  labors  see 
Crowned    from    some    single    herb   or 

tree. 
Whose  short  and  narrow-verged  shade 
Does  pnidently  their  toils  upbraid ; 
While   all    the    flowera    and    trees    do 

close, 
To  weave  the  garlands  of  repose. 

Fair  Quiet,  have  I  found  thee  here, 
And  Innocence,  thy  sister  dear? 
Mistaken  long,  I  sought  you  then 
In  busy  companies  of  men. 
Your  sacred  plants,  if  here  below, 
Only  among  these  plants  will  grow. 


JOHN  MILTON. 
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Society  is  all  but  rude 
To  this  delicious  solitade. 


Xo  white  nor  red  was  ever  seen 
So  aruorotis  as  this  lovely  greeu. 
Fond  lovers,  cruel  as  their  flame, 
C*ut  in  these  trees  their  mistress*  name. 
Little,  aUus,  they  know  or  heAd, 
How  far  these  beauties  her  exceed ! 
Fair  trees !  where'er  your  barks  I  wound. 
No  name  shall  but  your  own  be  found. 

What  wondrous  life  is  this  I  lead ! 
Ki|ie  apples  drop  about  my  head. 
The  luscious  clusters  of  the  vine 
V\ion  my  mouth  do  crush  their  wine. 
The  nectarine,  and  curious  |)each, 
Into  my  hands  themselves  do  reach. 
Stumbling  on  melons,  as  I  pass, 
Insnannl  with  flowers,  I  fall  on  grass. 
Meanwhile  the  mind  from  pleasure  less 
Withdraws  into  its  hapniness,  — 
The  mind,  that  ocean  wnere  each  kind 
Do«*s  straight  its  own  resemblance  find ; 
Yet  it  creates  transcending  these, 
Far  other  worlds  and  other  seas ; 
Annihilating  all  that's  made 
To  a  green  thought  in  a  green  shade. 
Here  at  the  fountain's  sliding  foot. 
Or  at  some  fruit-tree's  niOHsy  root, 
Casting  the  Inxly's  vest  asi<ie, 
My  soul  into  the  boughs  does  glide; 
There,  like  a  binl,  it  sits  antl  sings. 
Thru  wh«»ts  and  claps  its  silver  wings, 
Aiitl,  till  j|»ivpared  for  longer  flight. 
Waves  in  its  plumes  the  various  light 

Such  was  the  happy  garden  state. 
While    man    there    walked  without    a 

mate: 
After  a  place  so  pure  and  sweet. 
What  other  help  could  yet  be  meet! 
But  't  was  beyond  a  mortal's  share 
To  wand<T  solitary  there : 
Two  panulifies  are  in  one, 
To  live  in  paradise  alone. 

How  well  the  skilful  gardener  drew 
Of  flowers  and  herbs  this  dial  new  ! 
\\  here,  from  above,  the  milder  sun 
Do.-!*  through  a  fragrant  zodiac  run  : 
And,  as  it  works,  the  industrious  bee 
C'oniput<*«  its  time  as  well  as  we. 
How  could  such  sweet  and  wholesome 

hours 
Be  reckoned,  but  with  herbs  and  flow- 
ers? 


THE  BERMUDAS. 


Where  the  remote  Bermudas  ride 
In  the  ocean's  lx)Soni  unesj>iiHl, 
From  a  small  Iwat  that  i-owtnl  along, 
The  listening  winds  received  this  song : 
**  What  should  we  do  but  sing  His  praise 
That  led  us  through  the  watery  maze 
Where  he  the  huge  sea  monsters  racks, 
That  lift  the  deep  ujwn  their  backs, 
Unto  an  isle  so  long  unknown. 
And  yet  far  kinder  tlwin  our  own  ? 
He  lands  us  on  a  grassy  stage, 
Safe  from  the  stonns  and  prelates*  rage. 
He  pive  us  this  eternal  spring 
Which  here  enanit^ls  everything, 
And  sends  the  fowls  to  us  in  care, 
On  daily  visits  through  the  air. 
He  hangs  in  shades  the  orange  bright, 
Like  golden  lamps  in  a  green  night. 
And  does  in  the  poinegnmates  close 
Jewels  more  rich  than  Ornnis  shows. 
He  makes  the  tigs  our  mouths  to  meet. 
And  throws  the  melons  at  our  feet. 
With  apples,  plants  of  such  a  [»rice, 
Xo  tree  could  ever  bear  them  twice. 
With  cedars,  chosen  by  his  hand, 
From  I^'Kinon  he  stores  the  land ; 
And  niakes  the  hollow  s<*as  that  roar. 
Proclaim  the  amlx'rgris  on  shore. 
He  cast  (of  which  we  nitht-r  Inxast) 
The  gospel's  jK'arl  upon  our  coast ; 
And  in  these  rocks  for  us  did  frame 
A  temple  where  to  sound  his  name. 
O,  let  our  voice  his  prais*'  ♦•xalt. 
Till  it  arrive  at  heaven's  vault. 
Which  then  perhaps  relwunding  may 
E<'ho  beyond  the  Mexic  bay." 

Thus  sang  they  in  the  Enjrlish  boat 
A  holy  and  a  cheerful  note ; 
And  all  the  way,  to  guide  their  chime. 
With  falling  oars  they  kept  the  time. 


JOHN  MILTON. 

[1608-1674.] 

HTMN  ON  THE  NATIVITY. 

It  was  the  winter  wild, 
While  the  heaven-l>om  child 
All  meanly  wrapt  in  the  rude  manger 
lies ; 
Nature,  in  awe  of  him. 


36 


SONGS  OF  THBEE  CENTUBIES. 


Had  doffed  her  gaudy  trim, 

With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize : 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the  sun,  her  lusty  para- 
mour. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 
She  wooes  the  gentle  air, 
To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent 
snow; 
And  on  her  naked  shame. 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame, 
The  saintly  veil  of  maiden-white  to 
throw; 
Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deform- 
ities. 

But  he,  her  fears  to  cease. 

Sent  down  the  meek -eyed  Peace : 

She,  crowned  with  olive  green,  came 

softly  sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere. 
His  ready  harbinger. 
With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds 

dividing ; 
And,  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand. 
She  strikes  a  universal  peace  through  sea 

and  land. 

No  war  or  battle's  sound 

Was  heard  the  world  around : 
The  idle  spear  and  shield  were  high  up- 
hung; 

The  hooked  chariot  stood 

Unstained  with  hostile  blood ; 
The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  arm^d 
throng ; 

And  kings  sat  still  with  awful  eye. 

As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovereign 
lord  was  by. 

But  peaceful  was  the  night, 
Wherein  the  Prince  of  Light 

His  reign  of  peace  upon  the  earth  began : 
The  winds,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  waters  kissed, 

Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ocean, 
Who  now  hath  (juite  forgot  to  rave, 
While  birds  of  calm  sit  brooding  on  the 
charmed  wave. 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaze. 
Stand  fixed  in  steadfast  gaze, 

Bending  one  way  their  precious  influ- 
ence; 
And  will  not  take  their  flight, 


For  all  the  morning  light. 
Or  Lucifer  had  oftiBQ  warned  them 

thence ; 
But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  |^ow. 
Until  their  Lord  himself  bespake,  and  bid 

them  go. 

And,  though  the  shadj  gloom 
Had  given  day  her  room. 
The  sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted 
speed. 
And  hid  his  head  for  shame. 
As  his  inferior  flame 
The  new-enlightened  world  no  more 
should  need ; 
He  saw  a  greater  sun  appear 
Than  his  bright  throne,  or  burning  axle- 
tree,  could  bear. 

The  shepherds  on  the  lawn. 
Or  ere  tne  point  of  dawn, 

Sat  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row ; 
Full  little  thought  they  then 
That  the  mighty  Pan 

Was  kindfy  come  to  live  with  them  be- 
low; 
Perhaps  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep^ 
Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so 
busy  keep. 

When  such  music  sweet 
Their  hearts  and  ears  did  greet, 

As  never  was  by  mortal  fingers  strook. 
Divinely  warbled  voice 
Answering  the  stringed  noise. 

As  all  their  souls  in  blissful  rapture 
took: 
The  air,  such  pleasure  loath  to  lose. 
With  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each 
heavenly  close. 

Nature,  that,heard  such  sound. 
Beneath  the  hollow  round 
Of   Cynthia's   seat,   the   airy  region 
thrilling. 
Now  was  almost  won. 
To  think  her  part  was  done. 
And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last 
fulfilling ; 
She  knew  such  harmony  alone 
Could  hold  all  heaven  and  earth  in  happier 
union. 

At  last  surrounds  their  sight 
A  globe  of  circular  light. 
That  with  long  beuns  the  shame-faced 
night  arrayed ; 
The  helmed  cherubim, 


[ 
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inJ  nronleil  seraphini. 
An  wn  inglitleriDgnnluwith  winga 
iliipUynl, 
Iltrning  in  loud  and  salcran  qniir, 
Wiib   niiMiirudve  note^  ki   Hovcn'a 
m-w-bom  heir. 


Hut  wiiKii  uf  olj  tlie  sons  of  morning 

Whila  tha  Cmtor  gmt 
Itii  coliat«li>tiiini  Mt, 
And  Che  WElt-baUund  world  on  hingea 

Anil  'mat  tha  dark  roundstiana  deep. 
And  liUl  th"  vrl[*ritig  wivci  tlieir  oozy 


cbuinel  Ue 


RJngoi 


1,  JB  crvitBl  gpbepM, 
vtuv  uiFM  ourbunuu  mrs, 

If  T(  hitv>  power  to  loui'.li  our  wnses  so ; 
And  Vt  joar  illver  eiiiiue 
Move  in  ineloilinua  tiiufi ; 

And  M  tint  tun*  of  Hcavtm'i  dw porgsn 

And.  wiih  your  ninefold  hnrmony. 
Hake  up  full  coDceTl  to  the  angetia  iyin- 

For,  if  ailch  holy  song 
EB*nip  our  fancy  long, 
Time  will  ran  buk,  and  fetch  the  Nge 

And  iprFklcd  Vanlly 
Will  *b.-km  wnn  and  Aif. 
And  l«pmu*:tiii  will  iDpIt  from  earthly 
mould ; 


»  the 
peering  "Jay. 

Yva,  Truth  and  Juitioe  ihtn 
W.U  .lown  r*lum  lo  men, 
Orbnl  in  a  Talnbowi  and,  like  gloriea 

JImy  «ill  iit  betwwii, 
Tlinianl  ia  wieatial  aborn. 

With  nuiiaut  fiwt  thn  tiasncd  cloudi 

down  Mrrring; 
And  Hatrn,  it  at  oome  fmlival, 
VTUI  0|>ni  wiilt-  the  gates  of  her  high 

(alac*  hall. 

Fhil  wiwnt  r«t«  mr*  no, 

The  babe  y*i  lira  in  (Qiiling  inbncj, 


That  00  the  Ultu  oi 


Muit  redeem  oar  loss, 

So  both  himself  and  us  to  glorify : 
Vet  first,  to  those  ychumed  in  sleep, 

The  wakeful  truDipordoammuat  thunder 
thi'ough  the  deep, 

Wilh  such  a  horrid  clang 

While   the  red   lire  nitd  sniouldering 
clouds  outbrake; 
Tlf  aged  earth  aghast, 
With  terror  of  thai  bhat. 

Shall  from  the  nurface  to  the  centr« 

When,  at  the  world's  lost  srssion, 
Tlie  dreadful  Jud)(e  in  middle  air  ahall 
apread  his  throne. 

And  then  at  last  our  blisa. 
Full  and  perfect  is, 

Dut  now  b^u8  ;  for.  From  this  hippy 

The  old  dra^n,  undererounil. 
In  BtiaiCer  lunits  Ironnd, 

Not  hulf  so  far  casta  his  uaurpM  sway ; 
And,  wroth  to  s«e  his  kingdom  fail, 
Swinges  the  icaly  horror  of  hia  folded  tJtil. 

The  oracles  are  domb  : 
No  Toice  or  hideous  hum 

Kuni  through  the  arched  roof  in  words 
decriving. 
Apollo  from  hi*  shrine 
Can  no  more  divine. 

With  hoi  low  shriek  the  steep  of  Del  ph  OS 

No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  ipell, 
Inipirus  the  pale-eyed  priest   from  the 
prophetic  celL 


r   of   weeping   heard  and  loud 

From  haunted  spring  and  dale. 
Edged  »nih  pojilar  pale, 

Theunrting Genial  ia  with  sighing  wnt : 
With  Howpr-in  woven  tres»«  tnni, 
The  nymphs  in  twilight  shade  of  tangled 
thicketa  mourn. 


In  consrrmte'l  earth. 


I 
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A  drear  and  dyinff  sound 
Atfriglits  tlic  llaiuens  at  their  senrice 

quaint ; 
And  the  chill  marble  seems  to  sweat, 
While  each  peculiar  power  foregoes  his 

wonted  sitat. 

Peor  and  Baalim 

Forsake  their  temples  dim 

With  that  twice-battered  God  of  Pales- 
tine ; 

And  mooned  Ashtaroth, 

Heaven's  queen  antl  mother  both. 

Now  t*its  not  girt  with   tapers'   holy 
shine ; 

The  Libvac  H amnion  shrinks  his  horn  ; 

In  vain  the  Tyiian  maids  their  wounded 
Thammuz  mourn. 

And  sullen  Moloch,  fled, 
Hath  left  in  shadows  dread 

His  burning  idol  all  of  blackest  hue: 
In  vain  with  cyml»als*  ring 
They  call  the  grisly  king, 

In  dismal  dance  about  the  furnace  blue: 
Tlie  bnitifh  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
Isis,  and  Urus,  and  the  dog  Anubis,  haste. 

Nor  is  Osins  seen 

In  Mcinpliian  fjiove  or  preen, 

Tmnipling  tin'  un showered  grass  with 
lowinj^s  loud ; 

Nor  can  he  1m*  at  r<*st 

"Within  his  sjut«m1  chest. 

Naught  hut  profouuih'st  hell  can  be  his 
shroud ; 

In  vain  with  timbrellcd  anthems  dark 

The  sable-stciled  sorcerers  War  his  wor- 
shipped ark. 

He  fct'ls  from  .Tudah's  land 
Tlw  dn-adiMl  infant's  hand. 

The  niys  of  I»«*thlehem  blind  his  dusky 
eyne ; 
Nor  all  the  gods  Wside 
Longt'r  dare  abide. 

Not  Typhun   huge   e?nding  in  snaky 
twine ; 
Our  babe,  to  show  his  Godhea<l  tnie, 
Can  in  his  swaddling  bands  control  the 
damned  crew. 

So,  when  the  sun  in  Ix'd, 
Curtained  with  cloudy  red, 

Pillows  his  chin  ui>on  an  orient  wave, 
The  Hocking  shadows  i>ale 


Troop  to  the  infernal  jail« 
Each  fettered  i^oet  slips  to  his  sevend 

grave; 
And  the  yellow-skirted  fays 
Fly  after  the  night-steeds,  leaving  their 

moon-lov«l  maze. 

Bat  see,  the  Yiigin  blest 

Hath  laid  her  baoe  to  rest ; 
Time  is  our  tedious  song  should  here 
have  ending : 

Heaven's  youngest-teemed  star 

Hath  fixed  her  polished  car, 
Her  sleepinj^  Lord  with  handmaid  lamp 
attendme ; 

And  all  almut  the  courtly  stable 

Bright-harnessed  angels  sit  in  order  ser- 
viceable. 

BONNETS. 

ON  ARRIVINO  AT  THE  AGE  OF  TWENTY- 
THREE 

How  soon  hath  Time,  the  subtle  thief 

of  youth. 
Stolen  on  his  wing  my  three-and-twen- 

tieth  vear! 
My  hasting  days  fly  on  with  full  career. 
But  my  late  spring  no  bud  or  blo!>hom 

showeth. 
Perhaps  njy  semblance  might  deceive  the 

tnith. 
That  1  to  manhood  am  arrived  so  near. 
And  inward  ripeness  doth  much  less 

api>car, 
That  Konie  more  timely -happy  spirits 

endu'th. 
Yet,  be  it  less  or  more,  or  soon  or  slow. 
It  shall  be  still  in  strictest  measure  even 
To  that  same  lot,  however  mean  or  high. 
Toward  which  Time  leads  me,  and  the 

will  of  Heaven ; 
All  is,  if  1  have  grace  to  use  it  so. 
As  ever  in  my  great  Taskmaster's  eye. 


ON  HIS  BLINDNESS. 

When  I  consider  how  my  light  is  spent. 
Ere  half  mv  davs  in  this  dark  world 

and  wide, 
And  that  one  talent,  which  is  death  to 
hide, 
Lotlged  with  me  useless,  though  my  soul 

mon*  Iwnt 
To  8er\'e  therewith  my  Maker,  and  present 
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Uy  tme  account,  lest  he  returning 

chide ; 
"Doth  God    exact    day-labor,   light 
denied?" 
I  fondly  ask  :  but  Patience,  to  prevent 
That  murmur,  soon  replies,  "  God  doth 
not  need 
Either  man's  work  or  his  own  gifts  :  who 
best 
Bear  his  mild  yoke,  they  serve  him 

best :  his  state 
Is  kingly;  thousands  at  his  bidding 
spe^ 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without 
rest; 
They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and 
wait." 

♦ 

THOMAS  ELWOOD. 
[1639-1713.] 


Vjho  the  glory  of  thy  Holy  Name, 
Eternal  God !  whom  I  both  love  and  fear, 
Here  bear  1  witness  that  I  never  came 
Before   thy   throne  and    found    thee 

loath  to  hear. 
Bat,  ever  ready  with  an  open  ear. 
And  though  sometimes  thou  seem'st  thy 

face  to  hide 
As  one  that  hath  his  love  withdrawn 

from  me. 
Til  that  my  faith  may  to  the  full  be 

tried. 
And  1  thereby  may  only  better  see 
How  weak  I  am  when  not  upheld  by 

Thee. 


EICHARD  BAXTER. 

[1615-X691.] 

RB810KAT10K. 

Ix)RD,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care, 

Whether  I  die  or  live : 
To  love  and  serve  thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  thy  gnice  must  ffive. 
If  life  be  long,  1  will  be  glaa, 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 

To  soar  to  endless  day  I 


Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  he  went  through  before ; 
He  tliat  into  God's  kingdom  comes 

Must  euter  by  his  door. 
Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me 
meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see  ; 
For  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 

What  will  thy  glory  be  ? 

Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints. 

And  weary,  sinful  days ; 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 

That  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 
My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small. 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But 't  is  enough  that  Christ  knows  all. 

And  1  shall  be  with  him. 


SIR  ROGER  L'ESTRANGE. 

[1616-1704.] 

IN  PRISON. 

Beat  on,  proud  billows ;  Boreas,  blow ; 
Swell,   curled  waves,   high  as  Jove's 
roof; 
Your  incivility  doth  show 

That  innocence  is  tempest  proof; 
Though  surly  Nereus  frown,  my  thoughts 

are  calm ; 
Then  strike,  Affliction,  for  thy  wounds 
are  balm. 

That  which  the  world  miscalls  a  jail 

A  private  closet  is  to  me ; 
Whilst  a  good  conscience  is  my  bail, 

And  innocence  my  liberty: 
Locks,  bai-s,  and  solitude  together  met. 
Make  me  no  prisoner,  but  an  anchoret. 

I,  whilst  I  wisht  to  be  retired, 

Into  this  private  room  was  turned ; 

As  if  their  wisdoms  had  conspired 
The  salamander  should  be  bunieil ; 

Or  like  those  sophists,  that  would  drown 
a  fi.sh, 

I  am  constrained  to  suffer  what  I  wish. 

The  cynic  loves  his  poverty ; 

The  pelican  her  wilderness ; 
And  't  IS  the  Indian's  pride  to  be 

Kaked  on  frozen  Caucasus : 
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Contentment  cannot  smart;  stoics  we 

see 
Make  tonnents  easier  to  their  apathy. 

These  manacles  upon  my  arm 
I  as  my  mistress'  favors  wear; 

And  for  to  keep  my  ankles  warm 
I  have  some  iron  shackles  there : 

These  walla  are  but  my  garrison ;  this  cell. 

Which  men  call  jail,  doth  prove  my  cit- 
adel 

I  'm  in  the  cabinet  lockt  up, 
Like  some  high-prized  maraarite, 

Or,  like  the  Great  Mogul  or  rope,    . 
Am  cloistered  up  from  public  sight : 

Retiredness  is  a  piece  of  majesty, 

And  thus,  proud  sultan,  I  'm  as  great  as 
thee. 

Here  sin  for  want  of  food  must  starve. 
Where  tempting  objects  are  not  seen ; 

And  these  strong  walls  do  only  serve 
To  keep  vice  out,  and  keep  me  in : 

Malice  of  late 's  grown  charitable  sure ; 

I  'm  not  committed,  but  am  kept  secure. 

So  he  that  struck  at  Jason*s  life. 
Thinking   t'   have  made  his  purpose 
sure,' 
By  a  malicious  friendly  knife 

Did  only  wound  him  to  a  cure. 
Malice,    1  see,  wants  wit;  for  what  is 

meant 
Mischief,  ofttimes  proves  favor  by  the 
event. 

Have  you  not  seen  the  nightingale, 
A  prisoner  like,  coopt  in  a  cage, 
How  doth  she  chant  her  wonted  tale. 

In  that  her  narrow  hermitage? 
Even  then   her  charming  melody  doth 

prove 
That  all  her  bars  are  trees,  her  cage  a 
grove. 

I  am  that  bird,  whom  they  combine 

Thus  to  deprive  of  liberty ; 
But  though  tney  do  my  corps  confine. 

Yet  maugre  hate,  my  soul  is  free : 
And  though  immured,  yet  can  I  chirp, 

and  sing 
Disgrace  to  rebels,  glory  to  my  king. 

My  soul  is  free  as  ambient  air. 
Although  my  baser  part 's  immured, 


Whilst  loyal  thoughts  do  still  repair 

T*  accompany  my  solitude : 
Although  rebellion  do  my  body  bind, 
My  king  alone  can  captivate  my  mind. 


EDMUND  WALLER. 
[1605-1687.1 

OLD  AQB  AlVD  DSATS. 

The  seas  are  quiet  when  the  winds  give 

o'er; 
So  calm  are  we  when  passions  are  no 

more. 
For  then  we  know  how  vain  it  was  to 

boast 
Of  fleeting  things,  too  certain  to  be  lost 

Clouds  of  affection  from  our  younger  eyes 

Conceal  that  emptiness  which  age  de- 
scries. 

The  soul's  dark  cottage,  battered  and 
decayed. 

Lets  in  new  light  through  chinks  that 
time  has  made. 

Stronger  by  weakness,  wiser  men  become, 
As  they  draw  near  to  their  eternal  home. 
Leaving  the  old,  both  worlds  at  once 

they  view. 
That  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  the 

new. 


ABRAHAM  COWLEY. 

[1618-1667.] 

OF  MYSELF. 

This  only  grant  me,  that  my  means  may 

lie 
Too  low  for  envy,  for  contempt  too  high. 

Some  honor  1  would  have, 
Not  from  great  deeds,  but  good  alone ; 
The  unknown  are  better  than  ill  known : 

Rumor  can  ope  the  grave. 
Acquaintance  I  would  have,  but  when  *t 

depends 
Not  on  the  number,  but  the  choice^  of 

friends. 


ABBAHAH  COWLET. 


41 


Books  should,   not  bosmeas,  entertain 

the  light, 
And  sleejs  as  undisturbed  as  death,  the 
nifht. 
Hj  nouse  a  cottage  more 
Than  nalace  ;  and  should  fitting  be 
For  all  my  use,  no  luxury. 

My  garden  painted  o*er 
With  i^ature's  baud,   not  Art's;    and 

pleasures  yield, 
Horace  might  enry  in  his  Sabine  field. 

Thus  would  I  double  my  life's  fading 

space; 
For  he  that  runs  it  well  twice  runs  his 
race. 
And  in  this  true  deliffht, 
These  unbought  sports,  this  happy  state, 
1  would  not  fear,  nor  wish,  my  fate ; 

But  boldly  say  each  night, 
To-morrow  let  my  sun  his  b^uns  display, 
Or  in  clouds  hide  them ;  I  have  lived  to- 
day. 


UBKHTV. 

Where  honor  or  where  conscience  does 

not  bind. 
No  other  law  shall  shackle  me ; 
Slave  to  myself  1  will  not  be : 
Nor  shall  my  future  actions  be  confined 
By  mv  own  present  mind. 
A\  ho  by  resolves  and  vows  engaged  does 

stand 
For  days  that  yet  belong  to  Fate, 
Does,   like  an   unthrif^   mortgage  his 

estate 
Before  it  falls  into  his  hand. 
The  bondman  of  the  cloister  so 
All  that  he  does  receive  does  always  owe ; 
And  still  as  time  comes  in,  it  goes  away, 
Not  to  enjoy,  but  debts  to  pay. 
Unhappy  slave  !  and  pupil  to  a  bell ! 
Whicu  his  hour's  work,  as  well  as  hours, 

does  tell ! 
Unhappy  to  the  last,  the  kind  releasing* 


From  dryden  to  Burns. 


JOHN  DRYDEN. 
t.6i.-.r.t.l 

1  FOB  SAIHT  CXCILIA-S  DAY,  IStn. 

r,  from  hcBTenly  honnonj', 

._  uml  frame  bq^sn: 

II  Nalani  uixteriiMth  a  heap 
JBtriii):  ■toiiia  Uy, 
il  conlil  licit  butve  h«r  hiwl, 
■  toni^fnl  Tince  wm  heanl  from  bigli, 
_  Ariic,  ye  more  tlion  dnd  I 
'  n  cold,  mid  h^t,  ind  tnoUt.  and  dry 
-  — '"  'jt  tbnr  itationa  Itap, 

luic'i  powpr  obey. 
B  hunnuny,  fniDi  beBveoly  hannony, 
""  i«  nuWeml  (rtune  Vgvn  ; 
>ni  hariDony  to  harmony 
raiigh  all  the  cotiipu«  of  the  notci  it 

TIm  dla|«M>n  closing  full  in  man. 

pandnDi'Ut 
onlHlsbc" 

_ K  btPtbron  Mood  Bniund. 

And,  wotMoring,  an  their  Oii-ra  fell 
To  voribin  that  celntial  tonnd. 

und  thpv  thougtit  Iberecould 
not  dwvll ' 
WlUiln  the  huUow  of  that  shell 
Tbat  ilKike  so  iwi'ctly  and 


Tli«  tnimpet'i  land  cUngor 

Kxeitea  lia  to  amis. 
With  abrill  notra  of  anger 

And  mortal  alarm  a. 
Thp  double  dauble  double  bnt 

Of  ihn  thimdprins  drnni 

Cric*.  ■■  Hark  !  the  fora  com*  ; 

r,  ch«rgt^  't  ia  too  lat«  to  retnat ! 


The  soft  cnm plaining  Hate 
lo  dying  notes  disvorera 
The  woea  of  hopelei!!  lovers. 
Whose  dirge  ia  vhupercd  by  the  war 

Sharp  Tiolin*  proclaim 
Their  jealoua  J»n^  and  despemlion. 
Fury,  frantic  tndi|ni>tion. 
Depth  of  I'oinii,  and  tn^iglil  of  poaston. 

Far  tile  fair,  diwtainl'itl  dniue. 


Notes  inapiringliolj  Jove, 
Notes  that  wing  their  heavenly  <niys 
To  mend  the  choin  above. 

Orphens  eonld  lead  the  aarage  mce, 
And  trees  nprooted  left  their  plaoi.-, 

Sniuaeiousoftbelyre: 
But   bright  Ceeilia  Toued  llio   wonder 

higher; 
When  to   her  organ  vocal  breath  was 


As  from  the  power  of  sacred  Uya 

The  apherei  began  tu  move. 
And  mng  the  great  Creator's  pnUM 

To  all  tbe  bl^t  abovi' ; 
So  when  the  la<t  antl  drewlfiil  honr 
This  crumbling  niKeitiil  shall  devonr. 
The  trumpet  shall  he  heard  on  high, 
The  dead  ahnll  live,  the  living  die. 
And  music  stutll  antune  tbe  akj. 
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X7in>ER  MILTON'S  PICTURE. 


Three  Poets,  in  thrt»e  ilistant  ftgi.»s  l>orn, 
Oreeoe,  Italy,  iiiul  Kiiglaml  did  adorn. 
The  iii-st  in   loftiness  of  thought  sur- 

fiasstKl ; 
Tlie  next  in  majesty ;  in  Wh  tlie  last 
The  foree  of  Nature  could  no  further  go  ; 
To  make  a  third,  she  joined  the  fonuer 

two. 


CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 

A  PARISH  priest   was    of   the  ))ilgrim 

tmin  ; 
An  awful,  reverend,  an<l  religious  num. 
His  eyes  dilliisetl  a  venerable  grace, 
And  (diaiity  itsidf  was  in  his  face. 
Rich  was  his  soul,  though  his  attire  was 

]K)or 
(As  God  hath  dotheii  his  own  ambassa- 
dor) ; 
For  such,  on  earth,  his  blessed  Redeemer 

bore*. 
Of  sixty  years  he  seemed ;  an<l  well  might 

'last 
To  sixty  int)re,  but  that  he  lived  too  f>Lst, 
Refineil  hiniM'lf  to  soul,  to  curb  the  sens<\ 
And  made  alnioNt  a  sin  of  abstinence. 
Yet  had  his  asjKM.rt  nothing  of  were, 
lint  such  a  fare  iis  promisi'd  him  sint'ere. 
Nothing  n'si>rve«l  or  sullen  was  to  see  ; 
But  sweet  H'ganU,  sind  jdea*»ing  sanctity. 
Mild  was  his  accent,  and  his  action  frin*. 
AVith  clo4[uence  innate  liis   tongue  was 

armed ; 
Though  harsh  the  precept,  yet  the  jkh)- 

ple  charmed. 
For,  l(*tting  down  the  golden  chain  from 

high, 
He  dn."W  his  nudii*nce  n]>ward  to  the  sky : 
Anil  oft  with  holy  hymns  he   charmed 

their  ears 
(A  umsic    ni(»re    melodious    than    the 

sjjhen's); 
For  DavM  left  him,  when  he  went  to  r<?st, 
His  Ivif  ;  «nd   after  him   he  sung  the 

'  b«-st. 
He  bore  his  givat  conmiission  in  his  look  ; 
But  sweetly  teni]>eii'd  awe,  and  softened 

all  he  .s]M»ke. 
He  preachcjl  th(i  jovs  of  heaven  nnd  pains 

of  hell. 
And  wjiini-il  the  sinner  with  Incoming 

zeal  ; 
But  on  eternal  mercy  loved  to  dwell. 


He  taught  the  gospel  rather  than  the 

law; 
And  forced  himself  to  drive  ;  but  loved 

to  draw. 
For  fear  but  freezes  minds ;  bat  lov^  like 

heat. 
Exhales  the  soul  sublime,  to  aeek  her 

native  seat. 
To  thn>atsthe  stubbom  sinneroft  ishard, 
Wrapi)eil    in    his    crimeit,   agaiiuft  the 

storm  prei)are«l ; 
But  when  the  milder  beams  of  mercj 

play, 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cunibrooe  eloek 

away. 
Lightning  and  thunder  (heaven's  artil- 
lery) 
As  harbingers  before  the  Almighty  fly: 
Those  but  [)roclaim  his  style,  and  dli^ 

jiear; 
The  stiller  sounds  suceeed,  and  Qod  b 

there. 


REA80K. 

Dim  as  the  borrowed  beams  of  moon  and 

stai's 
To  lom^ly,  weary,  wandering  travellei% 
Is  rctLson  to  the  soul :  and  aa  on  high, 
TlioH.^  rolling  tiivs  dis4'over  but  the  tkjf 
Not  light  us  here  ;  so  reason's  glimmer- 
ing ray 
Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doubtful  wayi 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  better  day. 
And  as  those  nightly  tBi>er8  disamwar 
When   day's  bright  lord    aseentu   OUT 

hemisphere  ; 
So  ])ale  grows  rt^ason  at  religion's aightv— 
So  dies,  and  so  dissolves  in  snpematlinl 
light. 


THOMAS  KEN. 

[1637-1711.] 


MORNINO 


AwAKK,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sui 
Thy  daily  cnnirse  of  duty  run ; 
Shuke  oir  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  i^irt. 


JOSEPH  ADDISOK. 
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Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praiaes  to  the  eternal  King. 

All  prmiBe  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Loni,  when  I  from  death  shall 

wake, 
I  maj  of  endless  light  partake. 

Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew ; 
DLnperse  mj  sins  as  morning  dew  ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and 

will. 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fiU. 

Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day. 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

Praise  Go<l,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praiaie  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Pralae  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

[167J-1719.] 

HYXK. 

How  are  thy  servants  blest,  0  Lord  ! 

How  sure  is  their  defence ! 
Eternal  Wisdom  is  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms  and  lands  remote, 

Sup|>orted  by  thy  care. 
Through  burning  climes  I  passed  unhurt. 

And  breathed  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweetened  every  toil. 

Made  every  region  please ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  wanned. 

And  smoothed  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 

Think,  O  mv  soul,  devoutly  think. 

How,  with  affrighted  eyes. 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide  extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise. 

Confusion  dwelt  in  every  face, 

And  fear  in  every  heart ; 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gulfa  on  gulfs, 

O'efooM  tke  fikit's  art 


Yet  then  from  all  my  griefs,  0  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free, 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer. 

My  faith  took  hold  on  thee. 

For,  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung, 

High  ou  the  broken  wave, 
1  knew  thou  wert  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

The  storm  was  laid,  the  winds  retired 

Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
The  sea,  that  roared  at  thy  command. 

At  thy  command  was  stilL 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodness  1  '11  adore. 
And  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past, 

And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

My  life,  if  thou  nres^rv'st  my  life. 

Thy  sacrifice  snail  lief 
And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom. 

Shall  join  my  soul  to  thee. 


PARAFHRASS  OF  PSALM  ZXm. 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare. 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care  ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  he  shall  attend. 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint. 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads 
My  weary,  wandering  steps  he  leads. 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill ; 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still  : 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

Though  in  a  bare  and  nig^^  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  beguile. 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crowned* 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around* 
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SONGS  OF  THKEE  CEKTUBIES. 


ALEXANDER  POPE. 
[1688- 1744.]  • 

THE  UNIVERSAL  PRAYER. 

Father  of  all !  in  every  age, 

In  every  clime  adored, 
By  saint,  by  savage,  and  by  sage, 

Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord ! 

Thou  great  First  Cause,  least  understood, 

Who  all  my  sense  confined 
Td  know  but  this,  that  thou  art  good, 

And  that  myself  am  blind ; 

Y^t  gave  me,  in  this  dark  estate, 

To  see  the  good  from  ill ; 
And,  binding  nature  fast'^in  fate, 

Left  free  the  human  will. 

What  conscience  dictates  to  be  done. 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
T^is  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  shun, 

That  more  than  heaven  pursue. 

What  blessings  thy  free  bounty  gives 

Let  me  not  cast  away  ; 
For  God  is  ^id  when  man  receives  : 

To  enjoy  is  to  obey. 

Yet.  not  to  earth's  contracted  span 
Thy  gooclness  let  me  bound, 

Or  think  thee  Ix>rd  alone  of  man. 
When  thousand  worlds  are  round. 

Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 
Presume  thy  bolts  to  throw, 

And  deal  damnation  round  the  land 
On  each  1  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thv  grace  impart 

Still  in  the  riglit  to  stay  ; 
If  1  am  wrong,  0,  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way ! 

Save  me  alike  from  foolish  pride. 

Or  impious  discontent, 
At  aught  thy  wisdom  has  denied, 

Or  aught  thy  goo<lness  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe. 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  show. 

That  mercy  show  to  me. 

|dean  thous^h  I  am,  not  wholly  so, 
^ince  quickened  by  thy  breath ; 


0,  lead  mo  wheresoe'er  I  go, 
Through  this  day's  life  or  death. 

This  day  be  bread  and  peace  idy  lot ;' 

All  else  beneath  the  sun 
Thou  know'st  if  best  bestowed  or  not, 

And  let  thy  will  be  done  1 

To  thee,  whose  temple  is  all  space,  — 
Whose  altar,  eartn,  sea,  skies,  — 

One  chorus  let  all  beings  raise  I 
All  Nature's  incense  rise  1 


0  H  APPUf  ESS  !  our  being^s  end  and  aim  I 

Good,  pleasure,  ease,  content!  whate'er 
thy  name ; 

That  something  still,  which  prompts  the 
eternal  sigh ; 

For  which  we  bear  to  live  or  dare  to 
die ; 

Which  still  so  near  us,  yet  beyond  us 
lies, 

O'erlookcd,  seen  -double  by  the  fool,  and 
wise. 

Plant  of  celestial  seed!  if  dropped  be- 
low. 

Say,  in  what  mortal  soil  thou  deign'st  to 
grow  ? 

Fair  opening  to  some  court's  propitious 
shrine. 

Or  deep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming 
mine? 

Twined  with  the  wreaths  Parnassian 
laurels  yield. 

Or  reaped  in  iron  harvests  of  the  field  f 

Where  grows? — where  grows  it  not? 
If  vain  our  toil. 

We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the 
soil: 

Fixed  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 

'T  is  nowhere  to  be  found,  or  everywhere. 
Ask  of  the  learned  the  way,  the  learned 
are  blind ; 

This  bids  to  serve,  and  that  to  shun  man- 
kind : 

Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in 
ease; 

Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment 
these  : 

Some,  sunk  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end 
in  pain ; 

Some,  swelled  to  gods,  confess  e'en  vir- 
tue vain : 

Or  indolent,  to  each  extreme  they  fali,— 


ALLAN  KAMSAT. 
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To  trast  in  everjrthing,  or  donbt  of  all. 

Who  thns  define  it,  ay  they  more  or  less 

Than  this,  that  happiness  is  happiness  ? 

Take  nature's  path,  and  mad  opinion's 
leave; 

All  states  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  con- 
ceive; 

Obvious  her  goods,  in  no  extremes  they 
dwell ; 

There  needs  but  thinking  right  and 
meaning  well ; 

And  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we 
please. 

Equal  is  common  sense  and  common  ease. 

R«»member,  man,  **The  Universal  Cause 

Acts  not  by  partial,  but  by  general  laws" ; 

And  makes  what  happiness  we  justly 
call 

Subsist  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 

There  *s  not  a  blessing  individuals  And, 

But  some  way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the 
kind; 

Ko  bandit  fierce,  no  tyrant  mad  with 
j>ride, 

Xo  cavenied  hermit  rests  self-satisfied : 

Who  most  to  shun  or  hate  mankind  pre- 
tend. 

Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend : 

Abstract  what  others  feel,  what  others 
think. 

All  pleasures  sicken,  and  all  glories  sink : 

Each  has  his  share ;  and  who  would 
more  obtain 

Shall  find  the  pleasure  pays  not  half  the 
pain. 

Order  is  Heaven's  first  law ;  and,  thb  con- 
fessed. 

Some  are,  and  must  be,  greater  than  the 
rest. 

More  rich,  more  wise  :  but  who  infers 
from  hence 

That  such  are  happier  shocks  all  common- 
sense. 

Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confess, 

If  all  are  equal  in  their  hanpiness : 

But  mutual  wants  this  happiness  in- 
crease; 

All  nature's  difference  keeps  all  nature's 
jieace. 

Condition,  circumstance,  is  not  the  thing; 

BIi«  U  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king, 

In  who  obtain  defence  or  who  defend. 

In  him  who  is  or  him  who  finds  a  friend ; 

Heaven  breathes  throagh  every  member 
of  the  whole 

One  common  bksdng,  as  one  common 
■oaL 


But  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  possessed. 

And  all  were  equal,  must  not  all  con- 
test?. 

If  then  to  all  men  happiness  w^as  meant, 

God  in  externals  could  not  place  con- 
tent. 
Fortune  her  gifts  may  variously  dis- 
pose, 

And  these   be  happy  called,    unhappy 
those  ; 

But  Heaven's  just  balance  equal  will  ap- 
pear, 

While  those  are  placed  in  hope,  and 
these  in  fear ; 

Not  present  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curse. 

But  future  views  of  better  or  of  worse. 

O   sons  of  earth,   attempt  ye  still  to 
rise. 

By  mountains  piled  on  mountains,  to  the 
skies  ? 

Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil 
surveys, 

And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they 
raise. 
Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals 
find, 

Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  man- 
kind, 

Reason's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of 
sense. 

Lie  in  three  words,  health,  peace,  and 
competence. 


ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

[1685  - 1758] 

SONQ. 

Farewell  to  Lochaber,  farewell  to  my 

Jean, 
Where  heartsome  with  thee  I  have  mony 

a  day  been : 
To  Lochaber  no  more,  to  Lochaber  no 

more, 
We  *11   maybe   return   to    Lochaber  no 

more. 
These  tears  that  I  shed  they  are  a'  for 

my  dear, 
And  not  for  the  dangers  attending  on 

w^eir ; 
Though  borne  on   rough   seas  to  a  far 

bloody  shore, 
Maybe  to  return  to  Lochaber  no  mora  I 


lIkI  I  ni;ani  dcsrrvi'  it  Ix'foiv  I  i-;iii  crave. 

licii   <'l<iiv.  IHV  Jcaiiv,  iiiauii  plfud  iiiv 

I'xcuso ; 
ince  honor  commands  me,  how  can  1 

refuse  ? 
^Tithout  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for 

thee, 
ind  losing  thy  favor  I  *d  better  not  be. 
gae  then,  my  lass,  to  win  honor  and 

fame, 
.nd  if  1  should  chance  to  come  glorious 

hame, 
'11  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  run- 
ning o'er, 
Jid  then  1  '11  leave  thee  and  Lochaber 

no  more. 


I  • 


JOHN  GAT. 

[i688-i73».] 

HE  PAINTER  WHO  PLEASED  NOBODY 
AND  EVERYBODY. 

rEST  men  suspect  your  tale  untrue, 

[eep  probability  in  view. 

he  traveller,  leaping  o'er  those  bounds, 

he  credit  of  his  Iwok  confounds. 

t^ho  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed 

lakes  even  his  real  courage  doubted : 


Wlux'ver  s;it,  he  dn 
From  tlu'sc  com-cttM 
Ami  spirited  cadi  jp 
All    things   were 

come, 
His  pallet  ready  o'e: 
My  lord  appeared ; 
In  proper  attitude  a 
The  )>ainter    looke 

piece. 
Then  dipped  his  per 
Of  Titian^s  tints,  of 
"Those  eyes,  my  Ic 
Might  well  a  Raphf 
To  give  them  all  tb 
The   features   frauj 

wit. 
You  '11  grant  are  vc 
But  yet  with  patiei 
As  much  as  paint  a 
Observe  the  work." 
"Till  now  1  thoi 

wide ; 

Besides,  my  nose  h 

Dear  sir,  for  me,  't 

"Oh!  pardon  m 

"In  this  the  paint 

The  piece  even  com 

I  warrant  it  extren 

My  lord  examin< 

No  looking-glass  » 

A  lady  came ;  w 

He  from  his  Venm 

Her  lover  praised  1 

Sn  lilrp  thft  Tticture 


JoaS   BYEOM. — JAMK8   THOMSON. 


CASELeSS  CONTENT. 

I  AM  coatrut,  I  •lo  not  aite. 

Yitg  u  It  will  the  fforld  for  roe ; 
Wn  fu»  Mul  ficl  tru  all  luy  fare, 

It  jM  ail  ^lunil  u  I  could  Ma : 
Bo  wbMi  kw«y  uiy  i-»riiig  went, 
1  couiilin)  owl,  and  was  cuntvut. 

VUhmorrdr  chinks  nnd  Imi  or  thought, 
1  Rtrive  to  mike  my  maCtura  meet; 

Tn  «*k  what  aiii-ielit  lagca  iiuu){ht, 
PhviiliT  and  fuud  ill  Konr  mi>I  itwMt : 

T'l  xAr  wlisc  loawii  iti  good  inrt. 

Anil  kutp  tlie  liiccuiia  TrDni  the  hcMit. 

With  good  and  jtvntU-hmnarFd  heart*, 
I  iJlooBr  to  tfbat  whelr'nr  I  come, 

Wbate'er  llu!  sulijrct  ha  that  *Urts ; 
But  if  1  ip-t  amonx  the  xluni, 

I  hold  my  toiixuH  lo  lull  llii>  truth, 

Aad  kw]!  my  luwath  tu  eo<il  my  broth. 

For  ckiniv  or  chmige  of  peace  nr  pain. 

For  Furlun»'«  favor  or  lifr  frowu. 
For  W'k  or  f[fut>  for  Iu>m  or  gain. 


I  nit  not  whrtr  I  alall  not  uprnl. 
Nor  trace  tha  tiiru  of  every  tide  ; 

If  iii»)>|p  Butm'  will  not  iiOrc»«1, 
I  mukf  iiu  iniHtling,  but  aliide; 

For  ihininit  wmllh  or  acaring  woo, 

'  fatee  no  Mend,  1  frar  no  foe. 

■  and  downv  of  ini  and  oatn, 
tluy'ra  i'  the  wiuiig,  and   we're 
i'  Ijie  tight. 
I  ahnn  the  imncon  and  thu  nnitn : 

AnJ  wishing  wi'll  to  ovfry  wight, 
Vtairttt  tnra  thr  niatirr  IaVp*. 
n  tl  all  but  ducka  and  dmkn. 

b  whom  I  r«tst  I  dn  not  rKwn. 
Viftliofidkii  iihittihl  flout  me,  fuint; 
Mited  Dvlromi'  l>«  withdrawn, 

10  kind  nT  a  romplainl  *. 

I  dl«)<nqnl  tn  d[ii^n<e. 
It  like  thi-m  best  who  hml  like  me. 


But  fami-  shall  find  me  no  man'a  fool. 

Nor  to  a  »C  of  men  a  dUve : 
1  love  a  friL'ndnhi])  freir  and  frouk, 
And  hate  to  hung  upou  a  h&nk. 

Fond  of  a  true  and  trusty  lie, 
1  never  loose  where'er  I  Itnkj 

Though  if  a  buiineaa  budgra  by, 
I  talk  thereon  juat  as  I  thinK : 

My  word,  my  work,  my  heart,  uy  hand, 

Still  on  a  aiJe  togiither  sUnd. 


Ifm 


ir  notion*  make  a 


I  loi^  mv  neighbor  ns  mywlf, 
Myself  Uke  him  too,  by  bji  leave ; 

Nor  to  hi*  j>lea*ure,  power,  or  )>rlf 
(^nte  I  to  croiirh,  aa  I  «ini-dve : 

Itamn  Nature  douhtlru  ban  designed 

A  man  the  monarch  of  bis  niJnd. 

Xow  taste  and  try  this  lemfier,  sirs ; 

Mooil  it  and  brood  it  in  vnnr  breiut  i 
Or  if  ye  ween,  for  worldly  itira. 

That  man  lines  riii;ht  li>  mar  hii  rest, 
Let  me  U-  deft,  niid  delniiHir, 
1  am  content,  1  do  not  care. 


JAMES  THOMSON. 


FKOM  THS  -CABTLE  07  tUDOLENCS.- 

Is  li'wly  dtile,  fiwl  by  a  rivi-r'n  lido. 
With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompoiued 

A  most  mcbanting  wiinnl  did  *Md<% 
Thnn  whom  a  friend  tanny  fell  is  no- 

wh»m  rniiniL 
It  wall,  I  wi^n,  a  lovely  spot  or KTnumI; 
And  Ihen  a  aeaion  atween  June  and 

May. 
Hiilf  pranked  with  npring,  with  »■ 

mer  half  imbrowned, 
A  listlm  rlimatp  made^  whrn-,  sixich 

So  living  wight  could  work,  nut  rtuwl 
even  for  play. 
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Thougb  hurricanes  rise,  and  rise  every 

wind, 
No  tempest  can  equal  the  storm  in  my 

mind ; 
Though  loudest  of  thunders  on  louder 

waves  roar, 
That 's  naething  like  leaving  my  love  on 

the  shore. 
To  leave  thee  behind  me  my  heart  is  sair 

pained, 
But  by  ease  that's  inglorious  no  fame 

can  be  gained : 
And  beauty  and  love 's  the  reward  of  the 

brave; 
And  I  maun  deserve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my 

excuse ; 
Since  honor  commands  me,  how  can  I 

refuse  ? 
Without  it  1  ne'er  can  have  merit  for 

thee, 
And  losing  thy  favor  I  *d  better  not  be. 
1  gae  then,  my  lass,  to  win  honor  and 

fame, 
And  if  1  should  chance  to  come  glorious 

hanie, 
1  '11  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  run- 
ning o'er. 
And  then  I  '11  leave  thee  and  Lochaber 

no  more. 


JOHN  GAT. 

[1688-173*.] 

THE  PAINTER  WHO  PLEASED  NOBODY 
AND  EVERYBODY. 

Lest  men  suspect  your  tale  untrue. 
Keep  probability  in  view. 
The  traveller,  leaping  o'er  those  bounds, 
The  credit  of  his  iK)ok  confounds. 
Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed 
flakes  even  his  real  courage  doubted : 
But  flatter\'  never  seems  absurd  ; 
The  flattered  always  takes  your  word  : 
Imiwssibilities  seem  just ; 
They  take  the  Ktn)ngest  praise  on  trust. 
Hyperboles,  though  ne'er  so  great, 
Will  still  come  short  of  self-conceit 

So  verj'  like  a  painter  drew, 
That  every  eye  the  picture  knew; 
He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air. 


So  just,  the  life  itself  was  there. 
No  flattery  with  his  colors  laid, 
To  bloom  restored  the  faded  maid ; 
He  gave  each  muscle  all  its  strength, 
The  mouth,  the  chin,  the  nose's  length. 
His  honest  pencil  touched  with  truth, 
And  marked  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 
He  lost  his  friends,  his  practice  failed; 
Truth  should  not  always  be  revealed ; 
In  dusty  piles  his  pictures  lay. 
For  no  one  sent  the  second  pay. 
Two  bustos,  fraught  with  every  giHce, 
A  Venus'  and  Apollo's  face. 
He  placed  in  view  ;  resolved  to  please^ 
Whoever  sat,  he  drew  from  these. 
From  these  corrected  every  feature, 
And  spirited  each  awkwam  creature. 

All  things  were  set;   the  hour  was 
come. 
His  pallet  ready  o'er  his  thumb. 
My  lord  appeared ;  and  seated  right 
In  proper  attitude  and  light. 
The  painter   looked,   he  sketched  the 

piec«. 
Then  dipped  his  pencil,  talked  of  Greece, 
Of  Titian's  tints,  of  Guido's  air ; 
"Those  eyes,  my  lord,  the  spirit  there 
Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require, 
To  give  them  all  their  native  fire  ; 
The  features   fraught  with   sense   and 

wit, 
You  '11  grant  are  very  hard  to  hit ; 
But  yet  with  patience  you  shall  view 
As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do. 
Obsen'e  the  work."     My  lord  replied : 
"Till  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was 

nvide  ; 
Besides,  my  nose  is  somewhat  long ; 
Dear  sir,  for  me,  't  is  far  too  young." 

**0h  !  pardon  me,"  the  artist  cned, 
"In  this  the  painters  must  decide. 
The  piece  even  common  eyes  must  strike, 
I  warrant  it  extremely  like." 

My  lord  examined  it  anew ; 
No  looking-glass  seemed  half  so  true. 

A  lady  came ;  with  borrower!  grace 
He  from  his  Venus  formed  her  face. 
Her  lover  praised  the  painter's  art; 
So  like  the  picture  in  nis  heart ! 
To  every  age  some  charm  he  lent ; 
Even  beauties  were  almost  content 
Through  all  the  town  his  art  they  praised; 
His  custom  grew,  his  price  was  raised. 
Had  he  the  real  likeness  shown. 
Would  any  man  the  picture  own  ? 
But  when  thus  happily  he  wrought, 
£^h  found  the  likened  in  hii  thought 
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JOHN  BYROIL 
C1691-1761.J 

CtAF«T.tt«a  OONTSNT. 

I  AX  content,  I  do  not  care. 
Wag  aa  it  will  the  world  for  me ; 

When  fuaa  and  fret  was  all  my  fare, 
It  got  no  ground  as  1  could  see : 

So  when  away  my  caring  went, 

1  counted  coat,  and  was  content 

With  more  of  thanks  and  less  of  thought, 
I  strive  to  make  my  matters  meet ; 

To  seek  what  ancient  sages  sought. 
Physic  and  food  in  sour  and  sweet : 

To  take  what  insses  in  good  part. 

And  keep  the  niccupa  from  the  heart 

With  good  and  gentle-humored  hearts, 
I  choose  to  chat  where'er  I  come, 

Whate*er  the  subject  be  that  starts ; 
But  if  I  g«*t  among  the  glum, 

I  hold  my  tongue  to  tell  the  truth. 

And  keep  my  breath  to  eool  my  broth. 

For  chance  or  change  of  peace  or  pain. 
For  Fortune's  favor  or  her  frown. 

For  lack  or  glut,  for  loss  or  gain, 
I  never  dwige  nor  up  nor  down ; 

But  swing  what  way  the  ship  shall  swim. 

Or  tack  about  with  ecjual  tnm. 

I  suit  not  where  I  shall  not  speed. 
Nor  trace  the  turn  of  every  tide ; 

If  simple  sense  will  not  succeed, 
I  make  no  bustling,  but  abide ; 

For  shining  wealth  or  scaring  woe, 

I  force  no  friend,  1  fear  no  foe. 

Of  ona  and  downs,  of  ins  and  outs. 
Of  they're  i*  the  wrong,  and  we're 
i'  Uie  right, 

I  shun  the  rancors  and  the  route ; 
And  wishing  well  to  every  wight, 

Whatever  turn  the  matter  takes, 

1  deem  it  all  but  ducks  and  drakes. 

With  whom  I  feast  I  do  not  fawn. 
Nor  if  the  folks  shouhl  flout  me,  faint ; 

If  wonted  welcome  be  withdrawn, 
I  oook  no  kind  of  a  complaint : 

With  none  disposed  to  disagree. 

Bat  like  them  best  who  best  like  me. 

Hot  that  1  rate  myself  the  rule 
How  aU  my  bettera  should  behave ; 


But  fame  shall  find  me  no  man's  fool, 

Nor  to  a  set  of  men  a  slave : 
I  love  a  friendship  free  and  frank, 
And  hate  to  hang  upon  a  hank. 

Fond  of  a  true  and  trusty  tie, 
1  never  loose  where'er  1  link ; 

Though  if  a  business  budges  by, 
1  teik  thereon  just  as  I  think ; 

My  word,  ray  work,  ray  heart,  my  hand, 

Still  on  a  side  together  stend. 

If  names  or  notions  make  a  noise. 
Whatever  hap  the  question  hath. 

The  i>oint  impartially  I  poise, 

And  read  or  write,  but  without  wrath ; 

For  should  I  buru,  or  break  my  brains. 

Pray,  who  will  pay  me  for  my  pains  ? 

I  love  my  neighbor  as  myself, 
Myself  like  hira  too,  by  his  leave ; 

Nor  to  his  pleasure,  power,  or  pelf 
Came  I  to  crouch,  as  I  conceive : 

Danie  Nature  doubtless  has  designed 

A  man  the  monarch  of  his  mind. 

Now  taste  and  try  this  temper,  sirs ; 

Mood  it  and  brood  it  in  your  breast ; 
Or  if  ye  ween,  for  worldly  stirs. 

That  man  does  right  to  mar  his  rest. 
Let  me  be  deft,  and  delwnair, 
I  am  content,  I  do  not  care. 


JAMES  THOMSON. 
[1700- 1748.] 

FROM  THE  "CASTLE  OP  INDOLENCE." 

In  lowly  dale.,  fast  by  a  river's  side, 
With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompassed 

round, 
A  most  enchanting  wiznnl  did  abide, 
Than  whom  a  friend  more  fell  is  no- 
where found. 
It  w^as,  I  ween,  a  lovely  spot  of  ground  : 
And  there  a  season  atween  June  and 

May, 
Half  pranked  with  spring,  with  sum- 
mer half  imbrowned, 
A  listless  climate  made,  where,  sooth 
to  say. 
No  living  wight  could  work,  nor  cared 
even  for  play. 
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Was  naught  around  but  images  of  rest : 

Sleep-soothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns 
between ; 

And  flower>'  beds  that  slumberous  in- 
fluence kest, 

From  poppies  breathed;  and  beds  of 
pleaiiant  green, 

Where  never  yet  was  creeping  crea- 
ture seen. 

Meantime      unnumbered     glittering 
streamlet!)  j)layed, 

And  hurled  everywhere  their  waters 
sheen ; 

That,  as  they  bickered  through  the 
sunny  glade,  * 
Though  restless  still  themselves,  a  lull- 
ing murmur  made. 

Joined  to  the  prattle  of  the  purling 

rills. 
Were  heard  the  lowing  heixls  along  the 

vale, 
And  flocks  loud  bleating  from  the  dis- 
tant hills, 
And  VHcant  shepherds  piping  in  the 

dale; 
And   now   and   then  sweet  Philomel 

would  wail. 
Or  stock -doves  plain  amid  the  forest 

dee]). 
That   drowsy  nistled  to  the  sighing 

gale; 
And  still  a  coil  the  grasshopjier  did 

keep ; 
Yet  all  these  sounds  yblent  inclined  all 

to  sleep. 

Full  in  the  passage  of  the  vale  above, 
A  sable,  silent,  solemn  forest  stood. 
Where  naught  but  shadowy  forms  was 

seen  to  move. 
As  Mlcsse  fancied  in  her  dreamy  mood  : 
And   up  the  hills,  on  either  side,  a 

woo«l 
Of  blackening  pines,  aye  waving  to 

and  fro. 
Sent  forth  a  sleepy  horror  through  the 

blood  ; 
And  where  this  valley  winded  out  be- 
low, 
The   munnuring  main  was  heard,  and 
scarcely  heani,  to  flow. 

A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy -head  it  was. 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half- 
shut  eye : 


And  of  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that 

pass, 
Forever  flushing  round  a  summer  sky : 
There  eke  the  soft  delights,  that  witch- 

Instil  a  wanton  sweetness  through  the 
breast, 

And  the  calm  pleasures,  always  hov- 
ered nigh ; 

But  whatever  smacked  of  noyance  or 
unrest 
Was  far,  far  off  expelled  from  this  deli- 
cious nest. 


A  HTior. 

These,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Fa- 
ther, these 
Are  but  the  varied  God.    The  rolling 

year 
Is  full  of  thee.     Forth  in  the  jdeasing 

spiing 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  and 

love. 
Wide  flush  the  fields;  the  softening  air 

is  balm ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round;  the  forest 

smiles ; 
And  every  sense,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  summer 

months, 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent     Then 

thy  sun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  swell- 
ing year ; 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder 

speaks. 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling 

eve. 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hollow- wli is- 

pering  gales. 
Thy  bounty  shines  in  autumn  uncou- 

fined, 
And  spreads  a  common  feast  for  all  that 

lives. 
In  winter  awful  thou !  vrith  clouds  and 

storms 
Around  thee  thrown,  tempest  o'er  tem- 
pest rolled. 
Majestic  darkness  I    On  the  whirlwind's 

wing, 
Riding  8ui)linie,  thou  bid'st  the  world 

adore, 
And  humblest  nature  with  thy  northern 

blast. 


■      .  ■:  !■ 


JAMES  THOMSON. 
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Mjrsterioiis  round!  what  skill,  what 
force  divine, 

Deep  felt,  in  these  appear !  a  simple  train. 

Yet  so  delightful  mixed,  with  such  kind 
art, 

Snch  beauty  and  beneficence  combined ; 

Sliade,  unperceived,  so  softening   into 
shaae; 

And  all  so  forming  an  harmonious  whole  ; 

That,  as  they  still  succeed,  thev  ravish 
stilL 

But  wandering  oft,  with  brute  uncon- 
}<ciou8  gaze, 

Man  marks  not  thee,  marks  not  the 
mighty  hand. 

That,    ever    busy,    wheels    the    silent 
spheres ; 

Works  in  the  secret  deep ;  shoots,  steam- 
iug,  thence 

The  fair  profusion  that  o'erspreads  the 
spring ; 

Flings  from  the  sun  direct  the  flaming 
day; 

Feeds  every  creature ;  hurls  the  tempests 
forth ; 

And,  as  on  earth  this  grateful  change 
revolves, 

With  transport  touches  all  the  springs 
of  life. 
Nature,  attend !  join  every  living  soul. 

Beneath  the  spacious  temple  of  the  sky, 

In  adoration  join ;  and,  ardent,  raise 

One  general  song!    To  him,  ye  vocal 
gales. 

Breathe  soft,  whose  spirit  in  your  fresh- 
ness breathes : 

0.  talk  of  him  in  solitary  glooms ; 

Where,  o'er  the  rock,  the  scarcely  wav- 
ing pine 

FlUs  the  brown  shade  with  a  religious 
awe! 

And  ye,  whose  bolder  note  is  heard  afar, 

Who  shake  the  astonished  world,  lift 
high  to  heaven 

The  im|>etuou8  song,  and  say  from  whom 
you  rage. 

His  praists  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trem- 
bling rills; 

And  let  me  catch  it  as  I  muse  along. 

Ve  headlong  torrents,  rapid  and  pro- 
found; 

Ye  softer  floods,  that  lead  the  humid 
maze 

Along  the  vale ;  and  thou,  majestic  main, 

A  secret  world  of  wonders  in  thyself, 

Sound    his    stu^ndous   praise,   whose 
greater  voice 


From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocealii 


Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings 

fall. 
Soft  roll  your  incense,  herbs,  and  fruits, 

and  flowers; 
In  mingled  clouds  to  him,  whose  sun 

exalts, 
Whose  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whose 

pencil  paints. 
Ye  forests  bend,  ye  harvests  wave,  to 

him; 
Breathe  your  still  song  into  the  reaper's 

heart. 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous 

moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  heaven,  as  earth 

asleep  < 

Unconscious   lies,   effuse   your  mildest 

beams. 
Ye    constellations,   while    your    angels 

strike. 
Amid  the  simngled  sky,  the  silver  lyre. 
Great  souk'c  of  day !  best  image  here 

below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
~  world, 

round, 
On  Nature  write  with  every  beam  his 

praise. 
The  thunder  rolls :  be  hushed  the  pros- 
trate world ; 
While  cloud  to  cloud  returns  the  solemn 

hymn. 
Bleat  out  afi-esh,   ye  hills;   ye  mossy 

rocks, 
Retain  the  sound ;  the  broad  responsive 

low, 
Ye  valleys,  raise;  for  the  great  Shep- 
herd reigns. 
And  his  unsutfering  kingdom  yet  will 

come. 
Ye  woodlands  all,  awake:  a  boundless 

song 
Burst  from  the  groves;  and  when  the 

restless  day. 
Expiring,  lays  the  warbling  world  asleep. 
Sweetest    of    birds!    sweet   Philomela, 

charm 
The  listening  shades,  and  teach  the  night 

his  t>raise. 
Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation 

smiles, 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue 

of  all, 
Crown   the  great  hymn!  in  swarming 

cities  vast. 
Assembled    men    to    the    deep    oigau 

join 
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The  lonff-refloonding  voice,  oft  breaking 

cTear, 
At  solemn  paoBes,  through  the  swelling 

bass; 
And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increases 

each, 
In  one  united  ardor  rise  to  heaven. 
Or  if  YOU  rather  choose  the  rural  shade, 
And  find  a  fane  in  every  sacred  grove. 
There  let  tlie  shepherd's  flute,  the  vir- 
gin's lay, 
The  prompting  seraph,  and  the  poet's 

lyre, 
StOl  sing  the  God  of  seasons,  as  they 

roll. 
For   me,    when    I    forget    the   darling 

theme, 
"Whether  the  blossom  blows,  the  summer 

ray 
Russets    the   plain,   inspiring    autumn 

gleams. 
Or  winter  rises  in  the  blackening  east. 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  fancy  |iaint  no 

more. 
And,  dead  to  joy,  forget  my  heart  to 

beat ! 
Should  fate  command  mo  to  the  far- 
thest verge 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  distant  barbarous 

climes, 
Rivers  unknown  to  song, — where  first 

the  sun 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  his  setting 

beam 
Flames    on    the    Atlantic    isles,  —  't  is 

naught  to  me  : 
Since  God  is  ever  present,  ever  felt. 
In  the  voi<l  waste,  aK  in  the  city  full ; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes,  there  must 

be  joy. 
When  even  at  last  the  solemn  hour  shall 

come. 
And  wing  my  mystic  flight  to  future 

worlds, 
I   cheerful  will   obey;  there,   with  new 

|K)wera, 
Will  rising  wonders  sing:  I  cannot  go 
Where  Universal  l/ove  not  smiles  around, 
Sustaining  all  yon  orbs,  and  all  their 

suns; 
From  seeming  evil  still  educing  good. 
And    better   thence   again,   and   better 

still. 
In  infinite  progression.     But  I  lose 
Myself  in  him,  in  light  ineffable ! 
Come  then,  expressive  Silence,  muse  hb 

praise. 


JOHN  DYER. 

[1700-  i75i.] 
GBONGAB  HILL. 

Silent  nymph,  with  curious  eye! 
Who,  the  purple  eve,  doat  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noise  of  busy  man, 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things, 
While  the  yellow  linnet  sings, 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  forest  with  her  tale, — 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues, 
Come  and  aid  thv  sister  Muse. 
Now,  while  Phcebus,  riding  high, 
Gives  lustre  to  the  land  and  sky, 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  song,  — 
Draw  the  landscape  bright  and  strong; 
Grongar,  in  whose  mossy  cells 
Sweetly  musing  Quiet  dwells ; 
Grongar,  in  whose  silent  shade. 
For  the  modest  Muses  made. 
So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  still. 
At  the  fountain  of  a  rill. 
Sat  upon  a  flowery  bed. 
With  my  hand  beneath  my  head. 
While    strayed    my    eyes    o'er    Towy*8 

flood. 
Over  mead  and  over  wood. 
From  house  to  house,  from  hill  to  hill. 
Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  checkereil  sides  1  wind. 
And  leave   his  brooks  and  meads  be- 
hind. 
And  groves  and  ^ttos  where  I  lay. 
And  vistas  shooting  l)eams  of  day. 
Wide  and  wider  spreads  the  vale. 
As  circles  on  a  smooth  canal. 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate ! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height. 
Withdraw  their  summits  from  the  skies* 
And  lessen  as  the  others  rise. 
Still  the  prospect  wider  spreads. 
Adds  a  thousand  woods  and  meads ; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  still. 
And  sinks  the  newly  risen  hill. 

Now  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow; 
What  a  landscape  lies  below ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapors  intervene ; 
Rut  the  gay,  the  oi)en  scene 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  show. 
In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow ! 
.•Vnd,  swelling  to  embrace  the  light, 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  sight. 

Old  castles  on  the  cliffs  ftriae^ 


JOHS  OYEO. 


Prnilly  toWBTUlg  in  the  skiea ; 

KuhlE^  m>ti]  the  womls,  Ihe  iqiirM 

Mrni  from  Utave  aKtmiliDg  firee ; 

Half  hi*  bniiiB  Apotio  alieds 
^  tile  vrllow  mauutun-bcwlK, 
GlUi  t£*  H(«m  of  the  flwks. 
iui]  riliwis  on  Uic  Ixnkpii  ruclu. 

mow  nw  Ii««N  nnnuiabeml  rue, 
BwitjIU  in  nruMs  dye* : 
■Vgloomy  t>ini>,  tli»  pontar  blue, 
Thy>illuv  bewh,  Uia  wlili>  yvw, 
TT"!  •teniler  fir  ihut  Uwr  grow", 

TI«     (hirJv     oak     with      broad-niiiwul 

Ani]  biijrinii]  llir  |nup1«  grove, 

lUiuit  uT  Fhrtli^  <|ueiiii  if  lovo ! 

''•uily  u  ttie  oiwning  dawn, 

l''»  •  long  and  Irrel  lawn. 

^  vbkli  a  dark  hill,  atwp  and  high, 

HrthU  and  chunw  the  wuidcrintt  eye. 

I"-!"  ur  hi>  fret  in  Towy's  flood : 

ilu    ^ra    are    i^lothed    with    waving 

^lA  «nrirnt  towvn  rrowTi  his  l)row, 
i|'>l  raM  an  awfal  Icnk  Ivlow  ; 
^'  (loM  r>n{Fd  walln  the  ivy  rrrem, 
-^"'1  vilh  tier  »nn»  from  falHHg  keeps ; 
s>  both  a  mffty  from  the  viad 
Ji|ini>tiul  ilvpendnlira  find. 
I   I  i*  'x>*  'li"  n*"D'*  bleak  abode ; 
I  Tia  now  iJiH  ■mrtuiHnt  'if  the  toad ; 
1  M  tbarfi  tlw  fin  •erurely  feed" ; 
I  ™l  thnv  the  {Muinnaus  ailder  breeds, 
™"B]i<d  in  n)in^  mowi,  and  weeds; 
■a]',  erec  and  anon,  tbers  full 
p  ttfa)i*  of  hoary  muuUli'm]  wall. 
',TUn«  hai  anm,  —that  lifts  tho  bw 
\ni\  Uy»  the  lofty  brow,  — 
'•n  Ihb  brnkrn  iiile  complett-, 
•ith  tha  vanity  of  •tatc. 
Itiiuivnt  i*  tJie  miiU  of  Fate ! 
litti*  mle.  a  liule  »way. 
^nlieatn  in  a  winter's  day, 
'^1  tbo  nrnud  and  tiili^bty  have 
"" —  lliii  rrudle  anil  the  guv*. 
-  lb"  rivers  bo*  they  ron. 
wouda  and  niradi,  iu  abode  ftnd 

B  awift,  aometimn  ilow, — 
.xoMllDg  wavi,  thry  KO 
^JMionaJonttny  In  th»  ilerji, 
J^  bunnM  life  tn  rnillnM  afet^ti  ■ 
b  It  N'alaW*  veiilar*  wruUKht, 
•f  butntet  «tr  mnilerins  tlioiigbt : 
n  gfrm  and  gay. 

KvcT  cbaRninjt  env  new, 


When  will  the  landscape  lire  the  viei 
The  fountain's  full,  the  river's  How; 
The  woody  vnllrya,  warm  and  low ; 
The  windy  summit,  wild  and  high, 
Roughly  rushing  on  the  aky ; 
The  pleasant  >eat,  the  niijied  lower, 
The  noktvl  rofk.  the  ihndy  bower; 
The  town  and  vill^,  dome  and  fom, 
Each  gives  each  ■  donblr  ctwriD, 
A*  poirU  upon  an  fithiop'a  ann. 

Srr  on  the  nionntuin'a  Houlhern  aid 
Where  tho  prospect  opens  wide, 
When  the  evening  silds  the  tide  ; 
How  clou  and  small  the  bedgea  lie  I 
What   streaks   of    ueadow    <.-ross   the 

eye! 
A  step  raethinka  may  pass  the  stream, 
So  little  dialsQt  dangelt  aeeni ; 
So  we  mistake  the  Futnre's  face. 
Eyed  tbrough  Hope'ti  deluding  glass ; 
A*  yon  HUtninits,  aoft  and  fair, 
Clad  in  colors  of  the  air, 
Which  to  those  who  journey  near. 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  ap|iear ; 
Still  we  tread  the  same  conrae  way, 
The  present's  still  a  cloudy  day,  , 

O,  may  I  with  rnysi'ir  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  see ; 
ContBot  me  witli  an  humble  shad*. 
My  passions  tamed,  my  wiahet  laid ; 
For  while  our  wislien  wildly  roll. 
We  banish  quiet  from  the  soitl: 
'T  is  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air, 
And  niisera  Kstber  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  eveu  now,  my  joys  run  high. 
Ax  on  the  mountain- turf  I  lie; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  eings. 
And  in  the  vole  perTutnei  bis  wioga; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep ; 


And  with  music  fill  the  sky. 
Now,  sven  now,  my  joys  run  hi^h. 
Be  full,   ye   courts ;    be   great   who 

Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  skill ; 
Ojurn  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  Honr. 
Tn  vain  you  search  ;  she  is  not  there  I 
I n  vain  you  aearth  the  doinea  of  Can  I 
(•ntas  and  flowers  Quiet  trvaiU, 
On  the  mesits  and  mountiun-hnul*. 
Along  with  Pleaxure,  close  allied. 
Ever  br  each  other's  side-. 
And  often,  by  the  ninminring  rill, 
H<*n  the  tbmah.  while  all  is  eliU 
Within  tho  groves  of  Ginngu  HiU, 


i 
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WILLIAM  HAMLTON. 
[1704- 1754.] 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

Busk  ve,  busk  ye,   my  bonny  bonny 

bride, 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow ! 

Bui^k  ye,  busk  ye,  ray  bonny  bonny  bride. 

And  think  nae  mair  on  the  Braes  of 

Yarrow. 

"Where  gat  ye  that  bonny  bonny  bride  ? 

Where  gat  ye  that  winsome  marrow?" 
I  gat  her  where  I  darena  weil  be  seen, 

ru*ingthe  birkson  the  Braesof  Yarrow. 

Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  bonny  bonny 
bride. 
Weep    not,   weep   not,   my  winsome 
marrow ! 
Nor  let  thy  heart  lament  to  leave 
Pu'iugthe  birkson  the  Braesof  Yarrow. 

**Why  does  she  weep,  thy  bonny  bonny 
bride  ? 
Why  docs    she  weep,    thy  winsome 
marrow  ? 
And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  weil  be  seen, 
Pu'ing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yar- 
row?" 

Lang  maun  she  weep,  lang  maun  she, 
maun  she  weep, 
Lang  maun  she  weep  with  dule  and  sor- 
row. 
And  lang  maun  I  nae  mair  weil  be  seen, 
Pu'ing  the  birks  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

For  she  has  tint  her  lover  lover  dear, 
Her  lover  dear,  the  cause  of  sorrow. 

And  I  hae  slain  the  comeliest  swain 
That  e'er  pu'ed  birks  on  the  Braes  of 
Yarrow. 

Why  runs  thy  stream,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow, 
red  ? 
Why  on  thy  braes  heard  the  voice  of 
sorrow  ? 
And  why  yon  melancholious  weeds 
Hung  on  the  bonny  birks  of  Yarrow  t 

What 's  yonder  floats  on  the  rueful  rueful 
fliide? 
What's  yonder  floats?    0  dule  and 
sorrow ! 


'T  is  he,  the  comely  swidn  I  slew 
Upon  the  dulefiu  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Wash,  O,  wash  his  wounds,  his  wounds  in 

tears, 

His  wounds  in  tears  with  dule  and 

sorrow, 

And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weeds, 

And  lay  him  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Then  build,  then  build,  ye  sisters  sisters 
sad. 

Ye  sisters  sad,  his  tomb  with  sorrow, 
And  weep  around  in  waeful  wise. 

His  helpless  fate  on  the  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Curse  ye,  curse  ye  his  useless  uselessshield. 
My  arm  that  wrought  the  deed  of  sorrow, 

The  fatal  S]x*ar  that  pierced  his  breast, 
His  comely  breast,  on  the  Braes  of 
Yarrow. 

Did  1  not  warn  thee  not  to  lo*e. 

And  warn  from  flght,  but  to  my  sorrow; 

O'er  rashly  bauld  a  stronger  arm 
Thou  met'st,  and  fell  on  the  Braes  of 
Yarrow. 

Sweet  smells  the  birk,  green* grows,  green 
grows  tht*  gi"a.ss. 

Yellow  on  Yarrow  l>ank  the  gowan, 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  free  the  rock. 

Sweet  the  wave  of  YaiTow  flowan. 

Flows  Yari-ow  sweet  ?  as  sweet,  as  sweet 
flows  Tweed, 

As  green  its  grass,  its  gowan  as  yellow. 
As  sweet  smells  on  its  braes  the  birk, 

The  apple  frae  the  ix)ck  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  love,  fair  fair  indeed  thv  love. 
In  flowery  bands  thou  him  didst  fetter ; 

Though  he  was  fair  and  weil  beloved  again* 
Than  me  he  never  lo'ed  thee  better. 

Busk  ye,  then  busk,  my  bonny  bonny 
bride, 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winsome  marrow ! 
Busk  y(s  and  lo'e  me  on  the  banks  of 
Tweed, 
And  think  nae  mair  on  the  Braes  of 
Yarrow. 

"How  can  I  busk  a  bonny  bonny  bride, 
How  can  I  busk  a  winsome  marrow. 

How  lo'e  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
That  slew  my  love  on  the  Biues  of  Yar- 
row ?. 


ISAAC  WATTS. 


■O  y«rroir  licUa!  mavnererDevOT  rail 
>   Nut  >1bW  llif  ti'iulcrtilaiKinia  cover, 
Far  tlirnf  wa*  tiual)'  lUin  my  Iotf, 
Itj  1ov(%  at  h«  tiiul  Dot  txwa  s  luver. 

"Tbebov  pat  o 
green. 
Tti*  purple  VC3 
"^-   -    tcW 


Ilia  robo,  his  robvs  or 


Hct 


t>  lli<« 


:t  lii.  n 


"Tbe  bov  lontc  out  lii«  niilk-wliite  milk- 
wliitp  Mwl, 

rnbrrdfiil  uf  niv  JiiU  and  wrrow, 
fiat  en  th*  ta-fall  of  the  oiglil 

Ur.  Uy  a  ix>r]i*c  on  the  Unus  of  Varnxr. 

'•  Uw-h  I  rpjolinsl  Ihat  ww-ftil  waffnl  Jiiy ; 

1  laiig,  my  ruii*  tlir  wimUsirluniiiig, 
But  lurijt  pm  iiij^ht  Xhr  ximir  wus  lluwn 

That  «lf«  niy  lorp,  and  left  mo  mourn- 


e  with  thmteiiing  worda  to 


'Vnt,Tr-s;>n-lnrPthel«d,thcb.iI(inovc 
Wiiii  hndal  ulippt*  my  Wiv  covbi. 


"Rut  wlui  tb*  cx[ii<ct«il  hiuiband  hna- 

llw  hamU.  methinka,  ue  bnthod  tn 
i>lMM;ht*«. 
Ah  im  I  (that  Khaiitty  ap^ctw '«  von, 
i-'ooH  ta   hia  pale  iJiraiiil.  iil#eiling 

I   "hlruhrU,hcrTlayhi[n,Iayhimdown. 
(^  ky  Ui  cold  b«V(l  on  my  pillow ; 


"  Pale  though  tliou  art,  yet  I 
beloved, 

O,  could  my  vrarmth  tolife : 
Ye  'd  tie  alt  night  l)etwe«n  my  breniitg. 

No  youth  lay  ever  tliore  btfonj  thee 


"Palei»te,imlecd,01ovrlyloi-ely  youth. 
Forgive,  forgive  so  fiiul  a  itlMiffliler, 

Ami  lie  all  ni^lit  betwiwii  my  bi-eiuts. 
No  youth  aWl  ever  tie  tbeiv  afler." 


/  mil*, 
Hclissa  corpse  on  tile  Braeaor  Yarrow, 

ISAAC  WATTS. 
(i6j4 -■,,&: 

THB  HEAVENLY  LAND. 
TnElir.  ia  a  Itinii  of  pun'  delight. 
Where  MiuU  immortal  reigo ; 


Thpre  GVertaating  s|>ring  abides, 
And  uever-witlieriiig  llowerai 

Death,  lihe  a  naTrow  e«n,  divides 
TUia  heavenly  land  frmn  ours. 

Sweet  Relds  bryond  the  awelling  dood 

Stand  drcMed  in  living  green  ; 

80  to  tbe  Jewa  old  Canaan  stood, 

White  Jordan  rolled  between. 

But  tintoroua  mortali  start  and  shrink 

To  crow  this  narrow  sea. 
Anil  linger  ahiveriug  on  tlie  brink. 

And  fear  lo  launeh  away. 

O,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove. 
These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 

And  ac*  the  Canaan  Ihat  we  love 
With  unbectouded  oyes,-~ 

Coold  we  but  oUnib  where  Moses  stood, 

Anil  vipw  thp  lsnilitoii|ie  o'er. 
Not  Joribin'a  strmni,  nor  deatli'a  cold 

HlK»l, 

Should  Tright  us  from  the  shoTB. 
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PHILIP  DODDBIDGR 
[1703-1751.] 

YE  GOLDEN  LAMPS  OF 
FAREWELL  I 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell, 

With  all  your  feeble  light! 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  mooo, 

Pale  empress  of  the  nignt ! 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  arrayed ; 
Hy  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 

No  more  demands  thy  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  divine  abode ; 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  see  my  God. 

There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite ; 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view, 

With  infinite  delight. 


CHARLES  WESLEY. 

[1708-1788.] 

JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 

Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high : 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  stonn  of  life  be  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O,  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  supiK)!!  and  comfort  me : 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  hrlp  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  thee  1  find : 
Baise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind : 


Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 
I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 

False  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 
Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within : 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art ; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


AUGUSTUS  M.  TOPLADT. 
[1740- 1778.] 

LOVE  DIVINE,  ALL  LOVE  EXCEIXJNa 

Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven  to  earth  come  down ; 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  thy  faitliful  mercies  crown ; 
Jesus,  thou  art  all  com]»assion ! 

Pure,  unl»ounded  love  thou  art; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation. 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

Breathe,  0,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  the  promised  rest ; 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning. 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  libeity. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Ijet  us  all  thy  life  receive ; 
Suddenly  retuni,  and  never. 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave : 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above ; 
Pray  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing. 

Glory  in  thy  precious  love. 

Finish  then  thy  new  creation, 

Pure,  un.spotted  may  we  be ; 
Let  US  see  thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  by  thee : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place! 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee^ 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praiae. 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON. — WILLIAM  SHENSTONE. 
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SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 
[1709-1784.3 

OV  THE  DKATH  OF  DR.  LBVSTT. 

CoxDEMNED  to  hope's  deluiiive  mine, 
As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day. 

By  sadden  blasts,  or  slow  decline, 
Our  social  comforts  drop  away. 

Well  tried  through  many  a  varying  year. 
See  Levett  to  the  grave  descend. 

Officious,  innocent,  sincere, 
Of  every  friendless  name  the  friend. 

Yet  srill  he  fills  affection's  eve. 
Obscurely  wise  and  coarsely  kind ; 

Kor,  lettered  arrogance,  deny 
Thy  praise  to  merit  unrefined. 

^hen  fainting  nature  called  for  aid. 
And    hovering    death    prepared    the 
blow, 

Jiis  vigorous  remedy  displayed 

The  power  of  art  without  the  show. 

In  misery's  darkest  cavern  known. 
His  useful  earn  was  ever  nigh, 

^here  Hopeless  anguish  pour^hisgroan. 
And  lonely  want  retired  to  die. 

No  summons  mocked  by  chill  delay. 
No  petty  gain  disdained  by  pride ; 

The  modest  wants  of  every  day 
The  toil  of  every  day  supplied. 

His  virtues  walked  their  narrow  round. 
Nor  made  a  pause,  nor  left  a  void ; 

And  sure  the  Eternal  Master  found 
The  single  talent  well  employed. 

The  busy  day,  the  peaceful  night, 
Unfelt,  uncounted,  glided  by ; 

His  frame  was  firm,  his  powers   were 
bright. 
Though  now  hiseightieth  year  was  nigh. 

Then  with  no  fier^  throbbing  pain, 
^0  cold  gradations  of  deca v, 
Beath  broke  at  once  the  vital  chain, 
Aad  freed  his  soul  the  nearest  way. 


WILLUM  8HENST0NE. 

[1714-1763.] 

THE   SCHOOLMISTRESS. 

Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven 

snow, 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does 

yield : 
Her  apron  dyed  in  grain,  as  blue,  I 

trowe, 
As  is  the  harebell  that  adorns  the 

field: 
And  in  her  hand,  for  sceptre,  she  does 

wield 
Tway   birchen  sprays;    with  anxious 

fear  entwined. 
With  dark  distrust,  and  sad  repent- 
ance filled ; 
And  steadfast  hate,  and  sharp  afiSiction 

joined, 
And  fury  uncontrolled,  and  chastisement 

unkind. 

A  russet  stole  was  o'er  her  shoulders 

thrown ; 
A  russet  kirtle  fenced  the  nipping  air : 
'Twas  simple  russet,  but  it  was  her 

own; 
'T  was  her  own  country  bred  the  flock 

so  fair, 
'Twas  her  own  labor  did  the  fleece 

prepare ; 
And,  sooth  to  say,  her  pupils,  ranged 

around. 
Through  pious  awe,  did  term  it  passing 

rare; 
For    they    in    gaping    wonderment 

abound. 
And  think,  no  doubt,  she  Wen  the  great- 
est wight  on  ground. 

Albeit    ne   flattery   did    corrupt   her 

tnith, 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear; 
Goo<ly,   good-woman,  gossip,  n  aunt 

forsooth, 
Or  dame,  the  sole  additions  she  did 

hear; 
Yet   these  she  challenged,  these  she 

held  right  dear : 
Ne  would  esteem  him  act  as  niought 

behove. 
Who  should  not  honored  eld  with  these 

revere : 
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For  never  title  yet  so  mean  could 
prove, 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that 
title  love. 

One  ancient  hen  she  took  delight  to 

feed, 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  busy  dame ; 
Which,  ever  and  anon,  impelled  by 

uee<l. 
Into  her  school,  begirt  with  chickens, 

came ! 
Such  favor  did  her  past  deportment 

claim : 
And,  if  Neglect  had  lavished  on  the 

ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  she  would  collect 

the  same ; 
For  well  she  knew,  and  quaintly  could 

exjwund. 
What  sin  it  were  to  waste  the  smallest 

crumb  she  found. 

Herbs  too  she  knew,  and  well  of  each 

could  speak 
That  in  her  garden  sipped  the  silvery 

dew; 
Where  no  vain  flower  disclosed  a  gaudy 

streak ; 
But  herl)s  for  use,  and  physic,  not  a 

few. 
Of  gray  renown,  within  those  borders 

grew: 
The  tufted  basil,  pun-provoking  thyme. 
Fresh  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheerful 

hue; 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to 

climb ; 
And  more  1  fain  would  sing,  disdaining 

here  to  rhyme. 

Yet  euphrasy  may  not  be  left  unsung, 
That  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues 

around, 
And  pungent  radish,  biting  infant's 

tongue, 
And  plantain  ribl)ed,  that  heals  the 

reaper's  wound. 
And   marjoram   sweet,  in  shepherd's 

po«y  found, 
And  lavender,  whose  spikes  of  azure 

bloom 
Shall  Ikj,   crewhile,    in   arid  bundles 

Itoiind, 
To  lurk  amidst  the  labors  of  her  loom, 
And   crown    her    kereliiefs   cleau   with 

mickle  rare  perfume. 


.  THOMAS  GRAY. 

[1716- 1771.] 

ELEGY  WRITTEN  IN  A  COUNTRY 
CHURCHYARD. 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day. 
The  lowing  herd  windsslowly  o'er  the  lea ; 
The    ploughman    homeward  plods  his 

weary  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  daiknen  and  to 

me. 

Now  tides  the  glimmering  Imdicape  on 

the  sigh^ 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillneaB  holda, 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheeb  his  droning 

flight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant 

folds; 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  com- 

Tuain 
Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret 

bower. 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew- 
tree's  shade, 

Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  moul- 
dering heap. 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  forever  laid. 

The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  deep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing 
morn, 

The  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw- 
built  shed. 

The  coi^k's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing 
horn, 

No  more  shall  rouse  them  fh>m  their 
lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth 

shall  burn, 
Or  busv  housewife  ply  her  evening  care ; 
No  children  nm  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to 

share. 

Oft  did  the  harv.  ^t  to  their  sickle  yield. 
Their  furrow  oft  ibe  stubborn  glebe  has 
broke ; 


THOUAB   GBAT. 


\ 


How  jocBli'l  iliJ  th.'y  ilrive  tliiiif  team 
■fioi<t  I 
IT  bowol   thu   vooda  beneath  tbeir 
■turd]'  *tn>ko  1 

.  oat  AmUtioD  mock  thrk  uacful  toil, 
lit  lionwty  jnyt,  and  distiiiy  olnriirc ; 
r  iJrmnili-ut  linir   with  >  diwluiiiful 

Tlie  tliurt  and  Rmple  anuals  of  the  i>oor. 


And  all  that  botuty,  all  that  wealth  u'er 

Atnit  alike  the  inirTiuble  Uouri — 
Thr  lauhi  at  glory  biad  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  Jrou,  ye  proud,  impats  to  these  tho 


lEtv  liirniit[h  llir  long-drawn  aisle  and 
The  pmliiift  Hiitlieiii  avelts  the  note  of 


Can  ITonfirs  voice  provoke thenlpntduat. 
Or  KUltrrv  soothe  the  dull,  cold  ear  of 
Ihslht 

b  IflUl 

[^  pregnnnt  With  celestial 

I  Bm'UihnI  th'?  rod  of  empire  might  bave 

I  Ot  mke-l  til  eiiitwy  the  liring  lyre : 

It  Knowledge  to  their  oye»  her  unple 

\  Pdnh  with  the  spoils  of  tiine,  did  ne'er 

\  HiilirunuiT  n<prni«eil  their  nohle  wge. 
Ion  the  girnial  current  of  the  soiil. 
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s  Hilton  hire  inny 


mankind ', 
truth 


The  BpplauM  of  listening  senates  lo  com- 

Tlie  threats  of  puin  and  ruin  to  deiniise, 
Tu  scHltur  plenty  o'er  a  suiiliiiu  land. 
And  reiul  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their   lot   forbade:   nor   rircuniscril>eil 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  thdr  crimes 

eonflneil ; 
Forbadi-  to  wade  through  slnugbter  to  a 

And  shut  the  gatra  or  luercy  o 

The  stnigcling  pangs  of 

tohide. 
To  quench   the    blushes  of  ingenuous 

Or  heap  the  nhrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With   mcenw   kindled    at    tha   Muse's 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignohla 

Their  sober  wishet  never  learned  to  stray ; 
Along  the  coo],  seipiestereil  vale  of  life 
Tbey  kept  the  aoiseli-ss  leiior  of  their 
way. 

Yet  even  these  bone<l  from  insalt  to  pro- 
tect, 

Some  fmil  memorial  still  ereeted  nigh. 

With  uneoath  rhyme*  and  shapeless 
Boulpture  decked. 

Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  the 

unlettered  Miiae, 
The  place  of  fame  and  elegj-  supply  : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 
That  ti»cli  the  rustic  morKlist  to  die. 


1  Th«  Jirk.  anGilhaTiied  i 
ulntny  a  flownr  is  bo' 
<A  *utr  ktl  ■weetneu  o 


D  to  blush  ui 
the  desert  ai 


■■  »illagB  natnpden,  that  with  daunt- 
I  Wbteoat 

I  •»  Hnlt  tjiut  of  his  Belds  withstood ; 


For  who, 
Thiiple 
LeHlhe 


3  dnmb  forjietfiilnewi  i 
m  precincts  of  the  ihrerful 
■■  longing,  lingering  look  bo- 


On  some  fond  breast  the  patting  soul 
Some  pions  drops  the  closing  eye  re> 


62 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTURIES. 


E'en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature 

cries, 
E'en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  the  unhon- 
ored  dead, 

Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  re- 
late; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led, 

Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy 
fate, 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say : 
*  *  Oft  nave  we  seen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn. 
Brushing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away. 
To  meet  the  sun  Uj[K>n  tne  upland  lawn ; 

''There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding 

beech. 
That  wreathes  its  old,  fantastic  roots  so 

high. 
His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he 

stretch. 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles 

"Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in 
scorn, 

Muttering  his  wayward  fancies,  he  would 
rove; 

Now  drooping,  woful-wan,  like  one  for- 
lorn. 

Or  crazed  with  care,  or  crossed  in  hope- 
less love. 

"One  mom  I  missed  him  on  the  cus- 

toine<l  hill. 
Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  favorite 

tree ; 
Another  came,  — nor  yet  beside  the  rill, 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was 

ne; 

"The  next,  with  dirges  due,  in  sad  srray. 
Slow  through  the  cnurch-way  path  we 

saw  him  borne ;  — 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canst  read) 

the  lay 
Graved  on  tne  stone  beneath  yon  aged 

thorn." 

THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  un- 
known; 


Fair  Science  frowned  not  on  his  homlilB 

birth. 
And  Melancholy  marked  him  for  her  own. 

Laige  was  his  bounty, 'and  his  soul  sin- 
cere; 

Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send : 

He  gave  to  Misery  (all  he  had)  a  tear ; 

He  gained  from  Heaven  ('t  waa  all  he 
wished)  a  friend. 

No  further  seek  his  merits  to  disclose, 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread 
abode: 

(There  thej^  alike  in  trembling  hope  re- 
pose,) 

The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


ODE  OK  A  DISTANT  PROSPBCT  OV 
ETON  COLLBGX. 

Ye  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers. 

That  crown  the  watery  glade. 
Where  grateful  Science  still  adores 

Her  Henry's  holy  shade; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  AVindsor's  heights  the  expanse  below 
Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  survey ; 

Whose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flow- 
ers amonff 

Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 
His  silver- winding  way ! 

Ah,  happy  hills !  ah,  pleasing  shade  I 

Ah,  helds  beloved  in  vain  ! 
Whereoncemy  careless  childhood  strayed, 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain : 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow. 
As,  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing. 

My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe, 

And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 
To  breatlie  a  second  spring. 

Say,  Father  Thames,  for  thou  hast  seen 

Full  many  a  sprightly  race. 
Disporting  on  thy  margent  green, 

The  paths  of  pleasure  trace, 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glassy  wavef 
The  captive  linnet  which  inthrsll  f 

W^hat  idle  progeny  succeed 

To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  qwed^ 
Or  urge  the  flying  baUl 


WILLIAM  COLUXS. 
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Whne  tome,  on  nnimt  bnaiuess  beut, 

Their  murmnriiig  labors  ply 
'Gainst  gnver  hours,  that  bnngconstraint 

To  ftweeten  liberty. 
Some  bold  adventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 
And  unknown  regions  dare  descry : 

StOl  as  they  run,  they  look  behind ; 

Tliey  hear  a  voice  in  eveiy  wind. 
And  snatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gar  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 
Less  pleasing  when  poKtesse^i ; 

The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed, 
The' sunshine  of  the  breast. 

Tlieirs  buxom  hralth  of  rosy  hue, 

Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new, 

And  lively  cheer  of  vigor  born ; 

The  thoughtlefis  day,  the  easy  night, 
Th4%  spirits  pure,  the  slumbers  light. 

That  fly  the  approach  of  mom. 

Alas !  reganlless  of  their  doom. 

The  little  victims  play ; 
No  sense  luive  thev  of  ills  to  come, 

Xor  care  lieyond  to-day ; 
Yet  see  how  all  nrountl  tnem  wait 
The  ministers  of  human  fate. 
And  black  MiMfortune*s  baleful  train. 

Ah!    show  them  where  in   ambush 
stand. 

To  seize  their  prey>  the  murtherous 
bau'l : 
Ah,  tell  them  they  are  men  I 

Thew  shall  the  fury  passions  tear, 

The  vultures  of  the  mintl, 
Disdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 

And  Shame,  that  skulks  beliind ; 
Or  pining  !x»ve  shall  wasite  their  youth , 
Or  J««lousy  with  rankling  tooth, 
That  inlv  gnaws  the  secret  heart ; 

And  I^nvy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 

Orim-viiMge«l,  comfortless  Dcs|iair, 
And  Sorrow  s  i«ercing  dart. 


Ambition  this  shaU  tempt  to  rise, 

Thnn  whirl  the  wretch  firom  high, 
To  bitter  Scorn  a  sacriAce, 

And  grinning  Infamv. 
The  8tin)(s  of  Falsehood  those  shall  try, 
Ajd  hard  Unkindness*  altered  ev^ 
That  moi>ka  the  tear  it  forced  to'flow ; 
^M  k'wi  Remorse  with  blood  deflled, 
itiid  moody  Madness  laughing  wild 
4«ld  sevtreit  ,roe. 


Lo !  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen, — 
The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen : 
Thitf  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins. 
That  every  laboring  sinew  strains. 
Those  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage : 

Lo !  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band, 

That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand ; 
And  slow-consuming  Age. 

To  each  his  sufferings :  all  are  men. 

Condemned  alike  to  p-oan ; 
The  tender  for  another  s  pain. 

The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 
Yet,  ah!   why  should  they  know  their 

fate, 
Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  late. 
And  happiness  too  swiftly  flies ! 

Thougtit  would  destroy  their  paradise. 

No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  bliss, 
T  is  folly  to  be  wise. 


WILLIAM  COLLINS. 

[1730-1756.] 

DIRGE  IN  CYHBELINX. 

To  fair  Fidele's  grassy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet  of  earliest  bloom, 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  spring. 

No  wailing  ghost  shall  dare  apjiear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  miiet  grove ; 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  nere, 
And  melting  vii^ns  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen, 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew ; 

But  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green. 
And  dress  thy  grave  with  pearly  dew. 

The  redbreast  oft  at  evening  hours 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 

With  hoary  moss  and  gathered  flowers 
To  deck  the  groun«l  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds  and  Ix'ating  rain 
In  tempest  shake  the  sylvan  cell, 

Or  midst  the  chase  upon  the  plain, 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwclL 
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Eacli  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore, 
For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed ; 

Beloved  till  life  can  charm  no  more, 
And  mourned  till  Pity's  self  be  dead. 


ODE  TO  EVENING. 

If  aught  of  oaten  stop  or  pastoral  song 
May  nope,  chaste   Lve,  to  soothe  thy 
modest  ear, 
Like  thy  own  solemn  springs. 
Thy  springs,  and  dyiug  gales,  — 

0  nymph  reserved,  while  now  the  bright- 

naired  Sun 
Sits  in  yon  western  tent,  whose  cloudy 
skirts, 
With  braid  ethereal  wove, 
O'erhang  his  wavy  bed : 

Now  air  is  hushed,  save  where  the  weak- 
eyed  bat. 
With  short,  shrill  shriek  flits  by  on  leath- 
ern wing; 
Or  where  the  beetle  winds 
His  small  but  sullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rises  midRt  the  twilight  path, 
Against  the  pilgrim  Iwi-nein  heedless  hum ; 
Now  teach  me,  maid  composed, 
To  breathe  some  softened  stiain. 

Whose  numbers,  stealing  through  thy 

darkening  vale, 
May  not  unseemly  with  its  stillness  suit ; 

As,  musing  slow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial,  loved  return  I 

For  when  thv  folding-star  arising  shows 
His  mly  circlet,  at  his  waniing  lamp, 
Tlie  fragrant  Hours,  and  Elves 
Who  slept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  Nymph  who  wreathes  her 

brows  with  sedge. 
And  sheds  the  freshening  dew,  and,  love- 
lier still. 
The  pensive  Pleasures  sweet, 
Prepare  thy  shadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  and  heathy 

scene; 
Or  find  some  ruin  midst  its  dreary  dells. 

Whose  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 


Or,  if  chill,  blustering  winds,  or  driving 
rain, 

Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  liut 
That  from  the  mountaiirs  side 
Views  wilds,  and  swelling  floods, 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-discovered 

spires; 
And  hears  their  simple  bell,  and  marks 
o'er  all 
Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 
The  gradual,  dusky  veiL 

While  Spring  shall  jraur  his  showers,  as 

on;  he  wont. 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekest 
Eve! 
While  Summer  loves  to  sport 
Beneath  thy  lingering  lignt ; 

While  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with 

leaves ; 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous 
air, 
Aflrights  thy  shrinking  train. 
And  rudely  rends  thy  robes,  — 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 
Shall  Fancy,  Friendship,  Science,  smiling 
Peace, 
Thy  gentlest  influence  own. 
And  love  thy  favorite  name ! 


JAMES  MERRICK. 

[1720-1769.] 

THE  CHAMELEON. 

Oft  has  it  been  mv  lot  to  mark 
A  proud,  conceited,  talking  spark. 
With  eyes  that  haitily  served  at  most 
To  guard  their  master  'gainst  a  post ; 
Yet  round  the  world  the  blade  has  beeu^ 
To  see  whatever  could  be  seen. 
Returning  from  his  finished  tour. 
Grown  ten  times  perter  than  before ; 
Whatever  word  you  chance  to  drop. 
The  travelled  fool  your  month  will  sto 
"Sir,  if  my  judgment  vou  *11  allow— 
1  've  s<*en  —  and  sure  I  ought  to  knor 
So  begs  you  'd  pay  a  due  submissioOi 
And  acquiesce  m  his  decision. 


1     :      ■ 


=  .     -I    ■ 


-..1. 


t  i    : 


OUTEE  COLDSMn-H. 


T<ro  tmrvllen  of  nich  a  cost, 
A.<  o'pr  Anbii'i  wtlils  thcf  iiaiseil, 
Abd  on  their  way,  in  frienilly  cbnt, 
Nuw  ulk«d  of  tbU.  and  then  of  thnt, 
L»ucouTwd  awhile,  'mongBt  other  mat- 
tor. 
Of  the  chMieleon'i  form  and  nature. 
"  A  MnngBT  animal,"  vrieB  oue, 
"SuT«  nercr  livfd  beneath  the  ann : 
A  liianra  bud)',  lenn  and  long, 
A  fith'i  hod,  a  HTpetit's  ton^e. 
Iti  foot  with  triple  claw  di^mni^d; 
And  what  a  len^h  of  tail  faehiud  I 
[    Row  flaw  iUpacu!  and  tlien  its  hue— 
Who  (iror  mw  BO  fine  a  blue  ( " 

"HoicI  there,"  the  other  quiok  replies ; 
"'T  ia  grt«n,  I  tnw  it  with  th«ae  eyes, 
A*  late  with  open  mouth  it  lay. 
And  warmnl  jt  in  the  sunny  ray; 
8<i*tched  at  iu  pom  the  beast  1  Tiewed, 
Anil  MW  it  eat  the  air  for  food." 
'  I  're  wen  it,  air,  sa  well  as  yon, 
,   Anil  mnit  again  affinu  it  blue; 
At  leiiiiir"  I  the  beast  lurvejeit 
£ll«iiil(rd  in  the  cooling  ihade," 

"T  ia  RTKu,  't  ii  gr«en,  eir,  1  avinre 


"  'T  were  tiogn*tlo«»,"  the  friend  mpliva ; 
"  Tor  if  th'y  alwajya  urre  you  tliui^ 
Yon  'II  find  them  but  of  little  nw." 

So  high  at  lait  the  «>nt«t  row. 
From  worda  thry  alinoat  came  to  blows: 
VTbra  luckily  ratne  by  a  third ; 
To  him  tlie  nuration  they  rnfernd. 
And  Ivggtd  he'd  tell  them,  ifhi^  knew, 

I  Wbvltwr  tiM  thing  was  ^ri<«ii  or  blue. 

L      I       "Sirt,"  criea  the  uni|nra,  "ciwse  your 

■  I  pother: 

m     I   Thit  craaton-  's  neither  one  nor  t'  other. 

■  I  1' 
■■  Ab 

i 


riracd  it  o'er  by  isndUlight; 

llMl  it  well,  -I  wajt  htavk  as  jet— 
.'«a  atam—  Inil.  «ir*,  I  V  got  it  yet, 
Andcw  ptwliuie  Lt"  — "Ptav.  «r,  do; 
1  11  Uj  mv  life  the  thing  is  blue." 
"Aud  I  'II  he  awom,  that  when  yon  've 

1  green." 
tlouljt." 


H'Wutbx 

Ami  ■hi-n  l-foii 


Both  stared ;  the  rnan  looked  wondrona 

"My  children,"  the  chameleon  criea 
(Thru  flnt  the  nreatum  found  a  tongue), 
"You  all  are  right,  and  all  are  wrong: 
When  next  you  talk  of  what  you  view, 
Think  othera  see  as  well  as  you  ; 
Kar  wonder  if  you  Knd  that  none 
Prefers  your  eyesight  to  his  own." 


Om'ER  GOLDSMITn. 


PROU  "TBK  DESERTED  VTLLAOK.' 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  nt 


ing  notes  came  sonened  From 
I  responsive  aa  the  milkmaid 


The  playful  children  juiit  let  loose 
The  walch-do^'s  voice  that  bayed  the 


And  HUed  each  pause  the  nightingale  had 


1  the 
gale. 
No  busy  slepa  the  grass-grown  footway 

But  all  tbe  bloomy  llu»h  of  life  is  Aed. 
All  but  yon  widowd,  solitary  thine. 
Thai  fwhiy   bends   beside    the    pUahy 

She,  wrPtched  matron,  foiwd  in  age.  for 

To  strip  the  brook  wilh  mantling cr«se» 

To  pick  her  wintry  fagot  from  the  ihom. 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till 
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She  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train. 
The  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  copse,  where  once  the 

garden  smiled. 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower 

grows  wild, 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place 

disclose. 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion 

rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a 

year; 
Bemote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'er  had  changed,  nor  wished  to 

change,  his  place ; 
Unpractised  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power, 
By  doctrines  fashioned  to  the  varying 

hour; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to 

prize. 
More  skilled  to  raise  the  wretched  than 

to  rise. 
His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant 

train, 
He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved 

their  pain ; 
The    long-remembered    beggar  was  his 

guest, 
Whose  oeard  descending  swept  his  aged 

breast; 
The  ruined  spendthrift,  now  no  longer 

Sroud, 
kindred    there,   and  had  his 

claims  allowed ; 
The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night 

awav; 
Wept  o'er  tis  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow 

done, 
Shouldered  his  crutch,  and  showed  how 

fields  were  won. 
Pleased  with  his  guests,  the  good  man 

learned  to  glow, 
And  quite  forgot  tneir  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  faults  to 

scan, 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his 
pride, 
I  And  even  his  failings  leaned  to  virtue's 
side : 
But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call, 
He  watched  and  wept,  he  prayed  and 
felt  for  all; 


And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment 

tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledged  offspring  to  the 

skies, 
He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull 

delay, 
Allured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the 

way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was 

laid, 
And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain  by  tarns 

dismayed, 
The  reverend  champion  stood.    At  his 

control, 
Despair  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling 

soul; 
Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch 

to  raise, 
And  his  last,  faltering  accents  whispered 

praise. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unaffected 

grace, 
His  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double 

sway, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  sooff,  remained 

to  pray. 
The  service  past,  around  the  pious  man, 
With  steady  zeal,  each  honest  nistic  ran  ; 
Even  children  followed,  with  endearing 

wile. 
And  plucked  his  gown,  to  share  the  good 

man's  smile. 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  ex- 

pressed, 
Their  welfare  pleased  him,  and  their  cares 

distressed ; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs, 

were  given, 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in 

heaven. 
As  some  tall  cliff,  that  lifts  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves 

the  storm. 
Though  round  its  breast  the  rolling  clouds 

are  spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts 
the  way. 
With  blossomed  furze  unprofitably  gay, 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skilled  to  rule. 
The  village  master  taught  hislittleschool 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view; 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew: 


THOMAS   PERCY. 


--  ^r 

Von  well  Ihej  Uoghei],  with  coimb^rfeited 

glee. 
At  M  hui  }6kt*,  tor  many  a  joke  had  he : 

Fall  wellu«bil*Twhu[ieT,dicli ' 

Conrrjpd  ihr  liuunl  lii""  " 

frnrnciL 

Trt  ho  WHS  IdnJ,  or  if  wvfre  in  (ught. 
The  lovs  he  ban  to  Irnming  WM  in  tniilt, 
f^  TtlU)^  all  Jeclaral  now  much  he 

*T  •ran  crnaiD  lie  rauld  mile,  and  cipher 

I  MvU  he  cmilil  measure,  times  and  tiilM 

Ami  BTMi  theitonrnnthathocouldipiiffe; 
I  >^  irguing.  too.  (ha  pmonowni'ilhU  skill, 
Vai,  evaa  Iboush  (uiquUhcd,  he  could 

Vfhilc  w.inln  of  JMrned  l«iigili  tad  tbim- 

ilrring  Bountl 
AtiHindthisgiuiiignuticantiffed  aroiiml; 
AuiUiill  thej  ffttd.  and  slillthe  wondtT 

I    ^t  one  mall  bead  could  cany  all  he 

I  »''«>P*»!"*11l>i>'*n]F.  Theror^apot 
I   "hnr*  DiaDjr  a  time  he  triuiai>hed  u  (or- 

V        P"- 

•"»r  yundor  Ihore.  that  tifU  its  head  on 

"■!*  ooro   th»   ligD-poat   can^l  tlie 

^^  lis  that  houM  whaPB  nut-brown 
„  dniight*  ili«]itr«l, 

•*•»  );niy-beaixl  niirth  and  imiliiig  toil 
„.^       ntirr'l, 

"»»«„  TiUajie  Matramea  talkeii  with 
,  looki  prafomul, 

^'^  am  mutJi  older  than  their  ale  went 

'!J»«Bl,i.ti'o''t.  fondly  »tooi«  to  tmec 
■?*  Iwiora^lPiidunafttutrpHtiri'plnce: 
"**  *hit.Tr«Ju!.d  mOl;  the  nicely  aand^d 
Tk         """! 

"**  nmiihed  riock  that  cliek^.I  Iwhind 
_         lie  doof; 

V™^»«.cooiri»oJ  adoubte  d-H  tnpay, 
I       «d  by  night,  a  i^ett  of  drawera  l>y 


'*tatlir*|{cndralc«j  the  royal  gamB  of 
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uhilltHi 


Tlie  hearth,  exi;ept  when 
the  day, 

With  aqicu  lioughi  and  floweri  and  fen- 
nel Biiy ; 

While   broken  teacupt,  wisely  kept  fur 

lUnged  o'er  the  chintoey,  gliateDitd  in  a 


Tain,  traiuitary  spleiidura  I  could  not 

Reprieve  the  tottering  mansion  tnm  iu 

fall; 
Ohacurc  it  ainki,  nor  ihall  it  more  im]iart 
Au  hour's  importance  to  Uiu  jxHir  liiali  ■ 

Thither  no  more  the  peasant  aliatl  rvpair 

To  »wv«t  oblivion  of  hU  daily  cure ; 

Ni)  more  the  former's  news,  the  buber'a 

tale, 
Ko  more  the  woodmon'i  ballad  ahall  pre- 

Ho  more  the  smith  his  dusky  brow  shall 

Relax  his  panderous  strength,  anil  lean 

The  host  himself  no  lon^r  shall  be  found 
Cnreful  to  see  the  man  tliui[bliMgo round  ; 
N' or  the  eoj  mflid,  half  willing  to  be  presl, 
tibaU  kiss  the  cup  to  pas9  it  to  the  rest. 


THOMAS  PERCY. 


THE  nUAR  OF  ORDERS  ORAT. 

Ir  was  n  friiir  of  onlrrs  ;;rBy 
Walked  forth  to  tell  liisWds, 

And  he  met  with  a  Udy  fair, 
L'Ud  in  ■  pilgrim's  weeds. 

"Now  Clirist  thee  snTe,  thoa  rererend 

I  pray  lliee  tell  to  me, 
If  ever  st  yon  holy  iihrine 
My  tnte-iovo  thou  didst  see." 

"And  bow  should  I  know  jrour  tme-love 

From  many  another  one  i" 
"Ob!  by  his  cockle  bat,  and  itaC^ 

And  by  his  sandsl  ihoon; 
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"  But  chiefly  by  bis  face  and  mieii, 

That  were  so  fair  to  view, 
His  flaxen  locks  that  sweetly  curled, 

And  eyes  of  lovely  blue." 

"0  lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone  t 

Lady,  he 's  dead  and  gone ! 
And  at  his  head  a  green  grass  turf, 

And  at  his  heels  a  stone. 

"  Within  these  holy  cloisters  long 
He  languished,  and  he  died, 

Lamenting  of  a  lady's  love, 
And  'plaining  of  her  pride. 

'*  Here  bore  him  barefaced  on  his  bier 
Six  proper  youths  and  tall ; 

And  many  a  tear  bedewed  his  grave 
Within  yon  kirkyard  wall." 

**  And  art  thou  dead,  thou  gentle  youth  T 
And  art  thou  dead  and  gone  ? 

And  didst  thou  die  for  love  of  me  f 
Break,  cruel  heart  of  stone  !" 

**0,  weep  not,  lady,  weep  not  so; 

Some  ghostly  comfort  seek : 
Let  not  vain  sorrow  rive  thy  heart, 

Nor  tears  bedew  thy  cheek." 


"0  do  not,  do  not,  holy  friar. 

My  sorrow  now  reprove ; 
For  I  have  lost  the  sweetest  youth 

That  e'er  won  lady's  love. 

**  And  now,  alas !  for  thy  sad  loss 
I  '11  evermore  weep  and  sigh ; 

For  thee  I  only  wished  to  live, 
For  thee  I  wish  to  die." 

**  Weep  no  more,  lady,  weep  no  more ; 

Thy  sorrow  is  in  vain : 
For  violets  plucked,  the  sweetest  shower 

Will  ne'er  make  grow  again. 

"  Our  joys  as  winged  dreams  do  fly ; 

Why  then  should  sorrow  last  ? 
Since  grief  but  aggravates  thy  loss, 

Grieve  not  for  what  is  past." 

**0,  say  not  so,  thou  holy  friar ! 

I  pray  thee  say  not  so ; 
For  since  my  true-love  died  for  me, 

'T  is  meet  my  tears  should  flow. 

'*  And  will  he  never  come  again  f 
Will  he  ne'er  come  again? 


Ah,  DO !  he  is  dead,  and  laid  in  his  grave. 
Forever  to  remain. 

**  His  cheek  was  redder  than  the  rose,  — 
The  comeliest  youth  was  he ; 

But  he  is  dead  and  laid  in  his  grave, 
Alas !  and  woe  is  me." 

**  Sigh  no  more,  lady,  sigh  no  more. 

Men  were  deceivers  ever ; 
One  foot  on  sea  and  one  on  land. 

To  one  thing  constant  never. 

**  Hadst  thou  beenfond,  he  had  been  false. 
And  left  thee  sad  and  heavy ; 

For  young  men  ever  were  fickle  found. 
Since  summer  trees  were  leafy." 

"Now  say  not  so,  thou  holy  friar, 

1  pray  thee  say  not  so ; 
My  love  he  had  the  truest  heart,  — 

0,  he  waa  ever  true ! 

"And  art  thou  dead,  thou  much-loved 
youth. 

And  didst  thou  die  fur  me? 
Then  farewell  home ;  forevermore 

A  pilgrim  1  will  be. 

"  But  first  unon  my  true-love's  grave 

My  weary  limbs  1  '11  lay. 
And  thrice  I  '11  kiss  the  green  grass  turf 

That  wraps  his  breathless  clay. " 

"Yet  stav,  fair  lady,  rest  awhile 

Beneath  this  cloister  wall ; 
The  cold  wind  through  the  hawthorn 
blows. 

And  drizzly  rain  doth  fall." 

"0,  stay  me  not,  thou  holy  friar, 

O  stay  me  not,  I  pmy ; 
No  drizzly  rain  that  falls  on  me 

Can  wash  my  fault  away." 

"Yet  stay,  fair  lady,  turn  again, 

And  dry  those  nearly  tears ; 
For  see,  beneath  tnis  gown  of  gray 

Thy  own  true-love  appears. 


"  Here,  forced  by  erief  and  hopeless 
These  holy  weeds  I  sought ; 

And  here,  amid  these  lonely  walla. 
To  end  my  days  I  thought. 

"  But  haply,  for  my  year  of  grace 
Is  not  yet  passed  away, 


love, 


i 


WILUAM   COWPER. 


"Kow  fiirmrFH  grier.  and  welcome  joy 
I    Duct  Bion  unto  my  hMrt: 
nor  (inra  I  'va  round  Ui«,  lorely  jroulh, 
DVtriDOre  will  imrt." 


WILLIAM  COWPEB. 


I  or  THE  ROTAI.  0£OBOK 

Toil  for  the  br»Te  I 

The  braTc  tlial  an  no  more ! 
All  sunk  btoraCb  the  wave 

Fut  bj  tlieir  uatiTe  «hore  I 

Ei^t  hundrml  of  ihe  bnre, 
WboM!  coiuage  well  wu  tri«l, 

Hxl  made  the  veami  hfel, 
And  Uid  her  on  b«r  airU. 

A  Und-bmte  ihook  the  slirouds 

And  ibe  «u  arrnet ; 
Daon  went  the  Koyal  Ueorf(e, 

With  oU  her  crew  complete. 

I   Toll  for  tlie  brave  1 

RriTe  KemjienTKlt  u  gone ; 
Hi*  l*«t  KB'^ht  U  fought, 
Hia  work  of  glory  done. 

It  waa  not  in  the  battle  ; 

No  tempest  give  the  shock  ; 
Bbe  (ptang  no  fulal  leak, 

"  i  ran  ujion  no  rock. 

Ul*  awonl  va*  in  itH  nlieatb, 

Hti  HnKen  held  the  pen, 
When  Kriiipenfelt  went  down 

With  twice  (our  huudriHl  men. 

Vagh  ihf  vnnvl  np, 
Oni*  dnodi-il  by  oiir  fot-B ! 

Anil  mingle  with  our  cup 
The  tear  thai  En^ind  owei. 

H»f  tmiVnt  yet  n*  Hound, 

And  ibe  nuty  llont  aoain, 
full  i-hari{ed  with  l^n^nnJ's  thander. 

And  ^uogb  the  iliitaiil  main. 


But  Kuiupenfplt  is  gone. 


UKES  TO  MT 


O  THAT  tlioai!  liiH  hid  lunguugf^  I 

hns  paasej 
With  m«  but  roughly  since  I  beard  tiiei 


Those  lips  are  tliiui 

smile  1  see. 
Tbe  aanie  that  oit  i: 


—  thy  own  «w«t 
childhood  solaced 


Voine  only  foils,  else  ho*  di«tiuct  they  »ay, 
"Grieve  not,  my  child;  chase  all  thy 

feATS  away  !" 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Itlest  be  the  art  that  cuo  immortalize, 
Tbe  art  that  Inffles  time's  tyrannic  claim 
Tu  quench  it!>ben:shineeon  niestill  the 

FHitbful  remeinbrancer  of  one  so  dmr, 

Owetcomeguest,  though  unelpectvd  here! 
Who  bid'st  me  honor  withansrtlessson;^ 
Aflectianate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 
I  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone. 
Hut  gladly,  as  thv  precept  were  bcr  own ; 
Ai.d,  while  that  face  rene«'smylilia1gr|pr, 
Kamnr  shall  weave  a  i:harTn  for  my  relief, 
Shall  atcrp  me  in  Elyuan  revxry. 
A  momentary  dream  that  thou  art  she. 
My  mother !  when  1  learned  that  thou 


tdead. 


of  the  b 


begun  I 
ipstliouj 


Perhaps  (liou  guv'sl  me,  though  unfelt,  ■ 


1  heard  the  bell  (oiled  on  thy  burial  day, 
1  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  [lire  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nursery  window. 

drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu  1 
But  wasit  «ui:h?     It  was.     Where  thou 
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The  parting  words  shall  pass  my  lips  no 

morel 
Thy  maidens,  grieved  themselves  at  my 

concern, 
Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return ; 
What  aixleutly  1  wished  1  long  believed, 
And,  disapfioin  ted  still,  was  still  deceived ; 
By  expectation  every  day  beguiled. 
Dupe  of  to-niorrow  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to>morrow  came  and 

went. 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrows  spent, 
1  learned  at  last  submission  to  my  lot ; 
But,  though  1  less  deplored  thee,  ne*er 

foigot. 
Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard 

no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nursery 

floor; 
And  where  the  ffardener  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bawbie  coach,  and 

wrapped 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  capped, 
'T  is  now  become  a  history  little  known, 
That  once  we  called  the  pastoral  houst' 

our  own. 
81iort>lived  possession  !  but  the  record  fair, 
That  memory  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness 

there. 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm  that  has 

effaced 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply 

traced. 
Thy  niffhtly  visits  to  my  chamber  made^ 
That  thou  mightst  know  me  safe  and 

warmly  laid,  — 
All  this,  and,  more  endearing  still  than 

all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no 

fall, 
Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracts  and 

breaks 
That  humor  interposed  too  often  makes,  — 
All  this,  still  legible  in  memory's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age, 
Adds  ioy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honors  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may ; 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere, 
Not  scorned  in  heaven,  though  little  no> 

ticed  here. 
Could  Time,  his  flight  reversed,  restore 

the  hours 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissued 

flowers. 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  pricked  them  mto  pa{)er  with  a  pin. 


(And  thou  wast  happier  than  mywU  the 
while, 

Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my 
head,  and  smile,) — 

Could  those  few  pleasant  days  agsin  sp- 
pear. 

Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish 
them  here  T 

I  would  not  trust  my  heart, — the  dear 
deliffht 

Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might. 

But  no, — what  here  we  call  oar  life  is 
such. 

So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  so  much. 

That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  con- 
strain 

Thy  nnbonnd  spirit  into  bonds  again. 
Thou,  as  a  gallant  bariL  from  Albion's 
coast 

(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean 
crossed) 

Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-havened 
isle. 

Where  s]iices  breathe  and  brighter  sea- 
sons smile ; 

There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that 
show 

Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  be- 
low. 

While   airs  impregnated  with  incense 


1(1  her. 


Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers 

gay.— 

So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift !  hast 
reached  the  shore. 

Where  tempests  never  beat,  nor  billows 
roar  ; 

And  thy  loved  consort,  on  the  dangerous 
tide 

Of  life,  long  since  has  anchored  by  thy 
side. 

But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest. 

Always  from  port  withheld,  always  dis- 
tressed, — 

Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tem- 
pest-tossed. 

Sails  npped,  seams  opening  wide,  and 
compass  lost ; 

And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting 
force 

Sets  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous 
course. 

Yet  0,  the  thought  that  thou  art  safe, 
and  he !  — 

That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to 
me. 

My  boast  is  not  that  I  deduce  my  birth 


wiLUAU  juuns  mCKLE. 
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From  kuna  entlmmed,  and  rulers  of  the 

earth; 
Bat  hi{[her  far  my  proud  pretensions 

nae, — 
The  son  of  parents  passed  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell !  —  Time,  unrevoked, 

has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wished  is 

done. 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in 

vain, 
I  teem  to  have  lived  my  childhood  o*er 

again,— 
To  have  renewed  the  joys  that  once  were 

mine 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And  while  the  wings  of  Fancy  still  are 

free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half   succeeded    in    his 

theft,— 
Thyself  removed,  thy  power  to  soothe  me 

left 


KTSTERIES  OF  PROVIDENCB. 

GoT)  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
His  wonders  to  perform ; 

He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
Aud  rides  upon  the  storm. 

Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 
Of  never-failing  skill, 
f  treasures  up  his  bright  desis^is, 


He 


And  works  his  sovereign  will. 

Te  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ! 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Arp  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 

In  measings  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  senae^ 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

Hii  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste. 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

Blind  unbelief  ia  sure  to  err. 
And  scan  hia  worka  in  vain ; 

God  is  hia  own  interpreter. 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


WILLIAM  JULIUS  MICKLE. 
[1734- 1788.1 

THE  MARINER'S  WIFB. 

And  are  ye  sure  the  news  is  true ! 

And  are  ye  sure  he 's  weel  ? 
Is  this  a  time  to  think  o'  wark  ? 

Mak  haste,  lay  by  your  wheel ; 
Is  this  the  time  to  spin  a  thread. 

When  Colin  's  at  the  door? 
Reach  down  my  cloak,  I  '11  to  the  quay. 

And  see  him  come  ashore. 
For  there 's  nae  luck  al>out  the  house. 

There 's  nae  luck  at  a* ; 
There 's  little  pleasure  in  the  house 

When  our  gudeman  's  awa*. 

And  gie  to  me  my  bigonet. 

My  bishop's  satin  gown ; 
For  I  maun  tell  the  baillie's  wife 

That  Colin  *8  in  the  town. 
My  Turkey  slippers  maun  gae  on. 

My  stockings  pearly  blue ; 
It  *8  a*  to  pleasure  our  gudeman. 

For  he 's  baith  leal  and  true. 

Rise,  lass,  and  mak  a  clean  fireside. 

Put  on  the  muckle  ]K>t ; 
Gie  little  Kate  her  button  gown. 

And  Jock  his  Sunday  coat ; 
And  mak  their  shoon  as  black  as  slaes. 

Their  hose  as  white  as  snaw ; 
It  *s  a'  to  please  my  ain  gudeman. 

For  he  s  been  lang  awa'. 

There  *s  twa  fat  hens  upo'  the  coop. 

Been  fed  this  month  and  mair; 
Mak  haste  and  thraw  their  necks  about. 

That  Colin  weel  may  fare ; 
And  mak  our  table  neat  and  clean. 

Let  everything  look  braw, 
For  wha  can  tell  how  Colin  fared 

When  he  was  far  awa'  ? 

Sae  true  his  heart,  sae  smooth  his  speech, 

His  breath  like  caller  air ; 
His  very  foot  has  music  in 't 

As  he  comes  up  the  st^ir. 
Aud  will  I  see  his  face  again  f 

And  will  I  hear  him  8TM>ak  ? 
I  'm  downright  dizzy  wi  the  thought. 

In  troth  1  'm  like  to  greet ! 

The  cauld  blasts  o'  the  winter  wind. 
That  thirled  through  my  heait, 
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Tliey  're  a'  blawn  by,  I  hae  him  safe, 
Till  death  we  *11  never  part ; 

But  what  puts  parting  in  my  head  f 
It  may  be  far  awa' ! 

The  present  moment  is  our  ain, 
The  neist  we  never  saw. 

Since  Colin  's  weel,  and  weel  content, 

I  hae  nae  roair  to  crave ; 
And  gin  I  live  to  keep  him  sae, 

I  'm  blest  aboon  the  lave. 
And  will  1  see  his  face  again  ? 

And  will  I  hear  him  sneak ! 
I  'm  downright  dizzy  wi  the  thought. 

In  troth  1  *m  like  to  greet. 
For  there 's  nae  luck  about  the  house, 

There 's  nae  luck  at  a' ; 
There  *s  little  pleasure  in  the  house 

When  our  gudeman  's  awa*. 


JAMES  BEATTIB. 

[1735-1803.] 

THE  HERMIT. 

At  the  close  of  the  day,  when  the  ham- 
let is  still, 

And  mortals  the  sweets  of  foi^etfulness 
prove, 

When  naught  but  the  torrent  is  heard 
on  the  hill. 

And  naught  but  the  nightingale's  song 
in  the  grove, 

'T  was  thus,  by  the  cave  of  the  moun- 
tain afar. 

While  his  harp  rung  symphonious,  a 
hermit  began ; 

No  more  with  himself  or  with  nature  at 
war. 

He  thought  as  a  sage,  though  he  felt  as 
a  man  : 

**Ah!  why,  all  abandoned  to  darkness 
and  woe, 

Why,  lone  Philomela,  that  languishing 
fall  ? 

For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  be- 
stow. 

And  sorrow  no  longer  thy  bosom  in  thrall. 

But,  if  pity  inspire  thee,  renew  the  sad 
lay,— 

Mourn,  sweetest  com  plainer,  man  calls 
thee  to  mourn ; 


0,  soothe  him  whose  pleasures  like  thine 

pass  away  1 
Full  quickly  they  pass,  —  but  they  never 

return. 

'*Now,ffliding  remote  on  the  vei^ge  of  the 
sky. 

The  moon,  half  extinguished,  her  cres- 
cent displays ; 

But  lately  I  marked  when  majestic  on 
high 

She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in 
her  blaze. 

Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  glad- 
ness pursue 

The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendor 
again  1 

But  man's  faded  glory  what  change  shall 
renew? 

Ah,  fool  I  to  exult  in  a  glory  so  vain  1 

"*Tis  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely 

no  more. 
I  mourn,  but,  ye  woodlands,   I  mourn 

not  for  you ; 
For  morn  is  approaching  your  charms  to 

restore, 
Perfumed  with  fresh  fmgrance,  and  glit- 
tering with  dew. 
Nor  yet  for  the  ravageof  winter  1  mourn,  — 
Kina  nature  the  embryo  blossom  will 

save; 
But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  moulder^ 

ing  urn  ? 
0,  when  shall  day  dawn  on  the  night  of 

the  grave  ? 

"'T  was  thus,  by  the  glare  of  false'science 
betrayed, 

That  leads  to  bewilder,  and  dazzles  to 
blind. 

My  thoughts  wont  to  roam  from  shade 
onward  to  shade. 

Destruction  before  me,  and  sorrow  be- 
hind. 

*0  pity,  great  Father  of  light,*  then  I 
cried, 

*Thy  creature,  who  fain  would  not  wan- 
der from  thee ! 

Lo,  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my 
pride; 

From  doubt  and  from  darkness  thou  only 
canst  free !  * 


**  And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying 

away; 
No  longer  I  roam  in  conjecture  forlorn. 


JOHS  L-VNGHOB.VE.  —  MBS.   THBALE. 
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So  bmki   on    llir    tnveller,  faint  uid 

"Imy. 
The  btiglil  and  the  balmy  tSolgruce  of 

Sen  iruth.  Iotp,  lail  inenf  in  triamph 

ilrM:rn<llug, 
And  nitiiw  nil  glowing  in  Eden's  first 

On  tlu  roUl  chmk  of  d«ilh  imilei  kod 

roneii  ue  Mini]  lug, 
jLtd  bmnlT  imniurtiii  awnkea  froni  the 


JOBS  U5GH0KSB. 


Wben  paiaa  grow  iiisrp   uid  sickiiHa 
ragen. 
The  ({rmtwit  lovp  of  lifi!  aiiiiears. 
This  ureot  alTwtion  Ui  hcliovr, 
Which  all  confMS,  Iml  fpw  (n-reeir«^ 
if  (.Idaawrtionicaii't  pivvMl, 
Be  pleased  to  liear  n  Uuderu  talu. 

When  8i>orlg  weiil  round,  and  all  wito 

8»y. 

On  neighbor  DtxIeon'M  wnJilJng-iliy, 
Death  valtwl  aeidi:  tlii'  jwtmd  gimni 
With  him  iolo  another  njoin. 
And,  iDoking  grave,  "Vou  must,"  aayi 

ho, 
'  Quit  your  iveel  hriile,  and  nome  with 


i 


THX  DKAD. 


thn  nnllingday  ahnll  v 
Shonhl  many  a  Iviider  uIb  I«  tuld, 
Fur  many  »  leniier  ihuught  it  due. 

ff  hr  rUe  lUr.  o'lTrRTOWii  [latha  of  time 
tfould  thiis  ihc  lettered  tago  elplore, 
climb, 


fh*  fvVn  h»  with  anwenripd  toil, 
Through  t>(!ath'i  dim  walks  to  urge  his 


Tta  naiurw  imunpts.  by  toil  ot  f«ir, 
Cnmoveil.  lu  reugF  through  Ihiath'i 


THB  THEKS  WARNTNOS. 

Tim  trrw  nf  ilvpnit  root  la  fotind 
'"ut  villinit  atilt  U>  quit  the  grmind ; 
T  aaa  thmtfnrp  laid  Dy  ancienl  wge*. 
Thai  love  of  life  inctmipd  with  yean 
>  nneh,  that  in  oar  latter  stages, 


'WithyonI  and  iiuit  tnv  Siuan't.  »«.. 

Vith  you  I"  thv  haplnw  hunbiind  eried; 

'  VuuDg  an  1  am.  't  u  nionitrous  luird  > 
Ilesidis,  in  troth,  I  'lu  not  prepared: 
My  thoughts  on  other  matlcrn  go; 
This  ia  my  wedding-day,  you  know." 

What  more  he  urged  I  hKve  not  heard. 

His  reawing  could  not  well  WHionger; 
So  Death  the  noor  deliui|Oi!Ut  sinuvil. 

And  left  to  live  a  Itttle  lougei'. 
Ytt  calling  up  a  s-rious  look. 
His  hour-glass  ttvnible<l  white  he  ipnke. 
"NriKhbor,"hc>aid,  "farvwi-tl  Fnonjore 
Shall  Death  diaturb  yonr  mirthful  hour : 
And  farther,  to  BToid  all  bUme 
OFcmeltj  upon  my  naine. 
To  give  you  time  for  prrnarMion, 
And  fit  you  for  your  future  itation. 
Three  mVprat  wamlntp  yovi  »hiill  have, 
Brfore  yon  'rr  summoned  Ui  the  gmvo ; 
Willing  for  oin«  1  'II  luit  my  prey. 

And  grant  a  kind  tvprievr, 
[n  hopra  you  'II  have  no  more  to  aay. 
But  when  I  call  again  this  wnv. 

Welt  pleiued  tha  World  wiU'liiave." 
To  these  condiliona  both  i^nai-ntvd. 
And  poitci]  perfectly  contented. 

What  nrit  ttie  hero  of  our  lale  bef-'II, 
How  long  he  lived,  how  wiv.  hnw  well. 
How  roundly  hi-  |Mmurd  his  course. 
And  imoked  bis  pipr,  and  Blmkeil   his 

The  willing  niuu>ahaUteIt; 
He  chaflereil,  then  he  bought  anil  aotil. 
Nor  onee  peimved  his  gmwing  old, 

Nor  thought  of  Death  oa  near: 
Ilia  IVifinds  not  ralae,  hi*  wife  nu  shrvtr, 
M&oy  bi«  gains,  his  children  few. 


74 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTUEISa 


He  passed  his  hours  in  peace. 
But  while  he  viewed  his  wealth  increase, 
While  thus  along  life's  dusty  road 
The  beaten  tittck  content  he  trod. 
Old  Time,  whose  haste  no  mortal  spares, 
Uncalled,  unheeded,  unawares. 

Brought  on  his  eightieth  year. 
And  now,  one  night,  in  musing  mood, 

As  all  alone  he  sate. 
The  unwelcome  messenger  of  Fate 

Once  more  before  him  stood. 

Half  killed  with  anger  and  sarpriae, 
"So  soon  returned !"  Old  Dodson  cries. 
"So  soon,  d'  ye  call  it !"  Death  replies; 
"Surely,  my  friend,  you  *re  but  in  jest ! 

Since  I  was  here  before 
'T  is  six-and-thirty  years  at  least. 

And  you  are  now  fourscore." 

"So  much  the  worse,"  the  clown  re- 
joined; 

"To  spare  the  aged  would  be  kind: 

However,  see  your  search  be  legal ; 

And  your  authority,  —  is  't  regal? 

Else  you  are  come  on  a  fool's  errand. 

With  but  a  secretary's  warrant. 

Beside,  you  promised  me  three  warn- 
ings. 

Which  1  have  looked  for  nights  and 
mornings ; 

But  for  that  loss  of  time  and  ease 

I  can  recover  damages,'* 

"I  know,"  cries  Death,  "that  at  the 
best 
I  seldom  am  a  welcome  guest ; 
But  don't  be  captious,  friend,  at  least : 
1  little  thought  you  'd  still  be  able 
To  stump  about  your  farm  and  stable: 
Your  years  have  mn  to  a  great  length ; 
I  wish  you  joy,  though,  of  your  strength  I " 

"Hold,"  says  the  farmer,  "not  so  fast! 
I  have  been  lame  these  four  years  past." 

"And  no  great  wonder,  "Dt»ath  replies : 
"However,  you  still  keep  your  eyes; 
And  sure  to  see  one's  loves  and  friends 
For  legs  and  arms  would  make  amends." 

"Perhaps,"  says  DtMlson,  "so  it  might. 
But  latterly  I  've  lost  my  sight." 

"  This  is  a  shocking  tale,  't  is  true ; 
But  still  there 's  comfort  left  for  you : 
Each  strives  your  sadness  to  amuse  ; 
I  warrant  you  hear  all  the  news." 

"  There 's  none,"  cries  he ;  and  if  there 
were, 


I  'm  grown  so  deaf,  I  could  not  hear.** 
"Na^,  then,"   the  spectre  stem  re- 
joineil, 
"These  are  ui\justifiable  yearnings: 
If  you  are  lame,  and  dea^  and  bund. 
You  've    had    your   three   sufficient 
warnings ; 
So  come  along,  no  more  we  *11  part." 
He  said,  and  touched  him  with  his  dart 
And  now  Old  Dodson,  turning  pale. 
Yields  to  his  fate,  —  so  ends  my  tale. 


ANNA  L.  BAKBAULD. 
[1743-1825.] 

THE  SABBATH  OF  THE  SOUL. 

Sleep,  sleep  to-day,  tormenting  cares^ 

Of  earth  and  folly  bom ; 
Ye  shall  not  dim  the  light  that  streams 

From  this  celestial  mom. 

To-morrow  will  be  time  enough. 

To  feel  your  hai-sh  control ; 
Ye  shall  not  violate,  this  day, 

The  Sabbath  of  my  soul. 

Sleep,  sleep  forever,  guilty  thoughts ; 

l^t  fires  of  vengeance  die ; 
And,  purged  from  sin,  may  I  behold 

A  God  of  purity  I 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  VIKTUOUS 

Sweet  is  the  scene  when  virtue  dies ' 
When  sinks  a  righteous  soul  to  res 

How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes. 
How  gently  heaves  the  expiring  bn 

So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away, 
So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are 

So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day. 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

Triumphant  smiles  the  victor  bro^ 
Fanned  by  some  angel's  purple  w 

Where  is,  O  grave !  thy  victory  r 
And    where,    insidious    deatl 
sting  If 

Farewell,  conflicting  joys  and  fe 
Where  light  and  shade  alteraa' 


SUSAXNA.  BLAIOBE.  —  JOHN  LOGAK. 
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How  bright  the  nnchanging  morn  ap- 
pears ;  — 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  day. 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies ; 

While  hearen  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
**  Sweet  is  the  scene  when  virtue  dies ! " 


UFB. 

Life  !  I  know  not  what  thou  art, 
But  know  that  thou  and  I  must  part ; 
And  when,  or  how,  or  where  we  met, 
1  own  to  me  *s  a  secret  yet. 

Life !  we  *ve  been  long  together 
Through  pleasant  and  through  cloudy 

weather ; 
Tis  hard  to  part  when  friends  are  dear,  — 
Perhaps  't  will  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear ; 
^Then  steal  away,  give  little  warning, 

Choose  thine  own  time ; 
Stiy  not  Good  Night,  —  but   in  some 
brighter  clime 
Bid  me  Good  Morning. 


SUSANNA  BLAMIRE. 

[»7i7-»794l 

WHAT  AII3  THIS  HKA&T  0^  KINS7 

^H  AT  ails  this  heart  o*  mine  ? 
-^hat  ails  this  watery  ee  ? 
^t  gars  me  a'  turn  Dale  as  death 
•pj^h^n  1  take  leave  o  thee? 

ij*  thou  art  far  awa\ 

Thou  'It  dearer  grow  to  me ; 
out  change  o*  place  and  change  o*  folk 

*^y  gar  thy  fancy  jee. 

^^»Jl»eoiitate'en, 
liv  **  morning  air, 

i«  roatling  bosh  will  seem  to  say, 
■H*^*^  to  meet  thee  there, 
^'^n  ni  ait  down  and  cry, 
.  ^nd  lire  aneath  the  tree, 
^^<»  when  a  leaf  fa's  f  mv  lap, 
^  U  ca"t  a  word  frae  thee. 

IL^  »« to  the  bower 
^^  thoQ  wi2  raM0  tied. 


And  where  wi'  mony  a  blushing  bud 

I  strove  mvself  to  hide. 
I  *11  doat  on  ilka  spot 

Where  I  ha'e  been  wi*  thee ; 
And  ca'  to  mind  some  kindly  word, 

By  ilka  bum  and  tree. 


JOHN  LOGAN. 
[1748-1788.] 

TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

Hail,  beauteous  stronger  of  the  grove ! 

Thou  messenger  of  spring ! 
Now  heaven  repairs  thy  rural  seat. 

And  woods  tny  welcome  sing. 

What  time  the  daisy  decks  the  green. 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear ; 
Hast  thou  a  star  to  guide  thy  path. 

Or  mark  the  rolling  year? 

Delightful  visitant !  with  thee 

I  nail  the  time  of  flowers, 
And  hear  the  sound  of  music  sweet 

From  birds  among  the  bowers. 

The  school-boy,  wandering  through  the 
wood 

To  pull  the  primrose  gay, 
Starts,  the  new  voice  of  spring  to  hear. 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 

What  time  the  pea  puts  on  the  bloom, 

Thou  fliest  thy  vocal  vale, 
An  annual  guest  in  other  lands, 

Another  spring  to  hail. 

Sweet  bird !  thy  bower  is  ever  green. 

Thy  sky  is  ever  clear ; 
Thou  hast  no  sorrow  in  thy  song. 

No  winter  in  thy  year ! 

O,  could  I  flv,  I  "d  fly  with  thee ! 

We  *d  make,  with  jovfnl  wing. 
Our  annual  visit  o'er  tfie  gl"l>e. 

Companions  of  the  spring. 


YARROW  STREAM. 

Thy  banks  were  bonnie,  Yarrow  stream. 
When  first  on  thee  I  met  my  lover; 
Thy  banks  how  dreary,  Yarrow  stream. 
When  now  thy  waves  his  body  cover  1 
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Forever  now,  0  Yarrow  stream, 
Thou  art  to  roe  a  stream  of  sorrow ; 
For  never  on  thy  banks  shall  I 
Behold  my  love,  —  the  flower  of  Yarrow ! 

He  promised  me  a  milk-white  horse. 
To  bear  me  to  his  father's  bowers ; 
He  promised  me  a  little  page, 
To  squire  me  to  his  father's  towers. 

He  promised  me  a  weddinc-ring, 
The  wedding-day  was  fixed  to-morrow ; 
Now  he  is  wedded  to  his  erave, 
Alas !  a  watery  grave  in  Yarrow  1 

Sweet  were  his  words  when  last  we  met. 
My  passion  as  1  freely  told  him ; 
Clasped  in  his  arms,  I  little  thought 
That  I  should  nevermore  behold  nim. 

Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  saw  his  ghost,  — 
It  vanished  with  a  shriek  of  sorrow ; 
Thrice  did  the  Water  Wraith  a.scend. 
And  give  a  doleful  groan  through  Yarrow! 

His  mother  from  the  window  looked, 
With  all  the  longing  of  a  mother; 
His  little  sister,  weeping,  walked 
The  greenwood  path  to  meet  her  brother. 

They  sought  him  east,  they  sought  him 

west, 
Tliey  sought  him  all  the  forest  thorough ; 
They  only  saw  the  clouds  of  night. 
They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow ! 

No  longer  from  thy  window  look,  — 
Thou  hast  no  son,  thou  tender  mother  1 
No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid, — 
Alas !  thou  hast  no  more  a  brother ! 

No  longer  seek  him  east  or  west. 
No  longer  search  the  forest  thorough, 
For,  murdered  in  the  night  so  dark, 
He  lies  a  lifeless  corpse  in  Yarrow  1 

The  tears  shall  never  leave  my  cheek ; 
No  other  youth  shall  be  my  marrow; 
I  '11  seek  thy  body  in  the  stream, 
And  there  with  thee  1  '11  sleep  in  Yarrow ! 

The  tear  did  never  leave  her  cheek : 
No  other  youth  became  her  marrow ; 
She  found  his  body  in  the  stream, 
^nd  with  him  now  she  sleeps  in  Yarrow. 


UNKNOWN. 

BONNIE  GEORGE  CAMPBELL. 

HiB  upon  Hielands, 

And  low  upon  Tay, 
Bonnie  Geoi^  Campbell 

Kade  out  on  a  day. 
Saddled  and  bridled 

And  gallant  rade  he  ; 
Hame  came  his  gude  horse. 

But  never  came  he. 

Ont  came  his  auld  mither 

Greeting  fu*  sair, 
And  out  came  his  bonnie  bride 

Rivin*  her  hair. 
Saddled  and  bridled 

And  booted  rade  he ; 
Toom  hame  came  the  saddle, 

But  never  came  he. 

"  My  meadow  lies  green. 

And  my  com  is  unshorn  ; 
My  bam  is  to  build. 

And  my  babie  's  unborn." 
Saddled  and  bridled 

And  booted  i-ade  he  ; 
Toom  hame  came  the  saddle. 

But  never  came  he  1 


UNKNOWN. 

"V^^ALY,  WALT,  BUT  LOVE  BE  BONKY. 

O,  WALY,  waly  up  the  bank. 

And  waly,  waly  down  the  brae, 
And  waly,  waly  yon  bumside. 

Where  I  and  my  love  wont  to  gae. 
I  leaned  my  back  unto  an  aik. 

And  thought  it  was  a  tmsty  tree. 
But  first  it  bowed,  and  syne  it  brak', 

Sae  my  true  love  did  lightly  me. 

0,  waly,  waly,  but  love  is  bonny, 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new  ; 
But  when  't  is  auld,  it  waxeth  cauld. 

And  fades  away  like  rooming  dew. 
0,  wherefore  should  I  busk  my  head  ? 

Or  wherefore  should  I  kame  roy  hair? 
For  my  true  love  has  me  forsook. 

And  says  he  *11  never  love  mc  mair. 

Now  Arthur-Seat  shall  be  my  bed. 
The  sheets  shall  ne'er  be  filled  by  me; 


iUnl  Anton's  wnll  Aall  be  my  drink,  I 
Sinm  uty  tru«  lore  '»  ronaken  ni«,        ! 

llirtiiinuH  wtiiil,  «'fa«n  wilt  thou  blaw,  , 
Anj  ihake  tbe  green   leavvs  off  the  | 


T  Li  not  ihv  ^oat  that  (V«eEB9  fell, 

N'or  blowtn);  niow't  im'leiiiL-ni.-y ; 
T  u  not  1^  caald  tluL  umko  ma  cry. 

But  my  lo«c'«  hwrt  grown  cwulil  to  lui 
K'hm  wc  umc  in  by  uUagovf  town, 

Ve  were  ■  oomely  tight  to  see ; 
My  lure  wu  cUi]  in  ihc  black  velvet, 

And  I  idjmI'  iu  craniiuie. 

But  hwl  I  wisl,  bcfopc  I  kiasnl. 

That  love  had  been  m  ill  to  win, 
I  d  larked  niv  heart  in  a  i^ase  of  gold. 

And  [linnet  it  with  a  silver  pin. 
And  O,  if  my  young  babe  were  bum. 

And  net  upon  the  niirae'a  knee. 
Anil  1  myser  were  dead  and  gane, 

Wi'  tlM  gmn  gnta  growing  over  me 


FSKNOW'N. 

LAST  HAK7  AKK. 

0|  Linr  Ma  NT  Akx  looked  o'er  the  cu- 

innie   boys  playing  at 

Tit  roungenl  ha  wm  the  flower  anwng 
then-  -■  - 


a  year  to  the  college  vet 
ten  ribbon  round  about 


Ari  j  tile  langer  it  blowoined  the  iweetcr 
llgrrw; 
Pnr  til*  Illy  in  the  bud  will  be  bonnirr 
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Young  Chnrlie  Cocbran  was  the  flprout 

Bonnie  and  blooming  and  straight  wi 

The  Bun  look   delight   to   aliine  for  i< 

And  it  will  be  the  brag  o*  the  furetit  yel. 


:w  tbry 


The  HUmnier  in  gone  when  the  lea 

were  gteen, 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  hae  s 
But  far  better  daya  I  truat  will  c 

For  my  bonnie  laddie's  young,   but 
he  'i  growing  yet 


THS  BOATIE  ROWS. 

0,  WEKi,  may  the  bonlie  row. 

Anil  beltPr  may  ahi'  Nj».Td; 
And  iieaome  may  the  litiatii'  row 

That  wins  the  bainiioB'  hrwid. 
The  Untie  rows,  the  boatie  roHS, 

Tlie  hoatio  rows  iudee<) ; 
And  weel  may  the  bontie  row 

That  wins  the  bairniea'  bread. 

I  coost  my  tine  in  I^rgn  Bay, 

And(i9)ie>  I  cat-'heilnln" ; 
'T  was  three  to  bnll  and  three  to  fry, 

And  three  to  bait  the  line. 
Tbe  boatie  row^  the  boatie  row^ 

The  bnalie  rows  indeed. 
And  happy  be  the  lot  o'  a' 

Vilia  wishes  her  to  speed. 

O,  weel  may  the  bnatie  row, 

That  fills  a  heavy  ,'reel. 
And  elewis  us  ■'  fme  top  to  tae, 

And  bays  our  |<arriteli  mesl. 
The  boatie  row»,  the  boatie  row^ 

The  boatie  nwa,  indeed. 
Ami  happy  be  the  lot  a  •' 

That  wish  the  boslie  speed. 

When  Jamie  vowed  he  wad  be  mine. 

And  wan  frar  me  my  heart, 
0,  miickle  lighter  grew  my  creel  — 

He  swore  H-e  'd  never  piirt. 
The  boatie  rows,  the  hoalie  rowa, 

The  boatie  rows  fu'  wee] ; 
And  muckle  lighter  is  the  load 

^hen  love  bean  up  tba  ureeL 


78 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTURIES. 


My  kurtch  I  put  upo*  my  head, 

And  dressed  mysel*  fu'  braw; 
I  trow  my  heart  was  dough  and  wae, 

When  Jamie  gade  awa*. 
But  weel  may  the  boatie  row, 

And  lucky  be  her  part, 
And  lightsome  be  the  la&sie's  care 

That  yields  an  honest  heart 


TOKNOWN. 

OLENLOOIE. 

Thbeescoke  o'  nobles  rade  up  the  king's 

ha', 
But   bonnie  Glenlogie's  the  flower   o' 

them  a', 
Wi'  his  milk-white  steed  and  his  bonnie 

black  e'e, 
"Glenlogie,  dear  mither,  Glenlogie  for 

me!" 

"0,  hand  your  tongue,  daughter,  ye  *11 

get  better  than  he." 
"  0,  say  nae  sae,  mither,  for  that  canna 

be; 
Though  Doumlie  is  richer  and  greater 

than  he. 
Yet  if  I  maun  tak  him,  I'll  certainly 

dee, 

"Where  will  I  get  a  bonnie  boy,  to  win 

hose  and  shoon, 
Will  gae  to  Glenlogie,  and  come  again 

soon?" 
**0,  here  am  I  a  bonnie  boy,  to  win  hose 

and  shoon, 
Will  gae  to  Glenlogie  and  come  again 

soon." 

When    he    gaed    to    Glenlogie,    'twas 

**  Wash  and  go  dine" ; 
T  was  *•  Wash  ye,  my  pretty  boy,  wash 

and  go  dine." 
**0,  't  was  ne'er  mv  father's  fashion,  and 

it  ne'er  shall  be  mine 
To  gar  a  lady's  errand  wait  till  I  dine. 

"But  there  is,   Glenlogie,  a  letter  for 

thee." 
The  first  line  that  he  read^  a  low  laugh 

fl[ave  he ; 


The  next  line  that  he  read,  the  tear 

blindit  his  e'e ; 
But  the  last  line  that  he  read,  he  ggrt 

the  table  flee. 

"  Gar  saddle  the  black  horse,  gar  saddle 

the  brown ; 
Gar  saddle  the  swiftest  steed  e'er  rade 

frae  a  town": 
But  lang  ere  the  horse  was  drawn  and 

brought  to  the  greien, 
0,  bonnie  Glenlogie  was  twa  mile  his 

lane. 

When  he  came  to  Glenfeldy's  door,  little 
mirth  was  there ; 

Bonnie  Jean's  mother  was  tearing  her 
hair. 

"Ye're  welcome,  Glenlogie,  ye 're  wel- 
come," said  she,  — 

**  Ye  're  welcome,  Glenlogie,  your  Jeanie 
to  see." 

Pale  and  wan  was  she,  when  Glenlogie 

gaed  ben. 
But  red  and  rosy  grew  she,  whene'er  he 

sat  down ; 
She  turned  awa'  her  head,  but  the  smile 

was  in  her  e'e, 
**  O,  binna  feared,  mither,  I  *11  maybe  no 

dee." 


UNKNOWN. 

JOHN  DAVIDSON. 

John  Davidson  and  Tib  his  wife 
Sat  toastin'  their  taes  ae  night. 

When  soniethin'  started  on  the  fluir 
An'  blinked  by  their  sight 

"Guidwife!"  quo'  John,  "did  ye  see 
that  mouse  ? 
Whar  sorra  was  the  cat?" 
"A  mouse  ?  •*—  "  Ay,  a  mouse."  —  "Na, 
na,  Guiilman, 
It  wasna  a  mouse,  't  was  a  rat' 

"Oh,  oh  !  Guidwife,  to  think  yeVebeen 

Sae  lang  about  the  house 
An'  no  to  ken  a  mouse  frae  a  rat ! 

Yon  wasna  a  rat,  but  a  mouse ! " 


*t 


ti 


I  've  seen  mair  mice  than  you,  Guid- 

nian, 
An'  what  think  ye  o*  that  ? 


HAD    I    A    HEART  FOR   FALSEHOOD 


BJCHABD   BRIN8LEY  SHEBIDAJI.  —  THOMAS   CHATTERTON.      79 

RICHAItD  BItlNSLEY  SHER- 
IDAxN. 
"il<  liMil  iny  Mnnin"  for;/oti,  Guiciwiful 
[  '11  tw  nutuur  o'  UiU  boiiw.  — 

I  BW  il  u  IiUin  HI  na  muVl  lei:, 

An"  I  telljB  'l*iuiniiiou«;!  " 

"  If  "mil  'n  iho  mnUtrr  o'  tlip  house, 

Ad'  I  Lm  b«>l  ntutl  'i  i'  the  llausc,  — 
Sm  I  lell  ye  ■!»■«»  rat." 

"  WmI,  wmI,  (1  utd  wifr,  gnemak  tbe  brose, 

An'  i»'  it  *li«t  ye  iiIbim." 
Sae  U[>  shii  nt  an'  mule  the  brow, 

WliUe  Jobii  ut  loaulm'  Ills  taei. 

Tbpy  tuppit  nn'  mppit  an'  mppit  the 

An'  are  their  lips  play^il  smitck  ; 
They  (lippit  «u'  suppit  au'  siippil  the 

Till  Ibeir  logs  brgan  to  crock. 

"  Sic  fillos  wc  wrtr  lo  fii'  out,  Ouidwjfc, 

About  ■  niounc."  —  "A  whiil! 

II  '■  ■  In-  y«  tell,  an'  I  «ay  again 


Gbf  ta  yuar  bed,  yr  uinkend  aumph  I 

"■Twnarat!" 

Slia  tHil  thr  broH^Qp  at  hu  heels 

A*  )■>  hlr|i1M  hrii  the  himer; 
Bnt  h«  iliovnl  nut  his  hnul  as  he  *l«ekit 

An'  eriiHj.  "T  was  a  tnouse,  't  was  • 


\r\  wh»n  rh«  aiiM  orle  fe)l  Mleep, 

Sho  \mU\  hiiu  Inck  Tor  that. 
An'  Totmi  Into  his  »lep|iin'  lag, 

"Twaaknt,  't  wwarat. 'twaasrat!'" 

Tbr  <l.-jl  be  wl'  ran.  if  I  think 

U  WM  a  hnut  al  all. 
Kni  miniln',  whrii  >hr  awerpl  Ihe  floor, 

Shr  tuuDJ  WW  Juhuie's  bait  I 


Had  T  a  heart  for  rulH'hood  ftsnied, 

1  ne'er  could  injure  you  ; 
For  though    yuui'    tongue   no  promise 
claimed. 

Your  i^hamis  would  make  me  true : 
To  you  no  soul  shall  brar  deceit. 

No  stranger  offer  wrong; 
But  Triends  in  all  the  aged  you  'II  meet, 
And  locers  in  the  young. 

For  when  they  learn  that  you  hafe  blest 

Another  with  yaiir  hrart. 
They  "11  bid  »»]iiriiig  [laaHion  rest. 

And  act  a  brother's  nrt 
Then,  lady,  drciiid  not  here  deceit. 

Nor  fear  to  sutler  vrrunic; 
For  friends  la  all  the  a^d  you  '11  meet. 

And  brothers  in  the  young. 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 


E  UIVSTREL>S  S 


I  IN  1 


0,  SINO  unto  my  roundplay! 

O,  drop  the  briny  li-ar  with  me ! 
Dance  no  more  at  holiday. 

My  love  is  liend. 
Gone  til  his  denth-bed. 
All  under  I  he  willow-tre«. 

Black  his  hair  an  the  winter  night. 

White  hisneek  aathetiunimersnow. 
Ruddy  his  face  as  the  moniiiig  light ; 
Cold  he  lies  in  the  grave  bdJow. 
My  lore  is  dead. 
Gone  to  hii  death-bed. 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

Sweet  his  tongue  as  throstle's  note. 

Quick  in  dance  aa  tbousht  was  lie ; 
Deft  his  lalwr,  cudgel  stout : 
O,  he  lies  by  the  willow-tree  t 
My  love  in  dead, 
Gone  to  his  dHtth.hed, 
All  under  the  willuw-tree. 


I 
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Hark !  the  raven  flaps  his  wing 

In  the  briered  dell  below ; 
Hark  !  the  death-owl  loud  doth  sing 
To  the  nightmares  as  they  go. 
My  love  is  dead, 
Gone  to  his  death-bed, 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

See !  the  white  moon  shines  on  high ; 

Whiter  is  my  true-love's  shroud, 
Whiter  than  the  morning  sky, 
Whiter  than  the  evening  cloud. 
My  love  is  dead, 
Gone  to  his  death-bed. 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

Here,  upon  my  true-love's  grave, 
Shall  the  garish  flowers  be  laid, 
Nor  one  holy  saint  to  save 
All  the  sorrows  of  a  maid. 
My  love  is  dead, 
Gone  to  his  death-bed. 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

With  my  hands  I  '11  bind  the  briers 

Round  his  holy  corse  to  gre ; 
Elfin-fairy,  light  your  fires. 
Here  my  body  still  shall  be. 
My  love  is  dead, 
Gone  to  his  death-bed, 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

Come  with  acorn  cup  and  thorn, 

Drain  my  heart's  Wood  all  away ; 
Life  and  all  its  good  I  scorn, 
Dance  by  night,  or  feast  by  day. 
My  love  is  dead, 
Gone  to  his  death-bed. 
All  under  the  willow-tree. 

Water- witches,  crowned  with  reytes. 
Bear  me  to  your  deadly  tide. 

I  (lie — I  come — my  true-love  waits. 
Thus  the  damsel  spake,  and  died. 


GEORGE  CRABBE- 
[1754-1832.1 

ISAAC  A8HF0RD. 

Next  to  these  ladies,  but  in  naught 
allied, 
A  noble  peasant,  Isaac  Ashford,  died. 
Noble  he  was,  contenming  all  things  mean. 


His  truth  unquestioned  and  his  soul 
serene: 

Of  no  man's  presence  Isaac  felt  afraid ; 

At  no  man's  question  Isaac  looked  dis- 
mayed : 

Shame  knew  him  not,  he  dreaded  no 
disgrace; 

Truth,  simple  truth,  was  written  in  his 
face; 

Yet  while  the  serious  thought  his  soul 
approved. 

Cheerful  he  seemed,  and  gentleness  he 
loved ;  , 

To  bliss  domestic  he  his  heart  resigned, 

And  with  the  firmest,  had  the  fondest 
mind. 

Were  others  joyful,  he  looked  smiling  on. 

And  gaveallowance  where  he  needed  none ; 

Good  he  refused  with  future  ill  to  buy. 

Nor  knew  a  joy  that  caused  reflection's 
sigh. 

A  friend  to  virtue,  his  unclouded  breast 

No  envy  stung,  no  jealousv  distressed 

(Bane  of  the  poor !  it  wounds  their  weaker 
mind 

To  miss  one  favor  which  their  neighbors 
find) ; 

Yet  far  was  he  from  stoic  pride  removed ; 

He  felt  humanely,  and  he  warmly  loved. 

I  marked  his  action  when  his  infant  died« 

And  his  old  neighbor  for  oflence  was  tried ; 

The  still  tears,  stealing  down  that  fur- 
rowed cheek. 

Spoke  pity  plainer  than  the  tongue  can 

S^K'SK. 

If  pride  were  his,  't  was  not  their  vulgar 
pride 

Who,  in  their  base  contempt,  the  great 
deride ; 

Nor  pride  in  learning,  though  my  clerk 
agreed, 

If  fate  should  call  him,  Ashford  might 
succeed ; 

Nor  pride  in  rustic  skill,  although  we  knew 

None  his  superior,  and  his  eouals  few ; 

But  if  that  spirit  in  his  soul  had  place. 

It  was  the  jealous  pride  that  shuns  dis- 
grace; 

A  pride  in  honest  fame,  by  virtue  gained. 

In  stunly  boys  to  virtuous  labors  trained ; 

Pride  in  the  power  that  guards  his  coun- 
try's coast. 

And  all  that  Englishmen  enjoy  and  boast ; 

Pride  in  a  life  that  slander's  tongue  defied, 

In  fact,  a  noble  passion,  misnamed  pride. 
He  had  no  party's  rage,  no  sectary'^ 
whim; 


•>    ■  ■    •  ■  ■      ..■;.■■. 


1 

I 

Chrutiiin  uid  countrymiu 

True  lo  bis  ohureh  he  camp,  do  SuniiUy- 

Eppt  him  at  home  in  that  important  hour; 

Korhialiniifn'ti.'nuldonr  iwrMuuliiiswct 
Bj  the  utroDK  glan  of  their  new  light 

"Onbopp.tnmincoirnMbcrliKhtilgRze, 
But  ihonlil  hr.  blind  uid  lose  it  in  your 
hluc" 
1d  timH  mvvrp,  when  uiMuy  »  sturdy 

Felt  it  his  pride,  his  comfort,  tocompluin, 
\aac  thcit  want*  would  soothe,  bw  own 

would  hide, 
And  frel  in  that  hia  comfort  and  lila  priiU. 
At  length  be  faiiod,  wheD  sevFDiy  years 


But  lost  hit  wife  and  mw  his  chililrcn 

T  waa  tlinn  a  niicrlt  of — say  not  discoii- 

Btnek  on  hi*  mind,  and  Uiua  be  gare  it 

"Einil  are  your  taw*  ('tis  not  to  be 
dented) 
That  in  iron  house  for  rnineit  Hgc  provide, 
And  they  are  JnsC ;  when  younjj,  we  give 

And  then  for  comtorta  in  our  weakness 

call. 
Wby  UiPD  tbi*  jinmd  reluctance  to  tie 

f«l. 
Ts  join  your  poor  and  eat  the  pnriah- 

braidT 
Kg!  yot  I  linger,  loath  with  him  to  fped 
Vhoninahis  plenty  by  the  sons  of  nerd; 
He  who,  hy  contract,  all  your  paupers 

took. 
And  iiauKes  atomachs  with  nn  aniions 

On  torn*  old  niaater  t  could  well  depend ; 
^  him  wilb  joy  and  tlunk  bim  aa  a 

lint  ill  on  him  who  doles  the  day's  aupplv, 
And  counts  our  ihauces  who  at  niglit 

nay  die : 
Vrt  help  me,   HeaTen  I  and  let  me  not 

.-.BLiiUin 
•it  olut  l-rMU  mt.  but  the  fiito  nnstoin." 
Surh   wrrr  hia  thoughts,  and  ao  re. 

— "^ '     Ahoow  InUi  Tiwf 


He  dropi  expiring  At  his  cottage-gate. 

I  feel  liisatseiice  ill  the  hours  of  prayer, 
And  view  bisseal,  and  siriiCorlsaacIhere; 
1  see  no  mure  those  white  locks  thinly 

Round  the  bald  poliab  of  that  honored 


n>  lliat  awful  glanc 
wiKht 


playful 


No  n 


Compelled  tu  kneel  and  tremble  at  the 

Kight, 
To  fold  liis  Gncers  all  in  dre.-id  the  while, 
Till  Mister  Adiford  softened  lo  a  eniite ; 
No  more  that  meek  and  suppliant  look 

Nor  the  pure  faith  (lo  give  it  force)  are 


SAMUEL  EOdEfiS. 


Mi\E  h*  a  cot  beude  Uib  hill ; 
A  Iwe-hive's  hum  shall  soothe  mv  enl; 
A  willowy  brook  that  (unit  a  mill. 
With  many  a  fall  sluill  linger  near. 

The  swallow,  oft,  beneath  my  Ihntch 
Shall  twitter  from  her  eluv-built  nest ; 
Ofi  slmll  the  pilgrim  lift  the  hiicb. 
And  share  my  meal,  a  weleome  gnesL 

Aionuil  my  ivied  porch  hIwII  n-ring 
Eni'h  rmgmiit  (lower  thsl  <lriiik)>  tliH  dew ; 
And  Lncy,  st  her  wheel,  sliiill  siug 

In  ruBiet  goo-n  and  apron  blue. 

The  villHge-church  among  the  trees, 

Where  first  ouriuarriage-vowj,  were uiveo. 
With  merry  jienla  ahsll  sw^ll  lite  lirreze. 
And  pint  with  taper  apire  lo  Leaven. 


ITALIAN  SONS. 
nEAB  is  my  Utile  natire  vale. 

The  ring-dove  builds  and  murmurs  there  [ 

■  'Inac  by  my  cot  shB_tells  her  talo 
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The  snuirrel  leaps  from  tree  to  tree, 
And  shells  his  uuts  at  liberty. 

In  orange  groves  and  myrtle  bowers, 
That  breathe  a  gale  of  fragrance  round, 
I  charm  the  fairv-footed  hours 
With  my  loved  lute's  romantic  sound ; 
Of  cn)wns  of  living  laurel  weave 
For  those  that  win  the  race  at  eve. 

The  shepherd's  horn  at  break  of  day, 
The  ballet  danced  in  twilight  glade, 
Tlie  canzonet  and  roundelay 
Sung  in  the  silent  greenwood  shade : 
These  simple  joys  uiat  never  fail 
Shall  bind  me  to  my  native  vale. 


ROBERT  BURNS. 
[1759-1796.] 

OF    A'    THE  AIRTS  THE  WIND   CAN 

BLAW. 

Of  a*  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like  the  west ; 
For  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best. 
Tliere  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row. 

And  monie  a  hill 's  between  ; 
But  day  an<l  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers, 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair ; 
I  hear  her  in  the  tunefu'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air ; 
There  's  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  springs 

By  fountain,  shaw,  or  green,  — 
There  's  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings, 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


MART  MORISON. 

0  Mary,  at  thy  window  be ! 

It  is  the  wished,  the  trysted  hour! 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see, 

That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor : 
How  blitliely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure, 

A  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun. 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure. 

The  lovely  Mary  Morison. 


Yestreen  when  to  the  trembling  string 

The  dance i^ed  through  the  lighted  ha'. 
To  thee  my  fancv  took  its  wing, 

I  sat,  but  neither  heard  nor  saw. 
Though  this  was  fair,  and  that  was  braw. 

And  von  the  toast  of  a'  the  town, 
I  sighed,  and  said  amang  them  a', 

"Ye  are  na  Mary  Morison.*' 

0  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  liis  ]>eace 

Wha  for  thy  sake  wad  gladly  dee  ? 
Or  canst  thou  break  that  heart  of  his, 

Whase  only  faut  is  loving  thee  ? 
If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie. 

At  least  be  pity  to  me  shown ; 
A  thought  nngentle  canna  be 

The  thought  o'  Mary  Morison. 


HIGHLAND  MARY. 

Ye  banks  and  braes  and  streams  around 

The  castle  o'  Moutgomer}% 
Green  be  your  woods,  and  fair  yourf  owers, 

Your  watei-s  never  dnimlie  ! 
There  simmer  fii*st  unfauld  her  robes 

And  there  the  langest  tarr}' ! 
For  there  I  took  the  last  fureweel 

O'  my  sweet  Highland  Mar)\ 

How  sweetly  bloomed  the  gay  n"een  birk, 

How  rich  the  hawthorn's  I  lossom, 
As  underneath  their  fragrant  shade 

1  elaa!)ed  her  to  my  bosom  ! 
The  goluen  hours  on  angel  wings 

Flew  o'er  me  and  my  dearie ; 
For  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life 

Was  my  sweet  Highland  Mary. 

Wi'  monie  a  vow  and  locked  embrace 

Our  parting  was  fu*  tender ; 
And  [»le<lging  aft  to  meet  again. 

We  tore  ourselves  asunder; 
But,  0,  fell  Death's  untimely  frost. 

That  nipt  my  flower  sae  early  ! 
Now  green  's  the  sod,  and  cauld's  the  clay, 

That  wra])s  my  Highland  Mary ! 

0  pale,  pale  now,  those  rosy  lips 

1  aft  hae  kissed  sae  fondly  ! 
And  closed  for  aye  the  sparkling  glance 

That  dwelt  on  me  sae  Kindly ! 
And  mouldering  now  in  silent  dust 

That  heart  that  lo'ed  me  dearly ! 
But  still  within  my  bosom's  core 

Shall  live  my  Highland  Mary. 


TO  BART  IN  BEATEN. 

Th'iu  liiig»rlii){  »Ur,  with  IcMrning  wj, 
Th«t  lov'sl  to  greet  the  early  morn, 

Ajjun  thou  iwhrresl  in  the  (lay 
My  Miry  fwm  niy  »oaI  wan  torn. 

When  is  tliy  pUco  of  blissful  Tent! 
Stnt  thiin  [hy'liiVK  Imrly  laiilt 
llrar'st  Uiiiii  the  gnwDs  that  rend  hi* 

That  Butrd  hour  can  1  forget. 

Can  1  forpi-t  the  hsUonml  groTe, 
VThm  hy  Ihe  winJinjt  Ayr  we  met 

Tri  live  nut  day  i(  parting  lovel 
EtiTiiUy  will  Dot  elTnce 

Thom  rHiirihi  dear  of  Iran  Kpnrts  past ; 
Thr  inuijtr  at  imi  last  embrace  ! 

Ah  •  little  thoiigbt  we  'I  was  oiir  last ! 


_  ..       m  sprang  wunton  to  be  preased, 
KTbe  binia  smig  lo*o  uii  every  •.[iraj, 
pn  tno,  too  (oon,  Ihe  fclnwiii^  west 
■■pKclaiiiied  iba  ipevd  of  winged  day- 


o'er  Ihnne 

,1  r.m.ily 

anriin  my  nirmory  wakes, 
,m,..I.  will,  miser  care; 

"ll 

brvaatl 

■  ■:  iiliuMreetl 

:...vly|aid< 
lln'ttmiiislluit  rend  hU 

A  ViaiON. 

tbr  winiU  wen  kid,  th«  air  wna  Mill, 
Tile  «tar*  tlii>5'  olinl  alang  thi>  aky ; 

Tbf  Tax  ttu  hnwlinii  on  tlir  hill. 
Anil  llie  lUatant -echoing  glens  rpply. 


The  cailld  bl  ue  north  was  atreaniing  Torlli 
Hit  lights,  wi'  hissing,  eerie  din ; 

Athan  the  lift  they  start  and  *hill, 
Like  furtune'a  favors,  tint  aa  win. 

By  heedlesa  chanee  I  tumeil  inia*  eyei^ 
And  by  the  mooii-bruin,  aliiiok,  to  see 

A  stem  and  atnlwarl  ghnint  ari^, 
Attind  us  minatrela  wuut  to  be. 

H«d  T  a  statue  b.-en  o'  aUne. 

Hit  darin  look  had  ilauiiteil  mi*: 
And  on  Ilia  bonui't  i^tiiI  whs  plain, 

The  satred  jjosy  —  Liberlie! 


He  sang  wi'  joy  his  former  day, 

He  weeping  wailed  his  latter  timet; 

But  what  lie  aaid  it  was  iiar  play, 
1  Vfinna  rcntur't  in  my  rhymes. 


A  BARO'S  EPITAPH. 

Is  there  a  whim-inspin^il  fool, 
Owcv  fast  fnr  thought,  own  bn(  for  nile^ 
Qwre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  In  tniKil, 

].!•(  him  draw  nnr. 
And  owre  this  grauy  heup  Mng  ilnot, 
And  drap  a  tear. 

Ih  there  a  bard  of  ruKtic  sonx. 
Who,  notelesa.  steal!!  tlia  I'rowds  among. 
That  weekly  tliia  area  throng, 

0,  pnsM  not  l.y  1 
But  with  a  frater-feeling  )itr»iig. 

Here  heave  n  aigh. 

U  there  a  man  whow  judgment  clear 
Can  others  teach  ihc  coutw  to  slew. 
Yet  runs  hiiUM'lf  life's  nwl  career. 


This  (mor  inhaUlant  1-low 
Was  i^ukck  to  learn  and  wim  to  knoWi 
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And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow, 

And  softer  flame ; 

But  thoughtless  foUieH  laid  him  low, 

And  stained  his  name ! 

Reader,  attend, — whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole. 

In  low  pursuit ; 
Know  prudent,  cautious  self-control 

Is  wisdom's  root. 


ELEQT 


ON    CAPTAIN    MATTHEW 
HEin>ERSON. 


He  's  gane,  he  *8  gane !  he 's  frae  us  torn. 
The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born  ! 
Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  sel  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild. 
Where,  haply,  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exiled. 

Ye  hills,  near  neebors  o'  the  stams. 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns ! 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns 

Where  echo  slumbers ! 
Come  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns, 

My  wailing  numbers ! 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ! 
Ye  haz'lly  shaws  and  briery  dens ! 
Ye  bumies,  wimplin  down  your  glens, 

Wi*  toddlin  din, 
Or  foaming  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  lin  to  lin. 

Mourn,  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fair  to  see ; 
Ye  woo«lbines  Hanging  bonnilie, 

In  scented  liow'rs; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o*  flow'rs. 

At  dawn,  when  every  grassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  its  head, 

At  ev'n,  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

r  th'  rustling  galo. 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  thro'  the  glade. 

Come  join  my  wail. 

Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood ; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calling  thro'  a  clud ; 

Ye  whistling  plover ; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He 's  gane  forever  1 


Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals ; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi*  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake ; 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  nis  sake. 

Mourn,  clam'ring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flow'ring  claver  gay ; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore, 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  lies  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  howlets,  frae  your  ivy  bow'r. 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tow'r, 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glow*r. 

Sets  up  her  horn. 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukriie  mom. 

0  riven,  forests,  hills,  and  plains ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains ; 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe  ? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  Spring,  thou  darling  of  the  year! 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear; 
Thou,  Summer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head. 
Thy  gay,  green,  flow'ry  tresses  shear 

For  him  that 's  dead ! 

Thou,  Autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair. 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear! 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast. 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we  *ve  lost ! 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,great  source  ©flight ; 
Mourn,  Empi*ess  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkling  stamies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn ! 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight. 

Ne'er  to  return. 

0  Henderson  ;  the  man !  the  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  forever ! 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river. 

Life's  dreary  bound ! 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another, 

The  world  around  ? 

Go  to  your  sculptured  tombs,  ye  Greats 
In  a*  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state  I 
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LADT  ANSE  BAKN-UtD.  —  WILUAM   BLAKE. 


Bat  hj  th;  lionrol  tiiif  I  'II  w 


L.U)Y  ASNE  BARNAKD. 

AITLD  HOBIN  ORAT, 

'Wnev  llir  ihwp  nn'  ill  tlie  fauld,  and 

ihr  kyv  ci>ni<-  Uanii', 
Anil  »'  Ihi"  wrury  warl J  to  sleep  are  gone ; 
The  wars  o'  my  heart  Ts'  in  abowers  Trae 

While  my  gudetnan  lies  sound  by  me. 

Young  Jamip  lo'fd  me  weel,  and  aocht 

nie  Tor  hit  liridu : 
Bat   Havitif*  a  craim,  he  had  naetbing 

etsebeiiide; 
To  mak  that  croun  s  pund,  my  Jamie 


Hr  WIna  been  gane  a  twelvemonth  and 

a  day, 
Wbna  my  father  hrak  bii  arm,  and  the 

cow  was  stown  awa: 
My  miihrr  ahe  Mt«ick,  — my  Jamie  was 

And  anld  Kutijn  Gray  cam' a-courtin'  me. 

My  fatlier  i.'nuldna  work,  and  my  mother 

mulilna  t\nn ; 
1  Itiled  dav  and  nkbt,  but  their  bread  I 

<«u{d>>a«ilt: 
Mid  Rob  maintained  them  baith,  and, 

wi-  imn  it.  hia  ee", 
Mid.  "Jntntiin,  for  Iheir  aakeii,  will  ye 

na  many  me  f  *' 

Vjr  Wt  it  laid  nay.  Tor  1  looked  for 

Jitnie  Iftck  i 
™t  tb*  nisd  It  blew  high,  and  the  ship 

la  a  trtaek  — why  didna 

j)«ay.  Wae'sTOBi 

psiiir:mymither  didna 


'   fixxAtp 
■   ^     ,  amie  dn, 
Of  why  do  I  li?. 

■WyfallnniBedi 


Aut    Hh,' 


il-ak; 


I"okit  in  my  fare  till  my  heart 
■uliko  to  break; 


They  eied  him   my  hand,  though  my 

heart  was  in  the  aea; 
Anil  Buld  Kobin  Gr«y  was  gudemai 


I  hadiiB  been  a  wife  s  veek  but  only  four. 

When,  inoumfu'aa  1  sat  on  thettaneat  my 

I  saw  my  Jamie's  wmitb,  for  I  couldni 

think  it  he. 
Till  he  9nid,  "1  'm  came  home,  love,  to 

many  then." 

lyofa"! 


1  wfih  I  wen  dead '.  bat  I  'm  no  like  tc 

d.'e; 
And  why  do  I  live  to  cry,  Wae  'a  me  t 


WILLIAM  BLAKE. 


THS  TIGEB. 

TioKB !  Tiger  !  bnming  bright, 
In  the  forests  of  the  night ; 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Could  frame  tby  fearful  aymmetry  I 


And  what  shoulder,  and  what  art. 
Could  twist  the  sinews  of  thine  heart  T 
And  when  thy  heart  hv)0in  to  l>eBt, 
What  dreud  luind  t  and  what  dread  feet  I 


Whut  the  anvil  t  what  dreail  gi 


I 


Dare  its  deadly  terrain  riaaji  I 


And  watered  beaveu  with  their  te^ 
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Did  he  smile  his  work  to  see  f 

Did  He,  who  made  the  Lamb,  make  thee  ? 

Tiger  !  Tiger  !  burning  bright. 
In  the  forests  of  the  night. 
What  immortal  hand  or  eye 
Dare  frame  thy  fearful  symmetry ! 


TO  THE  MUSES. 

Whether  on  Ida*s  shady  brow 
Or  in  the  chambers  of  the  East, 

The  chambers  of  the  son,  which  now 
From  ancient  melodies  have  ceased  ; 

Whether  in  Heaven  ye  wander  fair. 
Or  the  green  comers  of  the  earth, 

Or  the  blue  regions  of  the  air. 
Where  the  melodious  winds  have  birth. 

Whether  on  crystal  rocks  ye  rove, 
Beneath  the  bosom  of  the  sea. 

Wandering  in  many  a  coral  grove. 
Fair  Nine,  forsaking  Poetry, 

How  have  you  left  the  ancient  lore 
That  bards  of  old  engaged  in  you  ! 

The  languid  strings  do  scarcely  move, 
The  sound  is  forced,  the  notes  are  few. 


JOANNA  BAILLIE. 

[1762-1831.] 

THE  GOWAN  GLITTERS  ON  THE 
SWARD. 

The  gowan  glitters  on  the  sward, 

The  lav'rock  's  in  the  sky, 
And  Collie  on  my  plaid  keeps  ward. 
And  time  is  passing  by. 
0,  no !  sad  and  slow. 

And  lengthened  on  the  ground ; 
The  shadow  of  our  trysting  bush 
It  wears  so  slowly  round. 

My  sheep-bells  tinkle  frae  the  west. 

My  lambs  are  bleating  near ; 
But  still  the  sound  that  1  love  best. 
Alack !  1  canna  hear. 
0,  no !  sad  and  slow, 

The  shadow  lingers  still ; 
And  like  a  lanely  ghaist  1  stand, 
And  croon  upon  the  hill. 


I  hear  below  the  water  roar. 
The  mill  wi*  clacking  din. 
And  Lucky  scolding  frae  the  door, 
To  ca'  the  baimies  in. 
0,  no  I  sad  and  slow, 

These  are  nae  sounds  for  roe ; 
The  shadow  of  our  trysting  bus 
It  creeps  sae  drearily. 

I  coft  yestreen,  frae  chapman  Tam, 

A  snood  o'  bonnie  blue. 
And  promised,  when  our  trysting  ci 
To  tie  it  round  her  brow. 
O,  no !  sad  and  slow, 

The  mark  it  winna'  pass ; 
The  shadow  o'  tliat  dreary  busl 
Is  tethered  on  the  grass. 

0  now  I  see  her  on  the  way ! 

She 's  past  the  witch's  knowe ; 
She  *s  climbing  up  the  brownies  bra 
My  heart  is  in  a  lowe, 
0,  no !  't  is  not  so, 

T  is  glamrie  I  hae  seen ; 
The  shadow  o'  that  hawthorn  I 
Will  move  nae  mair  till  e'en. 

My  book  o'  grace  1  '11  try  to  read. 
Though  eonned  wi'  little  skill ; 
When  Collie  barks  1  '11  raise  my  hei 
And  find  her  on  the  hill. 
0,  no !  sad  and  slow, 

The  time  will  ne'er  be  gane ; 
The  shadow  o'  our  trysting  bus 
Is  fixed  like  ony  stanc. 


LADY  CAROLINE  NAIRN 
[1766-1845.] 

THE  liAND  0'  THE  LEAL. 

I  *M  wearin*  awa',  Jean, 
Like  snaw  in  a  thaw,  Jean, 
I  *m  wearin'  awa' 

To  the  Land  o'  the  Leal. 
There  's  nae  sorrow  there,  Jean, 
There's  neither  cauld  nor  care,  J 
The  day  is  ever  fair 

In  the  Land  0'  the  Leal. 

You  *ve  been  leal  and  true,  Jea: 
Your  task  is  ended  noo,  Jean, 
And  1  '11  welcome  you 
To  the  Land  o'  the  Leal. 


» 


EOBEBT  BLOOMFIELD. 


Tlim  dry  tliat  tnrta'  «■,  Jfiin ; 
Uf  aoul  langs  to  liE  free,  JeUD ; 
ind  sinfrU  wait  on  me 
To  tiie  LtLiid  o'  the  LeaL 

Onr  biinnie  bsim  'b  Ihere,  Jean, 
^hf>  WW  bnith  gudo*  biuI  Tur,  Jkui, 
Aiul  w(>  grudgeal  hrr  ait 

To  thn  Land  n'  the  Lnal  I 
But  sorrnw  'a  aeU  weara  inat,  JcMi, 
And  ioy  '•  •  nmiin'  fust,  Jean, 
Tb»  JO/  that  ■»  n»p  to  lust, 

In  the  Ldud  o  Iho  Lml. 

A'  our  friends  an  hkop,  Jean ; 
Wg're  lang  bnn  Ivft  alane,  Jvta; 
But  we  'It  a'  mrrl  asain 

In  the  Land  o  the  Leal. 
Nnw  faro  v«  wcel.  my  ain  Jran  I 
ThU  worU'a  aare  U  vain,  .Icon  r 
We'll  mwl,  aii'l  sve  be  fniii 

Id  the  Uuid  □'  ttie  U'hI. 


KOBERT  BLOOMFIELD. 

t.,64-,8.j.l 

TSK  B0L&IKE-3  RETUKN. 

^«r  nnt  it  wna  to  bnwtlie  tlmt  cooli 

£"■1  tak*  pnoMsMon  of  my  rather' 
J"«»«aihmy  '      " 


^«    (on; 


of  my  fathpi 
elbow,  on  the  aoliil   , 

n;h  iuitiala  n{  my  nanid. 
«'■■"" 


lid  frame, 


the  aanw  bell,  and  gave  my  heart 


A   Rhort  breezi^ 


«bwaa 
^^Sht  th»  old  dangling  Blnwnaca  be- 
A*i. 


^^         hind. 

"^^X  Dp  thpy  Ocw  like  bannen  in  tb. 
wind) 
'"SB  (nilly,  iringly,  down,  down,  down 


At   flmt   be  looked  distnistful,  aliii.jst 

shy. 
And  vast  on  me  hi>  cool-lilnck  stradrast 

And  seeuied  to  say,  — post  friendship  to 

Ahhnl  oldworn-oiitBoIdier,  isit youT" 
While  thiia  I  mused,  still  (pmiug,  gaiing 

Htill. 

On  beds  of  moss  ejirvad  on  Ibc  window. 


And  gneuedwimc  infant  liand  hod  placed 

And  priwi  it*  hue,  »>  exquisite,  so  nire, 
FNlinga  on  feelinga  mingling,  doubling 


Then,  like 

And  thought  upon  the  past  with  sharno 


On   carnage,    fire,  and  plunder  long  I 
And  cursed  the  murdering  weapons  I  had 


Two  thadows  then  I 
)ue  beB|K)ke  age,  and  o 


iw,  two  voices 
r  a  child's  sp- 


in stepjied  my  father  with  c 


And  slonping  to  the  child,  the  old  ni 


"  Come  hithpr,    Tfancy,   kist  me   ones 

again; 
This  is  your  uncle  Charles,  come  home 

from  Spain." 
The  child    approached,   and   with   her 
fin|[en  light 
.  ^^     mry  went.  i  Stroked  my  old  eyes,  almoKt  deprived  of 

i**^loM<rfiwenty  ymrs  that  1  ImjI  spent  ]  sight, 

^f"  from  my  native  land.     That  instant  i  But  why  thusspinmytale. — thnstediuui 


vr 


\^  toUn  on  tb«  tbctthold;  though  so  i  Happy  old  soldier  I  That 'a  the  world  to 


I 
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JANE  ELLIOTT.   . 

[X781-1849.] 

LAMENT  FOR  FLODDEN. 

I  'yx  heard  them  lilting  at  our  ewe-milk- 
ing. 
Lasses  a'  lilting  before  dawn  o*  day ; 
But  now  they  are  moaning  on  ilka  green 
loaning — 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a*  wede 
away. 

At  bughts,  in  the  morning,  nae  blythe 
lads  are  scorning, 
Lasses  are  lonely  and  dowie  and  wae ; 
Nae  daffin',  nae  gabbin',  but  sighing  and 
sabbing, 
Ilk  ane  lifts  her  leglin  and  hies  her 
away. 

In  har'st,  at  the  shearing,  nae  youths 
now  are  jeering, 
Bandsters  are  lyart,  and  runkled,  and 
gray; 
At  fair  or  at  preaching,  nae  wooing,  nae 
fleeching  — 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a'  wede 
away. 

At  e*en,  in  the  gloaming,  nae  yonnkers 
are  roaming 
*Bout  stacks  wi*  the  lasses  at  bogle  to 

play; 

But  ilk  ane  sits  drearie,  lamenting  her 
dearie  — 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  wcded 
away. 

Dool  and  wae  for  the  order,  sent  our  lads 
to  the  Border ! 
The  English,  for  ance,  by  guile  wan 
the  (lay ; 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest,  that  fought 
aye  the  foremost, 
The  prime  of  our  land,  are  cauld  in 
the  clay. 

We  *11  hear  nae  mair  lilting  at  the  ewe- 
railking ; 
Women  and  bairns  are  heartless  and 
wae; 
Sighing  and  moaning  on  ilka  green  loan- 
ing— 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a*  wede 
away. 


EGBERT  TAMAHILL. 


[1774- x8ia] 


THE  HIDGBS 


DANCE  ABOON  THE 
BURN. 


The  midges  dance  aboon  the  bum ; 

The  dews  begin  to  fa* ; 
The  paitricks  down  the  rushy  holm 

Set  up  their  e'ening  ca*. 
Now  loud  and  clear  £e  blackbird's  san 

Rings  through  the  briery  shaw, 
While  flitting  gay  the  swallows  play 

Around  the  castle  wa*. 

Beneath  the  golden  gloaroin'  sky 

The  mavis  mends  her  lay ; 
The  redbreast  pours  his  sweetest  strains 

To  charm  the  ling' ring  day ; 
While  weary  yaldrins  seem  to  wail 

Their  little  nestlings  torn, 
The  merry  wren,  free  den  to  den, 

Gaes  jinking  through  the  thorn. 

The  roses  fanld  their  silken  leaves. 

The  foxglove  shuts  its  l)ell ; 
The  honeysuckle  and  the  birk 

Spread  fragrance  through  the  dell. 
Let  others  crowd  the  giddy  court 

Of  mirth  and  revelrv, 
The  simple  joys  that  Nature  yields 

Are  dearer  far  to  me. 


THE  BRAES  O'  BALQUHTTHER. 

Lkt  us  go,  lassie,  go, 

To  the  braes  o*  Balquhither, 
Where  the  blae- berries  grow 

'Mang  the  bonnie  Highland  heather 
Where  the  deer  and  the  roe, 

Lightly  bounding  together, 
Sport  the  lang  summer  day 

On  the  braes  o'  Balquhither. 

I  will  twine  thee  a  bower 

By  the  clear  siller  fountain, 
And  I  '11  cover  it  o'er 

Wi*  the  flowers  of  the  mountain ; 
I  will  range  through  the  wilds, 

And  the  deep  glens  sae  di'earie, 
And  return  wi  the  spoils 

To  the  bower  o'  my  dearie. 

When  the  rude  wintry  win* 
Idly  raves  round  our  dwelling* 


WILUAM  R.   SFESCER. — JOSEPH   BLASCO   WHITE. 
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Ad<1  the  rwu-  a!  the  linn 

On  ihc  night  ba-eic  is  swelling, 
So  inrrrily  wo  '11  lins, 

A»  I  h*  4tiinn  rntth^s  o'er  us. 
Till  Iho  dear  shifling  ring 

Wi'  thd  llglit  lilting  uliunii. 

Now  the  «anim«r'H  in  priimi 

Wi'  tht  flowrts  riL-lilj'  liliuiming. 
And  the  wild  Tuountniu  tliyinc 

A'  tbii  iiioorUnda  jHirruining; 
To  onr  dear  nalivc  KeiK-s 

Lpt  ua  juoniey  together, 
'Whi'i''  glail  iliniicence  reigns 

'Hung  the  iiruvi  o  Buliiuhicher. 


WILLIAM  It.  SPEXCER. 


TO  THE  UlOV  Atrsn  HAHILTOM. 

T-->  lule  I  Bt»y«l,  forffive  the  crime. 

Unhnolnl  i(ew  the  hntin  ; 
Unw  noix'ltw  fiilU  the  foot  of  Ti.no 

That  only  iimda  ou  flowers  I 

'^KTi«t  iry*  with  ele«r  dccount  remnrka 

The  eMiiog  of  lilH  glua, 
"VtH-n  all  its  samU  are  diamond  ijiuks 

Tliat  ilaule  as  tliey  |mss  ! 

■Ml  <  who  to  lober  tueasurement 
Time's  hi|w  swiftiieas  brings, 
*'Iini  bird)  uf  Paradise  have  leut 
rtwir  iilomagu  to  ita  wings  t 


JAMES  (ILASSFORD. 

Un'-      ■: 

^^%  DUD  WHO  HAITB  DIED  IN  THX 

'^  rail  (or  the  mournen,  and  nuMe  the 
1  lunnit, 

t  the  imtei  be  torn,  and  the  garintut^ 

Iwniit: 
I  Wrrp  not  for  him  who  ia  gone  to 


Th«  sun  is  not  art.  but  is  rispn  on  hish. 
Nor  long  in  curru[itioii  hit  body  thai  11  lu ; 
Then  let  not  the  tide  of  tliy  griefs  over- 
How, 
Nor  the  niuic  of  heaven  bediscord  bebw  j 
Itather  loud  be  thi>  koiig,  and  triumjihant 

the  rhohl. 
Let  us  Joy  for  thcj  dead  who  have  died  in. 
the  Lord. 


Go,  call  for  thi 
Let  the  tresses  be 


raise  the 

,  and  the  garments 

But  give  to  the  living  thy  |inssian  of  tears. 
Who  walk  in  this  valley  of  sniineis  nnd 

Who  are  prwiied  by  the  couibtt,  in  darli- 

By  the  teni|>est  ure  beat,  on  the  billoHi 

O.  wee]>  not  for  those  who  shall  sorrow 

Whose  wurfsre  is  endisl,  whose  trial  is 

Let  tlie  song  he  exalted,  triuni]>haut  the 

And  rejoice  for  the  dead  who  Imve  died 
in  the  Lord. 


JOSEPH  BLANCO  WHITE. 

ilT71-  >S,l.] 

mOHT   AND  DEATH, 

MraTEitinus  ni^htl  when  oarCint  jur- 

Thee  from  report  Divine,  and  heard  thy 

Did  httnollremblefarthislnvelv  frame. 
This  glorious  ranopy  of  light  snd  hhiet 


Hesprnis,  with  the  host  of  hearen,  came. 
And  lo;  creation  widened  in  man'*  view. 
Who  could  hive  thought  lurh  darkness 

Isy  concealed 
Within   thy  beams,   0  «nn1   or  who 

mnid  and. 
Whilst   fly.  and  leaf,  ana  Insect  itood 

n-vealed, 
Tliat   to  sach    countless    orbs    thoo 

mad'at  ns  blind! 
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Why  do  we»  then,  shun  death  with  anx- 

iona  atrife  ? 
If  light  can  thua  deceive,  wherefore  not 

life! 


JOHN  LEIDEN. 

[1775- k8ik.] 
ODB  TO  AK  INDIAN  QOLD  OODT. 

Slave  of  the  dark  and  dirty  mine  t 

What  vanity  has  brooght  thee  here? 
How  can  I  love  to  see  thve  shine 

So  bright,  whom  I  have  booght  so 
dear? — 

The  tent-ropea  flapping  lonis  I  hear, 
For  twilight  converse,  arm  in  arm ; 

The  jackal's  shriek  bursts  on  mine  ear 
Whom  mirth  and  music  wont  to  chaim. 

By  Ch^rical*s  dark  wandering  streams, 
Where  cane-tufts  shadow  all  the  wild, 

Sweet  visions  haunt  roy  waking  dreams 
Of  Teviot  loved  while  still  a  child, 
Of  castled  rocks  stuiienduus  piled 

By  Esk  or  Eden's  classic  wave, 

Where  loves  of  youth  and  friendship 
smiled, 

Uncursed  by  thee,  vile  yellow  slave ! 

Fade,  day-dreams  sweet,  from  memory 
fade!— 

Theperished  blissof  youth's  first  prime, 
That  once  so  bright  on  fancy  played. 

Revives  no  more  in  after  time. 

Far  from  my  sacred  natal  clime, 
I  haste  to  an  untimely  grave  ; 

The  daring  thoughts  that  soared  sub- 
lime 
Are  sunk  in  ocean's  southern  wave. 

Slave  of  the  mine !  thy  yellow  light 

Gleams  baleful  as  the  tomb-fire  drear. 
A  gentle  vision  comes  by  night 

Sly  lonely  widowed  heart  to  cheer ; 

Her  eyes  are  dim  with  many  a  tear, 
Tliat  once  were  guiding  stars  to  mine : 

Her  fond  heart  throbs  with  many  a 
fear ! 
I  cannot  bear  to  see  thee  shine. 

For  thee,  for  thee,  vile  yellow  slave, 
I  left  a  heart  that  loved  me  true  1 


I  croaMd  the  tedious  ooean-wtTc^ 
To  roam  in  dimea  unkind  and  new. 
The  oold  wind  of  the  stranger  blew 

Chill  on  my  withered  heart :  tlM  grave 
I>ark  and  untimely  met  my  view, — 

And  all  for  thee,  vile  yellow  alave  I 

Ha !  eomest  thon  now  eo  kte  to  mock 
A  wanderer's  banished  heart  forlorn. 

Now  that  hia  Aname  the  lightniQg  diode 
Ofaun-myatiptwith  deaUi  haa  borne  f 
From  love,  from  fHendahifi,  conntry, 
torn. 

To  memory's  fond  regrets  the  prey. 
Vile  slave,  thy  yellow  dross  I  score  1 

Go  mix  thee  with  thy  kindred  clay  I 


Sm  HUMPHRY  DAVY. 
[1778-1829.) 

WRITTEN   AITER    RECOVERY    FBOX 
A  DANGEROUS  ILLNESS. 

Lo!  o'er  the  earth  the  kindling  spirits 
])our 
The  names  of  life  that  bounteous  na- 
ture gives ; 
The  limpid  dew  l)econie8  the  rosy  flower, 
The  insensate  dust  awakes,  and  moves, 
and  lives. 


All  speaks  of  change:    the  renovated 
forms 
Of  long- forgY)t ten  things  arise  again ; 
The  light  of  suns,  the  bit;ath  of  angry 
storms, 
The  everlasting  motions  of  the  main,  —   - 

These  are  but  engines  of  the  Eternal^ 
will, 
The  One  Intelligence,  whose  potent:^ 
sway 
Has  ever  acted,  and  is  acting  still. 
Whilst  stars,  and  worlds,  and  systems^ 
all  ol)ey; 

Without  whose  power,  the  whole  of  mor^ — 
tal  things 
Were  dull,   inert,  an  unharmonioos 
band, 
Silent  as  are  the  harp's  untun^  strings 
Without  the   touches  of   the  poet'ff 
hand. 


GEORGE  CBOLT. 
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A  sacred  spark  created  by  His  breath, 
The  immortal  mind  of  man  His  image 
bears; 
A  spirit  living  *niidst  the  forms  of  death, 
Oppressed  bat  not  subdued  by  mortal 
cares; 

A  germ,  preparing  in  the  winter's  frost 
To  rise,  and  bud,  and  blossom  in  the 
sprinff; 
An  unfledgHt  eagle  bjrthe  tempest  tossed, 
Unconscious  of  his  future  strength  of 
wing; 

The  child  of  trial,  to  mortality 

And  all  its  changeful  influences  given  ; 
On  the  green  earth  decreed  to  move  and 
die. 
And  yet  by  such  a  fate  prepared  for 
heaven. 

Soon  as  it  breathes,  to  feel  the  mother's 
form 
Of  orb^d  beauty  through  its   organs 
thrill. 
To  press  the  limbs  of  life  with  rapture 
warm. 
And  drink  instinctive  of  a  living  rill ; 

To  view  the  skies  with  morning  radiance 
bright, 
Majestic  mingling  with  the  ocean  blue. 
Or  bounded  by  green  hills,  or  mountains 
white. 
Or  peopled  plains  of  rich  and  varied 
hue; 

The  nobler  charms  astonished  to  behold. 
Of  living  loveliness,  —  to  see  it  move, 
in  expression's    rich    and  varied 
mould. 
Awakening  sympathy,  compelling  love; 


The  heavenly  balm  of  mutual  hope  to 
taste. 
Soother  of  life,    affliction's  bliss   to 
share; 
Bweet  as  the  stream  amidst  the  desert 
waste. 
As  the  first  blosh  of  arctic  daylight 
fair; 

*ro  mingle  with  its  kindred,  to  descry 
The  path  of  power ;  in  public  life  to 
•bine; 

Togain  the  voice  of  popularity, 
Ae  idol  of  to^y,  the  man  divine; 


To  govern  others  by  an  influence  strong 
As  that  high  law  which  moves  the 
murmuring  main. 
Raising  and  carrying  all  its  waves  along. 
Beneath  the  full-orbed  moon's  merid- 
ian reign ; 

To  scan  how  transient  is  the  breath  of 
praise, 
A  winter's  zephyr  trembling  on  the 
snow, 
Chilled  as  it  moves ;  or,  as  the  northern 
rays. 
First  fading  in  the  centre,  whence  they 
flow. 

To  live  in  forests  mingled  with  the  whole 
Of  natural  forms,  whose  generations 
rise. 
In  lovely  change,  in  happy  order  roll. 
On   laud,  in  ocean,  in  the  glittering 
skies; 

Their  harmony  to  trace ;  the  Eternal  cause 
To  know  in  love,  in  reverence  to  adore ; 

To  bend  beneath  the  inevitable  laws. 
Sinking  in  death,  its  human  strength 
no  more ! 

Then,  as  awakening  from  a  dream  of 
pain. 
With  joy  its  mortal   feelings  to  re- 
sign; 
Yet  all  its  living  essence  to  retain. 
The  undying  enei^  of  strength  divine ! 

To  quit  the  burdens  of  its  earthly  days, 
To  give  to  nature  all  her  borrowed 
powers, — 
Ethereal  fire  to  feed  the  solar  rays. 
Ethereal  dew  to  glad  the  earth  with 
showers. 


GEORGE  CROLY. 

[1780-1860.3 

CXTFID  GROWN  CAREFUL. 

There  was  once  a  gentle  time 
When  the  world  was  in  its  prime ; 
And  every  day  was  holiday, 
And  every  month  was  lovely  May. 
Cupid  then  had  but  to  go 
With  hia  purple  inings  and  bow; 
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And  in  blossomed  yftle  and  grove 
Every  shepherd  knelt  to  love. 

Then  a  rosy,  dimpled  cheek, 
And  a  blue  eye,  fond  and  meek ; 
And  a  ringlet- wreathen  brow, 
Like  hyacinths  on  a  bed  of  snow : 
And  a  low  voice,  silver  sweet, 
From  a  lip  without  deceit ; 
Only  those  the  hearts  could  move 
Of  the  simple  swains  to  love. 

But  that  time  is  gone  and  past, 
Can  the  summer  alwa^  last  ? 
And  the  swains  are  wiser  grown, 
And  the  heart  is  turned  to  stone. 
And  the  maiden's  rose  may  wither ; 
Cupid 's  fled,  no  man  knows  whither. 
But  another  Cupid  *s  come. 
With  a  brow  of  care  and  gloom : 
Fixed  upon  the  earthly  mould. 
Thinking  of  the  sullen  gold ; 
In  his  hand  the  bow  no  more. 
At  his  back  the  household  Rtore, 
That  the  bridal  gold  must  buy : 
Useless  now  the  smile  and  sigh  : 
But  he  wears  the  pinion  still. 
Flying  at  the  sight  of  ill. 

0,  for  the  old  true-love  time, 
When  the  world  was  in  its  prime ! 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

[1785  -  1806.] 

TO  THE  HERB  ROSEMARY. 

Sweet-scented  flower !  who  *rt  wont  to 
bloom 
On  January's  front  severe. 
And  o'er  the  wintry  desert  drear 

To  waft  thy  waste  perfume ! 
Come,  thou  shalt  form  my  nosegay  now, 
And  1  will  bind  thee  round  my  brow ; 

And  as  I  twine  the  mournful  wreath, 
I  '11  weave  a  melancholy  song : 
And  sweet  the  stmin  shall  be  and  long, 

The  melody  of  death. 

Come,  funeral  flower !  who  lov'st  to  dwell 
With  the  pale  corpse  in  lonely  tomb. 
And  throw  across  the  desert  gloom 
A  sweet  decaying  smelL 


Come,   press  my  lipe,   and  1 

me 
Beneath  the  lowly  alder-tree. 

And  we  will  sleep  a  pleasani 
And  not  a  care  shall  dare  intn 
To  break  the  marble  solitude 

So  peaceful  and  so  deep. 

And  hark !  the  wind-god,  as  he  1 
Moans  hollow  in  the  forest  tre 
And  sailing  on  the  gusty  breei 

Mysterious  music  dies. 
Sweet  flower!  that  requiem 

mine. 
It  warns  me  to  the  lonely  shri 
The  cold  turf  altar  of  the  dc 
My  gi-ave  shall  be  in  yon  lone 
Wnere  as  I  lie,  by  all  foi^ot, 
A  dying  fragrance  thou  wilt 
ashes  shed. 


TO  AN  EARLY  PRIMROS 

Mild  ofllspring  of  a  dark  and 
sire ! 

Whose  modest  form,  so  delicatel; 
Was  nursed  in  whirling  stoi 
And  cradled  in  the  winds. 

Thee,  when  young  Spring  first  qm 

Winter's  swav, 
And  dared  the  sturdy  blusterer 
fight, 
Tliee  on  this  bank  he  threw 
To  mark  his  victory. 

In  this  low  vale,  the  promise 
year, 

Serene,  thou  openest  to  the  nippi 
Unnoticeu  and  alone. 
Thy  tender  elegance. 

So  virtue  blooms,  brought  fort 
the  storms 

Of  chill  adversity ;  in  some  lone 
Of  life  she  rears  her  head. 
Obscure  and  unobserved ; 

While  every  bleaching  breeze  tha 
blows 

Chastens  her  spotless  purity  of  bi 
And  hardens  her  to  bear 
Serene  the  ills  of  life. 


HEBBERT  KNOWLES. 
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THB  STAB  OF  BEIHLEHXK. 

When  marshalled  on  the  nkhtly  plain, 
The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky ; 

One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 
Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

Htrk !  hark !  to  God  the  choms  breaks, 
From  every  host,  from  every  gem : 

Bat  one  alone  the  Saviour  speaks, 
It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode. 
The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was 
dark. 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering 
bark. 


Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze, 
I>eath-8truck,  I   ceased  the  tide   to 
stem; 

When  suddenly  a  star  arose,  — 
It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

It  was  my  guide,  my  liffht,  my  all. 
It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 

And  through  the  storm  and  dangers' 
thrall. 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 
I  'II  sing,  first  in  night  s  diadem. 

Forever  and  forevermore 
The  Star !— the  Star  of  Bethlehem ! 


HERBERT  KNOWLES. 

LiyKS    Wm'lTKK  IK  BicmcoiiD 
CHI7RCHYARD,  T0BK8HIBX. 

"  It  It  good  for  OS  to  be  here;  if  thoa  wilt, 
let  na  make  here  three  tabernacles;  o«ie  for 
thee,  ami  one  for  Moaea,  and  one  for  EUaa"  — 
Matt.  ztU.  4. 

Methixics  it  is  good  to  be  here ; 
If  thoa  wilt,  let  as  baild  —  but  for 
whom? 
Kor  Ellas  nor  Hoaes  appear. 


But  the  shadows  of  eve  that  encompass 

the  gloom. 
The  abode  of  the  dead  and  the  place  of 

the  tomb. 

Shall  we  build  to  Ambition  T    0,  no ! 
Affrighted,  he  shrinketh  away ; 

For,  see!   they  would  pin   him  be- 
low. 
In  a  small  narrow  cave,  and,  begirt  with 

cold  clay, 
To  the  meanest  of  reptiles  a  peer  and  a 
prey. 

To  Beauty?  ah,  no! — she  foi^gets 
The  charms  which  she  M'ielded  before — 
Nor  knows  the  foul  worm  that  he 
frets 
The  skin  which  but  yesterday  fools  could 

adore. 
For  the  smoothness  it  held,  or  the  tint 
which  it  wore. 

Shall   we    build    to    the    purple    of 
Pride— 
The  trappings  which  dizen  thp  proud  f 

Alas !  they  are  all  laid  asidt^ ; 
And  here 's  neither  dress  nor  adornment 

allowed. 
But  the  long  winding-sheet  and  the  fringe 
of  the  shroud. 

To  Biches  ?  alas  t  't  is  in  vain  ; 
Who  hid,  in  their  turn  have  been  hid : 
The  treasures  are  squandered  again ; 
And  here  in  the  grave  are  all  metals  for- 
bid. 
But  the  tinsel  that  shines  on  the  dark 
coffin-lid. 

To   the  pleasures  which  Mirth  can 
affora,  — 
The  revel,  the  laugh,  and  the  jeer? 

Ah !  here  is  a  plentiful  board ! 
But  the  guests  are  all  mute  as  their  piti- 
ful cheer. 
And  none  but  the  worm  is  a  reveller 
here. 

Shall   we    build    to    Affection    and 
Love? 
Ah,  no !  they  have  withered  and  died, 

Or  fled  with  the  spirit  above ; 
Friends,  brothers,  and  sisters  are  laid  side 

by  side, 
Tet  none  have  saluted,  and  none  have 
replied. 


94 


SONGS  OF  THBEE  CEKTUBIES. 


Unto   Sorrow?  —  The    dead    cannot 
grieve; 
Not  a  8ob^  not  a  si^h  meets  mine  ear, 
Which  compassion    itself    could  re- 
lieve ! 
Ah !  sweetly  they  slumber,  nor  hope,  love, 

nor  fear,  — 
Peace,  peace  is  the  watchword,  the  only 
one  here ! 

Unto  Death,  to  whom  monarchs  must 
bow? 
Ah,  no !  for  his  empire  is  known. 
And  here  there  are  trophies  enow  t 


Beneath — the  cold  dead,  and  around — 

the  dark  stone, 
Aro  the  signs  of  a  sceptre  that  none  may 

disown ! 

The  first  tabernacle  to  Hope  wo  will 

build. 

And  look  for  the  sleepers  around  us  to  rise ; 

The  second  to  Faith,  which  insures  it 

fulfilled ; 

And  the  tliiixl  to  the  Lamb  of  the  great 

sacrifice. 
Who  bequeathed  us  them  both  when  he 
rose  to  the  skies. 


FROM  WORDSWORTH  TO  LONGFELLOW. 


From  Wordsworth  to  Longfellow. 


•«oSO{o«- 


"WILLIAM  W0ED8W0BTH. 

[1770- 185&] 

nrmcATioKB  of  nocoBTALrnr 

FBOM  RXCOLXJECTIOHS  OF  EjOLLT  CHILDHOOD. 

Thebe  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove, 

and  stream, 
The  earth*  and  every  common  Bight, 
To  me  did  aeem 
Apparelled  in  celestial  light, 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dream. 
It  is  not  now  as  it  hath  heen  of  yore ; — 
Tam  wheresoe'er  I  may,     ^ 
By  night  or  day. 
The  things  which  I  have  seen  I  now  can 
see  no  more. 

The  rainhow  comes  and  goes, 
And  lovely  is  the  rose ; 
The  moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  heavens  are 
hare; 
Waters  on  a  stany  night 
Are  heantifnl  and  fair ; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorions  Mrth : 
But  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  go. 
That  there  hath  passed  away  a  glory  from 
the  earth. 

Kow,  while  the  hirds  thns  sing  a  joyons 
song. 
And  while  the  yonng  lamhs  bound 
As  to  the  talior's  sound. 
To  me  alone  there  came  a  thought  of 

mrief; 
A  timely  utterance  gave  that  thought 
relief. 


The  cataracts  blow  their  trumpets  from 

the  steep,  — 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season 

wrong: 
I  hear  the  echoes  through  the  mountains 

throng, 
The  winds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  of 
sleep. 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay ; 
Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  up  to  jollity, 
And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  bea8t  keen  holiday; — 
Thou  child  of  joy, 
Shout  round  me,  let  me  hear  thy  shouts, 
thou  ha]>py  shepherd  boy ! 

Ye  blessed  creatures,  I  have  heard  the 
call 
Ye  to  each  other  make ;  I  see 
The  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your 
jubilee ; 
My  heart  is  at  vour  festival, 
Mv  head  hath  its  coronal. 
The  fulness  of  your  bliss,  1  feel  —  I  feel 
it  all. 

0  evil  day !  if  I  were  sullen 
While  Earth  herself  is  adorning. 

This  sweet  May  morning. 
And  the  children  are  culling. 

On  every  side. 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide. 
Fresh  flowers ;  while  the  sun  shines 
warm, 
And  the  babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother's 
arm: — 

1  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear ! 

—  But  there 's  a  tree,  of  manv  one, 
A  single    field    which    1    have    fooked 

upon, — 
Both  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is 

gone; 
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Tlie  pansy  at  my  feet 
Doth  the  same  tale  repeat. 

Whither  is  Hed  the  visionary  gleam  ? 

Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the 
dream? 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  foi^t- 

ting : 
The  soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's 
star. 
Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting, 

And  Cometh  from  afar ; 
Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 
And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
But  trailing  clouds  of  glory,  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  is  our  home : 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy ! 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  close 

Upon  the  growing  boy  ; 
But  he  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it 
flows,  — 
He  sees  it  in  his  joy. 
The  youth  who  daily  farther  from  the 
east 
Must  travel,  still  is  Nature's  priest, 
And  by  the  vision  splendid 
Is  on  his  way  attended  ; 
At    length    the    man    perceives   it   die 

away. 
And   fade   into  the   light  of   common 
day. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her 

own ; 
Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural 

kind, 
And  even  with  something  of  a  mother's 
mind, 
And  no  unworthy  aim. 
The  homely  nui*se  doth  all  she  can 
To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  man, 

Forget  the  cj^lones  he  hath  known, 
And  that  imperial  jMiIaoe  whence  he  came. 

Behold  the  child   among  his  new-born 

blisses, 
A  six  years'  darling  of  a  pygmy  size ! 
See  where  mid  work  of  his  own  hand  he 

lies. 
Fretted  by  sallies  of  his  mother's  kisses. 
With  light  upon  him  from  his  father's 

eyes  I 
See,  at  his  feet,  some  little  plan  or  chart. 
Some  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human 

life, 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly  learned 

art, — 


A  wedding  or  a  festival, 

A  mourning  or  a  funeral,  — 
And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song: 
Then  will  he  fit  his  tongue 
To  dialogues  of  business,  love,  or  strife ; 

But  it  will  not  be  lon^ 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside. 

And  with  new  joy  and  pride 
"The  little  actor  cons  another  part ; ' 
Filling  from  time  to  time  his  humoroos 

stage 
With  all  the  persons,  down  to  palsied  age, 
That  Life  brings  with  her  in  her  equipage ; 

As  if  his  whole  vocation 

Were  endless  imitation. 

Thou,  whose  exterior  semblance  doth  belie 

I'hy  soul's  immensity ; 
Thou  best  philosopher,  who  yet  dost  keep 
Thy  heritage ;  thou  eye  among  the  blind. 
That,  deaf  and  silent,  read'st  the  eternal 

deep, 
Haunted  forever  by  the  eternal  mind, — 
Mighty  prophet !     Seer  blest  I 
On  whom  those;  truths  do  rest 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  lives  to  find, 
In  darkness  lost,  thedarknessofthegrave; 
Thou,  over  whom  thy  immorUility 
IJroods  like  the  day,  a  master  o'er  a  slave, 
A  presence  which  is  not  to  be  put  by; 
Thou  little  child,  yet  glorious  in  the  might 
Of  heaven-lK>rn  freedom,  on  thy  being's 

height. 
Why  with  such  earnest  jmins  dost  thou 

]>rovoke 
The  years  to  bring  the  inevitable  yoke, 
Thus   blindly  witli   thy   blesseilness  at 

strife  ? 
Full  soon  thy  soul  shall  have  her  earthly 

freight. 
And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight 
Heavy  as  frost,  and  deep  almost  as  life ! 

0  joy !  that  in  our  emWrs 
Is  something  that  doth  live; 
That  Nature  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive  ! 
The  thought  of  our  past  years  in  me  doth 

breed 
Perpetual  benediction  :  not  indeeil 
For  that  which  is  most  worthy  to  be 

blest ; 
Delight  and  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
Of  childhood,  whether  busy  or  at  rest. 
With  new-fledgeii  hope  still  fluttering  in 
his  breast: — 


^\^LLIAM   WORUSWOETU, 


>'»t  fur  thcw  I  raise 
Till  WDK  of  thanks  anit  praise ; 
But  fur  tbow  ubatinate  <|neiliaaiags 
nrBriiw  >nJ  outward  things, 
FUbiigii  rrom  us,  iHtisliiii^B, 
liUuk  iiiii^vjii^  of  ■  crentura 
Moiinp  about  Jo  worlds  nol  r«lb»<I, 
High  lustlncts  buforc  which  our  mortal 

Di<l  t> 


I,  Ajb  fr.t  the  fountain  light  ol  . . 

An  jet  ■  mMt«r  li^ht  of  all  nur  uving ; 

Cphold  IH,  chcneh,  ndiI  luve  ponrr 

Our  uniiiy  yarn  wemmonitnttin  the  hting 
Of  tbv  atrnwi  idlniM :  IruUia  that  wiki!, 

To  pcrWi  nmt; 
Which  oviihrr  llatlmaiiesi,  uvr  luad  en- 

N'or'nwn  nor  boy, 
Sof  all  IliM  i>  «t  enmitT  with  jny, 
Call  iitti^rly  aboliih  or  tlntroj ! 

Hrn™ .  ill  *  anuBn  of  calm  wnilher. 
Thnnich  ialand  far  we  he, 
I  OuranuUhaTciif^t  of  that  immortnlsea 
Which  brought  ua  bitlinr; 
Cm  in  ■  niomnnt  tttivrl  lliithfr, 
iBiliwtheiJIiililnni  spoil  u]><in  the  shorp, 
^  hear  iha  luigbty  watcns  tvlliug  ever- 


m,  sing,  ye  birds,  ling,  Mig  ■  joyous 

ingkmb 

j     "  '•  th  (Iionicht,  will  join  yonr  throng. 
/  Yj  that  pip  anJ  ya  ihal  play, 

/  \'r  that  through  yont  hearts  to-d«j 

f  tp,    Perl  the  gladnoB  of  tbv  Uaif  ? 

^t   ihongli  the  nuliance  which  waa 


to  brifihl 

th<?  gt««,  of  glory 


u)  brjfihl 

■•r  taltrn  from  my  iriKht ; 

hTiliBbaoktIiel 


ithc 


*r.lcndor  i"  •»•- 

W»  will  Rri'"  not-  rather  find 
ftir^ngih  in  what  rrniftina  Iwliind; 
In  lit'  |irimnl  lympathy 
"Which,  haTlna'hpMi.  nio.it  ever  lie ; 
In  the  ■D'ltliliig  thou^ghu  that  spring 
Out  of  hnmRirniiirrniig : 
■        lb  thr  faith  that  look*  tSroiigh  drnlh. 
.   ^^   itin   iliBt   brins    the   lihiliuophii: 


And  0  ye  fouolniniH  meadows,  hilK  niid 

Forebiide  not  any  sfvning  of  onr  lovei  I 
Yet  ill  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  yourinight ; 
1  only  have  Telinrguiehed  oue  drlight. 
To  live  beueath  your  more  hnbitual  iwny. 
i   love  the  brooks  which   down   their 

channels  fret, 
Even  more  than  when  1  triliped  lightly 


The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting 

Do  tokn  a  sober  coloring  from  an  eye 
Thst  hath  kept  watch  u'er  uisd's  mm- 

ulityi 
Another  rai-e  hath  been,  and  other  painn 

Thanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we 

live, 
Thanks  to  its  tenderness,  its  jays  and 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  Ihnl  blows  can 

give 
ThoughU  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for 


THC  DAITODtLS. 


A  host  of  golden  duffodjls, 
Brside  the  lake,  beneaih  the  trees. 
Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  bireze. 

Conlinumis  as  the  stars  that  shiue 
And  twinkle  on  the  Milky  Way. 
They  stretched  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  hay : 
Ten  thouaand  saw  I  at  a  glance, 
Tossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danctxl,  but  they 

Outdid  the  sparkling  wavra  in  glee: 

A  |>oet  roiild  not  but  Iw  gay 

In  such  *  jocund  comjany! 

I  »ued  — andgsied  — but  little  thought 

Wiiatwealthlhcshowto  me  had  brought; 

For  oft,  when  on  my  rouch  1  lie 
In  Taeanl  or  in  fiensive  mood, 
Tliey  flush  Upon  that  inwaril  eye 
Which  i«  the  bliss  of  solitude  : 
And  then  my  heart  wiihjileHurt  fills  i 
I  And  dances  with  the  daOodils. 
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TO  THE  CUCKOO. 


0  BLITHE  new-comer !  I  have  heard, 

1  hear  thee,  and  rejoice : 

0  cuckoo !  shall  I  call  thee  bird, 
Or  but  a  wandering  voice  7 

While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear ; 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  to  pass. 
At  once  far  off  and  near. 

Though  babbling  only  to  the  vale 
Of  sunshine  and  of  flowers. 
Thou  bringest  unto  me  a  tale 
Of  visionary  hours. 

Thrice  welcome,  darling  of  the  spring ! 
Even  yet  thou  art  to  me 
No  bird,  but  an  invisible  thing, 
A  voice,  a  mystery ; 

The  same  whom  in  my  school-boy  days 

1  listened  to ;  that  cry 

Which  made  me  look  a  thousand  ways. 
In  bush  and  tree  and  sky. 

To  seek  thee  did  I  often  rove 
Through  woods  and  on  the  green ; 
And  thou  wert  still  a  hope,  a  love; 
Still  longed  for,  never  seen  ! 

And  T  can  listen  to  thee  yet ; 
Can  lie  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
That  golden  time  again. 

O  blessed  bird !  the  earth  we  pace 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  fairy  place 
That  is  fit  home  for  thee ! 


A  MEMORT. 

Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower ; 
Then  Nature  said,  "A  lovelier  flower 

On  earth  was  never  sown : 
This  child  I  to  myself  will  take; 
She  shall  be  mine,  and  I  will  make 

A  lady  of  my  own. 

"Myself  will  to  my  darling  be 
Both  law  and  impulse ;  and  vdth  me 

The  girl,  in  rock  and  plain, 
In  earth  and  heaven,  in  glade  and  bower, 
Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power 

To  kindle  or  restrain. 


**  She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  fawn, 
That  wild  with  glee  across  the  lawn 

Or  up  the  mountain  springs ; 
And  hers  shall  be  the  breathing  balm. 
And  hers  the  silence  and  the  calm, 

Of  mute  insensate  things. 

"The  floating  clouds  their  state  shall 

lend 
To  her;  for  her  the  willow  bend ; 

Nor  shall  she  fail  to  see 
E'en  in  the  motions  of  the  storm 
Grace  that  shall  mould  the  maiden's  form 

By  silent  sympathy. 

"The  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 
To  her ;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 

In  many  a  secret  place, 
Where  rivulets  dance   their    wayward 

round. 
And  beauty  bom  of  murmuring  sound 

Shall  pass  into  her  face. 

"And  vital  feelings  of  delight 
Shall  rear  her  form  to  stately  height. 

Her  virgin  bosom  swell ; 
Such  thoughts  to  Lucy  I  will  give 
While  she  arid  1  together  live 

Here  in  this  happy  delL" 

Thus  Nature  spake.  The  work  wasdone — 
How  soon  my  Lucy's  race  was  run  ! 

She  died,  and  left  to  me 
This  heath,  this  calm  and  quiet  scene ; 
The  memory  of  what  h&s  been. 

And  nevermore  will  be. 


SHE  WAS  A  FHANTOM  OF  DELIQHIL 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleamed  upon  my  sight ; 
A  lovely  apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment's  ornament ; 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair ; 
Like  twilight's,  too,  her  dusky  hair ; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  drawn 
From  May-time  and  the  cheerful  dawn ; 
A  dancing  shape,  an  image  gay. 
To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  waylay. 

I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view, 

A  spirit,  yet  a  woman  too ! 

Her  household  motions  light  and  free. 

And  steps  of  virgin  liberty ; 

A  countenance  in  which  aid  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet; 
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j   \))*{  lu'i'  tir.'  Mj'-'j'-  I'-i  :  •<   ■  :.:  I. 

"The   floating  t-loii.l*;  rhr.ii-  r^tnt.*-   .-..  .  1 

i  To  I  -r;  l'»r  h^rthr  wi'.Niw  h*.]:<\ ; 
N./i  .-hull  shf-  f;iil  l<-  s^«*\ 
i!  ■  li  ill  till'  in«>ii»iis  of  tin  ^U*  I'l 
I  KjVh'i  shit  shdli  inoul«l  M;t  If.il'l.-.'s:*'-! 

!      H\  Mhrit  sviiipathv. 
I 

j  '*Tl)i'  stir*  «.f  nidni^ht  shall  h>-  «h<\: 
i  Ti)  htT.  im:l  sln^  shall  1-iH!  Ii-M  «.  «r 
In  nnTiya  st<'r»'T  |d«>  ts 
WJiere   nv\ilftii  <}aneif    tjitii     \\-niV;r! 

TtHlljd, 

And  Ivaiity  "tHjm  of  inMrinnrin«^    >u.'.  i 


:*;...  ..:    ..  VI  hoiTi  ill  niv  .■.:dn)«)l-boy  day  t  j      ^ha)l  jva^s  ii'to  h«"*  !h'a. 

V.  M  ')•   ,:  nU  in«  look  ri  thMU.->aiid  wnvs, 
;      ^     s     .♦•;<i  tr«o  Tiud   -K*,  . 


■    -•••  <■■  iJ.i--  -li'l  •  ''t-  r   fire, 
"•■r  ■'  jL'li  \v      *•    J  .  I  (Mj  t;  •   '^TK^  :i : 
.*. irl  I-   .'.;  ■■ .        "...  a  }i-.';m».  a  l'»v.;; 

\n'\  ■    ."/.i  .(>{•■.'  *  '  ih''-  y(  t : 

.\t.''  !.  •■■'   ■.  'jii  1  ♦.'"»  I  '»'.;  t 
Tl.itv ;;  )i'.- '    ;  ine  iiiJiiii.K 

'    Mi-v/.j    .1    1  '  T.h"  earth  we  pace 
.•■■-ir.ii.i  «;•[«••. .r-  t.«  W. 
1     i.:irvai.*t,ir.tiu',  lairy  \ukv:n 
"l-  ;■  lo  fir  ■  •mo  ur  llifol 


'  '*And  vital  f.^f'l-nirs  ot  d«li«ht 

■  S:  ::il  J.-iir  iu-l   l-Mli)  :o  <r,-;t']v  h-  :;jli'. 

If'T  *'!  .■;:■.. 1  •  ox'.n     ••!  1.  ; 
>'i   li  ♦'.-  :.;  l't>  '"  I."   v  I  vi'i  ■;i»-' 
;  V*.'liii«"    iiif    '.lid  !   l'.    *lnM   I'v:: 

H'-r:;  1.1  •:  ;-i  i;  »]  i.V  d-11. 

I 

;  Tij.!s  X  !!up'<}  -.h-  .    '^iv  "»viir';\\.; ..;  ■. 
,  Hew  -i^ii;  I'l"  ;.   tV      »:"•>•  v  i'^  Ui.j  ' 
'       S|w.  •!  it  «1,  M).'  ";«'»t  t'>  111'' 
;  Thi    K- :it:i,  iJti- (  di  J  iii.d   j  .i>'t  <\i:- 
TJie  i'n'Mi'>y  ■•*  '.vl  tv  ]i.is  iH''  (I, 


I 


A    MEMORY. 

Tiikp:?  V'T.ri  .Ou-  '41 -w  in  sm-  and  .shower: 
j'i.'n    ia»iu»' *iaitl,    *  A  lo\  .di«  r  rtowyr 

«  hi  t'tvilj  ujt.^  ni  v-r  ^owi, 
riii>  '  l.::>i  i  lo  my-"*.!!' will  tiik^*: 
j^iic  *'l.'.:il  '<  in'me.  ,tMd  I  wil)  nmko 

A  i  lav  <•♦  I..V  iVXTk. 

"  A.  vi.^It  will  i<*  Tiy  d.nlinu'  be 
r..':i.  l.'V  and  injpul-*' ;    .t».1  with  ine 

ri'»'  /irl   in  r«t»k  and  plain, 
j".  »a.-th  and  h\'ivPTi.  in  -^lide  ami  Ijower, 
S  .-^d  f'N'l  .in  ■u*'  ?st'.i')i;  power 

To  kindle  01  ;«:«jtiaii.. 


SHI-:  WAS  A  PHAvrow  OF  m'.ir.'.'n 

^nv.  V.  f.  :i  phjM'toni  of  d-j:  .d' 
Whi'ii  lirst  <li^' 'j-h-jini' 1  •';»- n  :•,}     ",     ; 
A  h'Vvdy  aj-j-iHti  •!:.    ■  ir 
To  h>   a  n\(i',i.'  nl's  v-:n;VM'  n-  ; 
ff'i  oyi's  ii.<  .>*!irs  'd  iniW^hr  t  i,  : 
I.'kc  twi'icrht  ^,  t.'>,  '.ev  Ivi-k'.   ^    i.  . 
fi'it  ail  thini:-  •  >•■  i'-'  •..',  1.  ••  ''.-.wi 
Frifr»  Mnv-Tiii'.' .ci-.d  I'V   . '.'■■■rrV.i   i.     . 
A  «^  -n-  nu'  sliapr,  ar.  i-iai::'  •  ,    , 
To  hi'.uni,  to  -^r  V*-!*,  i'i.  I  ■•'■..1 1  \y. 

I  :-»aA'  h  1  n]v.i.  ri-;r. 

A  -ip:'  i'    y«  t  a  -v  .m  ^  =  :  '..•<• 

Il.i-  itc'iis.'.o'.tl  »    ,tii  vs  li;:''"  .I',"  • 

And  si'  ''-^  ■-♦  vy.  .r.  1  l-t  .fy  • 

A  o<M;nt.-i:.t'  ce  i:»  v!'i<  h  d:  '  ;:..^-  . 

Swtct  uC'^i"  Is,  j>ron.i<  ^k  a**    v  ei".  j 


«^  ftM       T         ■  *■  «»       ■    ■** 
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For  liuroan 

For  mniirnt  smtowk,  u'mple  wilM, 

I'nlne,   )ilanic,  lovr,   kitefa,  leaia,  and 

And  now  1 1™  with  (re  tmne 
The  ro;  pulH  of  the  machine; 
A  tniog  wnthing  thoughtful  brmth, 
A  intEllct  brlwt^n  Ufe  and  death : 
The  rouon  firm,  the  tvmpentc  will, 
Endatance,  fomight.iitrcnftlh,  aiidakill ; 
A  pcifcct  wctnan,  uotily  planned 
To  ««n>,  to  eonirorl,  and  command ; 
And  7et  a  nulrit  atill,  and  bright 
With  lomeUiing  of  nn  angel  light. 


TASBOW  iTKnsrrED. 


And  with  the  Tvmd  hail 
And  whitn  we  isme  tu  ClovFiironl, 

Then  aaid  nij  "winwane  Marrow," 
"Whate'er  betide.  We'll  tuni  aside. 

And  »ee  the  braea  of  Ybttuw," 

"Ltt  Ttrroir  fulk.  ftne  Selkirk  town, 

Who  haec  bnn  bimng,  aelUng, 
Go  hark  to  Yarrow,  "t  ii  their  own, 

E«ch  maiili-n  to  hrr  dwellingt 
On  Yarrow's  banks  let  hnrona  feed, 

Hm**  couch,  aivl  labhita  burrow  I 
Bm  we  will  downwani  with  th«  Tweed, 

Nor  lorn  aside  to  Yarrow. 

■'Th«»  '•  OalU  Watsr,  Leader  Haughs, 

Ilolh  lying  right  before  na : 
And    Dr^'burgb,   where    with   chiming 
Twead 

The  liiiiwhitemiinsin  rhoni*; 

Thrrr  '•  nliwoint  Teviuldale,  a  laud 
Hade  blithe  with  [ilonich  and  hanvw : 

Why  throw  awav  a  nredful  day 
To  go  in  mreh  of  Varraw  I 


"Whal 


Tlial  kH'I™  the  dark  hills  underl 
rh'rr  iin>  a  thniiand  nich  elvwhen 

Ai  worthy  nf  yonr  wonder." 
—  Strange  words  Ihey  Becmed  of  alight 
and  acorn ; 

Mt  tro».lo»f  aiithnl  for  sorrow, 
.^Od'lnikn)  me  In  Ihe  face,  lo  think 

1  thna  oottld  apeak  of  Yarrow  I 


"O,    giwn,"    aaid    1,   "aro    Yarrow 

And  sw^et  ia  Yarrow  flowing  t 
Fnir  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock. 

But  we  will  lettTB  it  growing. 
O'er  liillv  path  and  otx-n  ctnilh 

We  '11  wander  ecotland  thorough ; 
But,  though  so  near,  we  will  not  turn 

Into  the  dole  of  Yarrow. 


The  swan  ou  atill  Saint  Maiy'a  Lake 
Float  double,  snan  and  shadow! 

Wc  will  not  »ee  them ;  will  not  go 
To'dny,  nor  yet  to-morrow  j 

Enough  if  in  our  hearta  we  know 
Then  'a  aiich  a  place  aa  YacTOW. 


le  Yarrow  stream  nnsem,  unknown  1 


nofoi 


Ah;  why  ihould 
The  trHumrvd  dream*  of  times  long  past. 

We  '11  keep  them,  winsome  Marrow ' 
For  when  we're  there, although  'liafair, 

"T  will  be  another  Yarrow  I 

"  If  care  with  freexing  yean  ahould  comr. 

And  wandering  irem  but  folly,  — 
Should  we  he  loath  to  stir  from  home. 

And  yet  be  melancholy ; 
Should  Itte  Iw  dull,  and  spirits  low, 

'T  will  soothe  ua  iii  our  sorrow 
That  eartli  haa  nomelhilig  yet  to  show, 

The  bonny  holms  of  Yarrow !" 


I  WAS  thy  Tieiglibor  once,  thou  rugged 

pile ; 
Four  nummer  wetka  1  dwelt  in  sight  of 

thee; 
I  saw  th«  every  dav ;  and  all  the  while 
Thy  form  was  sleeping  on  a  glassy  sea. 

So  pure  the  aky,  «o  niiiet  wsa  the  air ! 
So  like,  so  v-rj'  like,  was  day  to  rbiv  ! 
Whene'er  1  looked,  thy  image  still  wu 

there; 
It  trembled,  but  it  nercr  paaaad  awiy. 


I 
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How  perfect  was  the  calm!    It  seemed 

no  sleep, 
No  mood,  which  season  takes  away,  or 

brings: 
I  could  have  fancied  that  the  mighty 

Deep 
Was  even  the  gentlest  of  all  gentle  things. 

Ah !  then  if  mine  had  been  the  painter's 

hand 
To  express  what  the^  I  saw;  and  add 

the  gleam, 
The  light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land. 
The  consecration,  and  the  poet's  dreaui,  — 

I  would  have  planted  thee,  thou  hoary 

pile. 
Amid  a  world  how  different  from  this ! 
Beside  a  sea  that  could  not  cease  to  smile ; 
On  tranquil  land,  beneath  a  sky  of  bliss. 

A  picture  had  it  been  of  lasting  ease, 
Elysian  quiet,  without  toil  or  strife ; 
No  motion  but  the  moving  tide,  a  breeze ; 
Or  merely  silent  Nature's  breathing  life. 

Such,  in  the  fond  illusion  of  my  heart, 
Such  picture  would  I  at  that  time  have 

made; 
And  seen  the  soul  of  tnith  in  every  part, 
A  steadfast  peace  that  might  not   be 

betrayed. 

So  once  it  would  have  been,  — 't  is  so  no 

more; 
I  have  submitted  to  a  new  control : 
A  power  is  gone,  which  nothing  can 

restore  ; 
A  deep  distress  hath  humanized  my  soul. 

Not  for  a  moment  could  I  now  behold 
A  smiling  sea,  and  be  what  I  have  been  : 
The   feeling  of  my  loss  will   ne'er   be 

old; 
This,  which  I  know,  I  si)eak  with  mind 

serene. 

Then,  Beaumont,  Friend !  who  would 
have  been  the  friend, 

If  he  had  lived,  of  him  whom  I  deplore, 

This  work  of  thine  I  blame  not,  but  com- 
mend ; 

This  sea  in  anger,  and  that  dismal  shore. 

0,  'tis  a  passionate  work  ! — yet  wise  and 

well, 
Well  chosen  is  the  spirit  that  is  here ; 


That  hulk  which  lalwrs  in  the  deadly 

swell. 
This  rueful  sky,  this  pageantiy  of  fear! 

And  this  huge  castle,  standing  here  sub- 
lime, 

I  love  to  see  the  look  with  which  h 
braves — 

Cased  in  the  unfeeling  armor  of  old 
time — 

The  lightning,  the  fierce  wind,  and  tramp- 
ling waves. 

Farewell,  farewell  the  heart  that  Uvea 

alone. 
Housed  in  a  dream,  at  distance  from  the 

kind! 
Such  happiness,  wherever  it  be  known. 
Is  to  be  pitied ;  for  't  is  surely  blind. 

But  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  cheer. 
And  frequent  sights  of  wnat  is  to  be 

borne! 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  nie 

here: — 
Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn. 


ODE  TO  DUTY. 

Stern  daughter  of  the  voice  of  God ! 
0  Duty !  if  that  name  thou  love, 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 
To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove ; 
Thou  who  art  victory  and  law 
When  empty  terrors  overawe. 
From  vain  temptations  dost  set  free, 
And  calm'st  the  weary  strife  of  frail  hu- 
manity ! 


There  are  who  ask  not  if  thine  eye 
Be  on  them ;  who,  in  love  and  truth. 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rely 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youth  : 
Glad  hearts!  without  reproach  or  blot; 
Who  do  thy  work,  and  know  it  not : 
May  joy  he.  theii-s  while  "life  shall  last ! 
And  thou,  if  they  should  totter,  teacrB 
them  to  stand  fast ! 


Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright, 
And  happy  will  our  nature  be. 
When  love  is  an  unerring  light. 
And  joy  its  own  security. 
And  blest  are  they  who  in  the  main 
This  faith,  even  now,  do  entertain : 


Iir«  ni  the  «piHt  of  this  rircl ; 
Yd  nuil  tliBl  othrr  itivngtb,  icvording 
their  neid. 


I.  loving  rnrdom.  nnil  iintncrl. 

No  mirt  of  every  rnniiom  nust, 
Y«t  Erine  to  Riywlf  a  giiide, 
Tno  blinilW  have  repowd  my  truet; 
Full  oft,  *liwi  in  my  heart  wng  Leard 
Tby  tinuty  tuuiiUtf,  1  ileTerml 
The  Uiik  in>pUB«l,  from  day  U>  day ; 

IBot  tbve  I  iiuw  would  servo  more  6trii 
ly,  if  I  may. 
R' 
In 
n 
Hy 
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Must  hi?nr,  first  iillereil  from  my  orebard 
And  Ibe  Brat  cnckoo'a  mclanelioly  cry. 

Kven  tliiiB  Inst  niglit,  and  two  nights 

more  I  lav. 

thee.  Sleep  1  by  any 


iRmgh  no  ilistiirhance  of  my  aonl, 

■  Mrong  cominuiutioQ  in  me  wrought, 

l^annplkale  for  thy  control; 

■tt  in  the  qnirtneu  of  thought: 
_le  lliia  UBCnarteird  frerduni  tires ; 
I  fnl  th«  weight  of  l-Iuuh-t  desires ; 
Hj  hopes  no  more  niuat  change  their 


]  long  for  ■  repose  which  ever  is  thesune. 

St»TTi  lawpver !  yet  thon  dost  wear 
The  i)«ilii«l'B  most  benignant  grace; 
Nor  k»u«  we  uiythiue  so  fair 
^  u  the  tmile  upon  thy  faee. 
Floweri  laugh  hefore  thee  on  their  beds. 
And  fragranen  in  thy  footing  treads; 
Th»n  d'i»t  jirexTTB  the  glarafrum  wronj;, 
AbJ  the  mi*>l  HliHi'm  hrnvi'iis,  thiuugh 
thee,  arv  frenh  and  strung. 

To  hnmbler  functionai  awful  power  I 
1  r>ll  ihre:   I  mvulf  mtiimenil 
Duto  thy  giiidHiiee  from  thin  hour; 
O,  let  my  weaknen  have  an  end ! 
n|r»  untn  me,  made  lowly  wi»e. 
The  ajiiril  of  self-saeriiiee ; 
The  ronft'lence  of  muon  give  ; 
And.  in  the  light  of  troth,  thy  bondman 


I  A  ftm-K  of  thfrji  that  leinurely  pass  by 
\  Our  ifiw  var ;  the  wmnd  of  min,  and  bees 
1   MomiMring :   the   fall  of  rivera,  winds 

1  and  Kan. 

1  ™«illi  lirld*,  whiteiheetisr water,  and 

t  llinnght  of  all  t>y  tunM,  and  itill  I 


And  conld  not 

stealth : 
Sn  do  not  let  me  wear  to-nighl  i 
Without  thee  what  'a  all  the 

wealth  ! 
Come,  hleBK^  barrier  between  day  and 

Dear  motheroffreHhtboDghts  and  joyous 
health  I 

THE  WORLD. 

The  trorld  is  too  much  with  uh;  tatesnd 

Getting  and  upending,  wc  Isj  waste  onr 

Little  we  see  in  nature  that  h  ours ; 
We  have  given  our  heartsnnnj-,  n  jonlid 

Tliia  sen  that  barea  her  bosom  to  the 

The  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all 

And  are  op-gathered  now  like  sleeping 

For  this,  for  everything,  we  ate  out  of 


Great  God!  I 'd  ntlier 


A  |M^n  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn ; 
So  might  I,  Rlandingon  this  pleniuint  lea. 
Have  glimjises  that  would  niake  me  IrH 

Have  sight  of  Proteua  coming  from  the 


TO  TEE  BI7BR  DTTDDOIf. 

I  TnoconT  of  thee,  my  partner  and  my 
guide. 
As  being  pHSaed  away, — vain  lympa- 

For  backward,  Duddon  I  aa  I  caat  m; 


emaina,  the  hinetiou  never 
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WhUe  we,  the  braye,  the  mighty,  and 
the  wise, 
We  men,  who  in  our  mom  of  youth 

defied 
The  elements,  must  vanish ; — be  it  so ! 
£nough,  if  something  from  our  hands 

have  power 
To  live,  and  act,  and  serve  the  future 
hour; 
And  if,  as  toward  the  silent  tomb  we 

Through  love,  through  hope,  and  faith's 
transcendent  dower. 
We  feel  that  we  are  greater  than  we  know. 


SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

[1771-1839.] 

TOT7NO  LOCHDnTAR. 

O,  YOUNG  Lochinvar  is  come  out  of  the 

west. 
Through  all  the  wide  Border  his  steed 

was  the  best ; 
And  save  his  good  broadsword  he  weapon 

had  none, 
He  rode  all  unarmed,  and  he  rode  all 

alone.  *    . 

So  faithful  in  love,  and  so  dauntless  in 

war. 
There  never  was  knight  like  the  young 

Lochinvar ! 

He  stayed  not  for  brake,  and  he  stopped 
not  for  stone, 

He  swam  the  Esk  River  where  ford  there 
was  none ; 

But,  ere  he  alighted  at  Netherby  gate, 

The  bride  had  consented,  the  gallant  came 
late: 

For  a  laggard  in  love,  and  a  dastard  in 
war, 

Was  to  wed  the  fair  Ellen  of  brave  Loch- 
invar. 

So  boldly  he  entered  the  Netherby  Hall, 
'Mong    bridesmen,   and    kinsmen,  and 

brothers,  and  all  1 
Then  spoke  the  bride's  father,  his  hand 

on  his  sword,  — 
For  the  poor  craven   bridegroom  said 

never  a  word,  — 


"0,  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in 

war, 
Or  to  dance  at  our  bridal,  young  Lord 

Lochinvar  ?" 

"I  long  wooed  vonr  daughter,  my  suit 

yon  deniea : 
Love  swells  like  the  Solway,  but  ebbs  like 

its  tide ! 
And  now  am  I  come,  with  this  lost  love 

of  mine, 
To  lead  but  one  measure,  drink  one  cup 

of  wine ! 
There   be   maidens   in    Scotland  more 

lovely  by  far. 
That  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young 

Lochinvar!" 

The  bride  kissed  the  goblet ;  the  knight 

took  it  up^ 
He  quaffed  off  the  wine,  and  he  threw 

down  the  cup ! 
She  looked  down  to  blush,  and  she  looked 

up  to  sigh. 
With  a  smile  on  her  lips  and  a  tear  in 

her  eye. 
He  took  her  soft  hand,  ere  her  mother 

could  bar,  — 
"Now  tread  we  a  measure  !"  said  young 

Lochinvar. 

So  stately  his  form,  and  so  lovely  her 

face. 
That  never  a  hall  such  a  galliard  did 

grace! 
While  her  mother  did  fret,  and  her  father 

did  fume. 
And  the  bridegroom  stood  dangling  his> 

bonnet  and  plume, 
And     the     bride-maidens     whispered, 

**'T  were  better  by  far 
To  have  matched  our  fair  cousin  witlB. 

young  Lochinvar ! " 

One  touch  to  her  hand,  and  one  word  in 

her  ear. 
When  they  reached  the  hall  door,  an(i 

the  chaT*ger  stood  near. 
So  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he 

swung, 
So  light  to  the  saddle  before  her  he 

spmng. 
**She  is  won!  we  are  gone,  over  bank, 

bush,  and  scaur ; 
They'll  have  fleet  steeds  that  follow!" 

quoth  young  Lochinvar. 


SIR  WALTER   SCOTT. 


Thrre  mil  Tnoniiting  'mong  Ommea  of 

Uii<  Netiieiby  cUn ; 
FoaUn,  Fniwickft,  ind  MungrsTva,  they 

(oile  and  they  nn ; 
Th*n  ««■  racing  uiil  chosiug  ou  Ctmno- 

bieLa. 
Bot  tliB  liwt  IriJi!  of  Sethorby  ne'tr  did 

ih.fyi.-r! 
So  daring  io  luri*,  and  to  dBunlless  ill 


A  8KRENADE. 
VAv  1  County  Gay,  the  hour  ii  nigh, 
Tfap  «mi  h"  left  the  lea, 
^_it  onngH-BowFr  perfiiiiiw  the  bower, 
_ '    The  imrie  is  on  the  eea. 
'^lie  Urki  bii  lay  irbo  trilled  all  day, 
8ita  hnahcd  hiijnrliier  nigh ; 
BnMr.  biid,  and  flowpr  confeBs  the  huur, 
But  when  ii  County  Guy  t 

_  be  rilloBe  maid  (trait  through  the  shads 
■    Hpt  abrphL-rd's  init  to  h*ar ; 
it  Btantjr  thr,  by  IntHfo  high, 
Sing*  hieh-Wn  Camlier. 
bThiF  MM  of  Love,  all  atars  abovi% 
Kate  rrigns  o>r  farth  and  skv, 
il  hi^h  and  low  thi-  inHiiPoi^eVaa 
But  where  U  County  Gny  t 


"4  «T!A(ir  lot  ia  tbin»,  fair  maid, 

A  Wuan  lot  i*  ibioe ! 
To  |iiill  tn«  thorn  thy  hraw  tn  braid. 


And  [> 


•  th»  ri 


A  rnathTuflhebla.*. 
A  doublet  of  tbf  Um-oln-RreeQ, — 

!>a  more  of  me  you  knew. 

My  lore  I 
So  more  of  me  yoa  knew, 

"Thii  mom  is  merry  Jnn»,  I  trow,  — 

Th'  row  ia  IniddinK  foin : 
ISut  ihe  alutl  hlDotii  in  wintiT  mow 

Er*  orr  two  meet  afpiin." 
He  tumnl  hi*  eharictr  aa  be  ipake, 

Tiioii  the  rJT»r  »hore; 
n>  Kari-  hia  bri<l]e.>vins  a  sliake, 

^il.  "Adiei 


My  love  I 


Ht  hawk  ia  tired  of  perch  and  hood. 
My  idle  greyhound  loathe*  his  food. 
My  horse  ia  weary  of  Ids  ntall. 
And  I  am  sick  of  captive  thmIL 
I  wiHh  1  were  as  I  have  been. 
Hunting  tlie  hart  iu  furests  ereen. 
With  bendwl  how  and  btiiwlhound  ftw. 
For  that  'a  the  life  is  meet  for  die. 

I  hate  to  learn  the  ebb  of  time 
From  yon  dull  steeple's  drowtiy  rhime, 
Or  mark  it  as  the  Nunt-mnis  crawl, 
luuh  anet  inch,  along  the  wall. 
The  lark  was  wont  my  matins  rinft 
The  sable  rook  my  Tmpers  ainj; ; 
These  towers,  flllhougli  a  king's  they  be, 
Have  not  i  hall  of  joy  for  nie. 

Vo  more  at  dawning  mom  t  rise, 
And  aun  mrself  in  Ellen's  eyrn, 
Drive  the  HeeE  deer  the  forest  thronsh, 
And  homeward  wrndwith  evening  dew; 
A  blithesome  weleoaie  lilithely  meet. 
And  lay  my  trophies  at  her  feet. 
While  Hed  the  eve  on  ninDofglee,— 
That  life  is  lost  to  love  and  me  I 


THB  TROSACHS. 

The  wMtern  waves  of  nbliing  diiy 
Rolleil  o'er  the  filcn  their  level  way; 
Eaeh  puri'le  peak,  each  flinty  snire. 
Was  bathed  III  noodi  of  living  fire. 
Hut  not  a  setting  brnni  could  glow 
Within  the  dark  mvines  below. 
Where  twined  the  path,  in  ahadow  hid, 
Round  many  a  rocky  pymmid. 
Shooting  abruptly  from  the  dell 
Its  ih under-splintered  piiiliacle ; 
Round  monv  an  insulated  mass. 
The  native  bulwarks  of  the  pasa. 
Huge  as  the  tower  which  builders  Tain 
Presumptnoug  piled  on  Shinar's  plain. 
Tlieir  rocky  summitB,  split  and  rmt. 
Formed  turret,  dome,  or  luttleineiK, 
Or  seemed  fantaitically  set 
With  cupola  or  minaret. 
Wild  creata  •*  nagod  ever  decked. 
Or  mosque  of  Eaatern  archiiact. 
Nor  weiT  these  earth-bom  castles  hare, 
Kar  hu'ked  they  many  a  banner  fair ; 
For,  from  their  ahivcred  hrowa  displaysd. 
Far  o'er  the  unfalhomnbic  glade. 
All  twinkling  with  the  dow-drop  ab 
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The  brier-rose  felhin  streamers  screen, 
And  creeping  sb nibs  of  thousand  dyes, 
Waved  in  the  west- wind's  summer  sighs. 

Boon  nature  scattered,  free  and  wild. 
Each  plant  or  flower,  the  mountain's  child. 
Here  eglantine  embalmed  the  air. 
Hawthorn  and  hazel  mingled  there ; 
The  primrose  pale,  and  violet  flower, 
Found  in  each  cliff  a  narrow  bower; 
Foxglove  and  nightshade,  side  by  side, 
Emblems  of  punishment  and  pride, 
Grouped  their  dark  hues  with  every  stain, 
The  weather-beaten  crags  retain. 
With  boughs  that  quaked  at  every  breath, 
Grav  birch  and  aspen  wept  beneath ; 
Aloft,  the  ash  and  warrior  oak 
Cast  anchor  in  the  rifted  rock ; 
And  higher  yet,  the  pine-tree  hung 
His  shattei'ed  trunk,  and  frequent  flung, 
Where  seemed  the  cliffy  to  meet  on  high. 
His  boughs  athwart  the  narrowed  sky. 
Highest  of  all,  where  white  peaks  glanced. 
Where  glistening  streamers  waved  and 

danced. 
The  wanderer's  eye  could  barely  view 
The  summer  heaven's  delicious  blue; 
So  wondrous  wild,  the  whole  might  seem 
The  scenery  of  a  fairy  droam. 
Onward,  amid  the  copse  'gan  peep 
A  narrow  inlet,  still  and  deep. 
Affording  scarce  such  breadth  of  brim. 
As  served  the  wild-duck's  brood  to  swim ; 
Lost  for  a  space,  through  thickets  veering. 
But  broader  when  again  aj)pearing. 
Tall  rocks  and  tufted  knolls  their  face 
Could  on  the  dark-blue  min*or  trace; 
And  farther  as  the  hunter  straved, 
Still  broa<ler  sweep  its  channels  made. 
The  shaggy  mounds  no  longer  stood, 
Emeiging  from  entangled  wood. 
But,  wave-encircled,  seemed  to  float. 
Like  castle  girdled  with  its  moat ; 
Yet  broader  floods  extending  still, 
Divide  them  from  their  parent  hill. 
Till  each,  retiring,  claims  to  be 
An  islet  in  an  inland  sea. 

And  now,  to  issue  from  the  glen. 

No  pathway  meets  the  wanderer's  ken. 

Unless  he  climb,  with  footing  nice, 

A  far-projecting  precipice. 

The  broom's  tough  roots  his  ladder  made, 

The  hazel  saplings  lent  their  aid  ; 

An<l  thus  an  airy  fwint  he  won. 

Where,  gleaming  with  the  setting  sun. 

One  burnished  sheet  of  living  gold, 


Loch-Katrine  lav  beneath  him  rolled; 

In  all  her  length  far  winding  lay, 

With  promontory,  creek,  and  bay, 

And  islands  that,  empurpled  bright, 

Floated  amid  the  livelier  light ; 

And  mountains,  that  like  giants  stand. 

To  sentinel  enchanted  land. 

High  on  the  south,  huge  Ben-venue 

Down  to  the  lake  in  masses  threw 

Crags,  knolls,  and  mounds,  confusedly 

hurled. 
The  fragments  of  an  earlier  world ; 
A  wildering  forest  feathered  o'er 
His  ruined  sides  and  summit  hoar. 
While  on  the  north,  through  middle  air, 
Ben -an  heaved  high  his  forehead  bare. 

From  the  steep  promontory  gazed 
The  stranger,  raptured  and  amazed. 
And  **  What  a  scene  were  here,"  he  cried, 
"For  princely  pomp   or    churchman's 

pride! 
On  this  bold  brow,  a  lordly  tower ; 
In  that  soft  vale,  a  lady's  bower; 
On  yonder  meadow,  far  away. 
The  turrets  of  a  cloister  gray ; 
How  blithely  might  the  buglo-hom 
Chide,  on  the  lake,  the  lingering  mom  ! 
How  sweet,  at  eve,  the  lover's  lute. 
Chime,  when   the  groves  are  still   ami 

mute ! 
And  when  the  midnight  moon  should  lave 
Uv.r  forehead  in  the  silver  wave. 
How  solemn  on  the  ear  would  come 
The  holy  matins'  distant  hum. 
While  the  deej)  peal's  commanding  tone 
Should  wake,  in  ytmder  islet  lone, 
A  sainted  hermit  from  his  cell. 
To  drop  a  bead  with  every  knell,  — 
And  bugle,  lute,  and  bell,  and  all. 
Should  each  bewildered  stranger  call 
To  friendly  feast  and  lighted  hall." 


CORONACH. 

He  is  gone  on  the  mountain, 

He  is  lost  to  the  forest, 
Like  a  summer-dried  fountain. 

When  our  need  was  the  sorest. 
The  font  reappearing 

From  the  rain -drops  shall  borrow ; 
But  to  us  comes  no  cheering, 

To  Duncan  no  morrow ! 

The  hand  of  the  rea]>er 

Takes  the  ears  that  are  hoary, 


* 
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But  thr  roiiy  of  the  w«-|K!r 
Waili  nimihouil  in  ^1(117. 

Thir  niitumn  windii,  rusliliig, 
U'ifl  the  leurM  thai  sre  WAmt; 
,   Biit  out  floK'pr  wiu  in  fliuhiiig. 
WbcD  blighting  wu  iti<«r(«t. 

Plwt  foot  on  thf>  i-nmi. 

8aw  rounwl  In  cumber, 
Btvl  hinil  in  the  foniy. 

How  wuDil  u>  Ihy  Hlamb«Tl 
Like  tJi'  dpw  on  the  inounluii. 

Like  the  foatn  on  thn  livr.r. 
Like  Iht  tiubblr  on  the  fouDUio, 

Tboo  til  gone,  uiil  tonver. 


BTKN  or  THE  HESKEW  HAID. 

ViiKN  Iirarl.  of  Ilic  l^rcl  MotchI, 

Oul  from  the  land  of  bomliige  enine, 
H»  fkther'm  Uod  brrorr  lier  lunvcd. 

An  mwful  guide  in  unuke  uid  Rnme. 
Brdiij,  along  th«  MtoDi«hrd  lands, 

Tb*  cbindy  tiillRr  glided  ilow; 
By  night.  Arabia's  crimaoued  mnds 

Retiuunl  tlic  fleiy  eolamu'i  glow, 

Tfaei*  roae  the  choral  hymo  ofpniiae, 
And  trunipandtiuibrvl  auBwrreit  kr«n ; 

And  Zion'a  dniidhteni  jirarwl  their  Uys, 
Willi  i>ri«it'»  and  •■rrior'*  voice  bc- 


lA  of  thee  a  cloudy  aorecn, 
a  leinpcr  llie  dwHlful  tay. 
.  O,  nhini  iCoopa  on  Jnclali'ii  path 
1  ihadp  and  storm  tlie  fm|iii'nl  niiiht, 
it  Ibnu,  long-nllfirriiiE,  kIow  to  wrath, 
A  burning  and  a  aUning  tight  1 

It  barpa  w  lr(l  by  Babel'ti  Mmum,  — 
""«  lynut'ajeat,  thcGentite'iBcora; 

mtmt  rannd  our  albtr  boani*. 
Inil  mote  arc  timbrel,  trump,  anil  horn. 
iboa  had  aaid,  Tb*  hlond  of  etml*, 
•  llMh  of  nun*,  1  will  not  iirio-,  — 
'  r  Imrt,  ncid  hiiinhln  thought*, 
le  acivpttd  nerillco. 


CHRISTMAS-TIMB. 


Heai-ou  more  w™.i !  — th.-  wind  i>  chill ; 
Itut  let  it  whistle  nt,  it  wilt, 
Wo  'U  keep  our  ChmtmnB  iriptiy  rtill. 
Koch  age  baa  deemed  ili"  n«w-lvni  year 
The  fltleat  tin>«  fur  reatal  I'hrer ; 
KvcD  heathen  yet,  the  Mvnge  Danr 

At  lol  luon  (letp  the  ineiwi 

High  on  the  beach  hia  gnlle 

Aud  foaated  all  bis  lamte  ci 

Then  iu  his  low  and  jiine- built  linll, 

Where    ahieldi    and   axes    decked   Ilia 

wall. 
They  gnrgrd  upon  the  hnlf-dreaMd  Iteer 
Caroused  in  seiu  of  uble  ln-er ; 
W  bile  round,  in  brutnl  jest,  wi-re  thrown 
The  balf-gnavrcd  rib  and  mnrrow-lione. 
Or  listened  all,  in  grim  delight, 
While  aralda  yelled  oat  the  joys  of  flght 
Then  forth  in  freniy  would  they  hie,' 
While  wildly  looae  their  ml  locks  lly : 
And,  daneitig  round  thp  blanng  pile, 
Tbey  niake  aueh   barbarous  niuth  the 

while, 
As  best  might  to  the  mind  ni-all 
Tlie  boiiteiouajoyHol'Oiliu's  hall. 

And  well  our  Clirintian  eires  of  old 
Loveil  when  Uieyi^ritmvnnrliBd  roltivl. 
And  brousht  blittieChrirtmiu  back  again. 
With  all  his  hotpitable  train. 
Domeitic  and  religinus  rite 
Harr  honor  to  (he  holy  night : 
On  Cliriatnias  eve  the  Iwlla  <n^ir  rung; 
On  Clirtstinu  eve  the  mRKS  was  tangj 
1'bat  only  night,  in  all  the  year. 
Saw  the  atolS  jirieat  the  ehaltve  rew. 
The  damsel  douiied  lier  kirtle  ahera  1 
The  hall  waa  dreskcd  with  holly  grwn ; 
Forth  10  the  wood  did  merry-inrn  go. 
To  pther  in  the  niiatletoe. 
Then  opened  wide  the  baron's  hall 
To  vassal,  tenant,  serf,  and  all : 
Power  laid  hii  rod  of  rule  asid^ 
And  Ojwmony  dolTed  hia  pride. 
The  heir,  with  rosea  in  hia  ^oea, 
Tliat  night  might  village  naitner  chooaa ; 
Tlio  Ion],  iinderrvnling,  sliate 
The  vulgar  game  of  "|>utt  anil  pair." 
All  hailed,  with  uncontrolled  delieht 
And  general  voice,  the  happy  night 
That  to  the  cottage,  u  the  crown. 
Brought  tidings  of  wlvation  down. 

The  fin-,  with  well-dri«l  logs  knnpllnl, 
Went  ruariiiB  up  the  ehimn.'y  wide; 
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The  huge  hall-table's  oaken  face. 
Scrubbed  till  it  shone  the  day  to  grace, 
Bore  then  upon  its  massive  board 
i   No  mark  to  pert  the  sauire  and  lord. 
Then  was  brought  in  tne  lusty  brawn, 
Bv  old  blue-coated  serving-man  ; 
Then  the  grim  boar's  head  frowned  on 

high, 
Crested  with  bays  and  rosemary. 
Well  can  the  green-garbed  ranger  tell 
How,  when,  and  where  the  monster  fell ; 
What  doffs  before  his  death  he  tore. 
And  all  tne  baiting  of  the  boar. 
The  wassail  round,  in  good  brown  bowls, 
Garnished  with  ribbons,  blithely  trowls. 
There  the  huge  sirloin  reeked ;  hard  by 
Plum-porridge  stood,  and  Christmas  pie ; 
Nor  failed  ohl  Scotland  to  produce. 
At  such  high-tide,  her  savory  goose. 
Then  came  the  merrv  maskers  m. 
And  carols  roared  with  blithesome  din ; 
If  unmelodious  was  the  song. 
It  was  a  hearty  note,  and  strong. 
Who  lists  may  in  their  mumming  see 
Traces  of  ancient  mystery ; 
White  skirts  siipijlied  the  masquerade, 
And  smutted  cheeks  the  visors  made : 
But,  O,  what  maskers  richly  di^ht 
Can  boast  of  bosoms  half  so  light ! 
England  was  merry  England,  when 
Old  Christmas  brought  his  sports  again. 
*T  was  Christmas  broached  the  mightiest 

ale; 
*T  was  Christmas  told  the  merriest  tale ; 
A  Christmas  gambol  oft  could  cheer 
The  poor  man's  heart  through  half  the 

year. 


SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE. 
[1773-1834.] 

OEKEVIEVE. 

All  thoughts,  all  passions,  all  delights, 
Whatever  stirs  this  mortal  frame, 
All  are  but  ministers  of  Love, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flame. 

Oft  in  my  waking  dn»ams  do  I 
Live  o'er  again  that  happy  hour. 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  lay 
Beside  the  ruined  tower. 

The  moonshine  stealing  o'er  the  scene 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve ; 


And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  m  j  joy, 
My  own  dear  Genevieve  1 

She  leaned  against  the  armed  man. 
The  statue  of  the  arm^  knight ; 
She  stood  and  listened  to  my  lay. 
Amid  the  lingering  light. 

Few  sorrows  hath  she  of  her  own. 
My  hope !  my  joy !  my  Genevieve  I 
She  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  songs  that  make  her  grieve. 

I  played  a  soft  and  doleful  air, 
I  sang  an  old  and  moving  story,  — 
An  old  rude  song,  that  suited  well 
That  ruin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  listened  with  a  flitting  blush. 
With  downcast  eyes  and  modest  grace ; 
For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  face, 

I  told  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand ; 
And  that  for  ten  long  years  he  wooed 
The  Lady  of  the  Land. 

I  told  her  how  he  pined :  and  ah ! 
The  deep,  the  low,  the  ]ileading  tone 
With  which  I  sang  another's  love 
Interpreted  my  own. 

She  listened  with  a  flitting  blush, 
With  doi^'ncast  eyes,  and  modest  grace; 
And  she  forgave  me,  that  I  gazed 
Too  fondly  on  her  face. 

But  when  I  told  the  cniel  scorn 
That  crazed  that  bold  and  lovely  Knigh' 
And  that  he  crossed  the  mountain-wood 
Nor  rested  day  nor  night ; 

That  sometimes  from  the  savage  den, 
And  sometimes  from  the  darksome  sha 
And  sometimes  starting  up  at  once 
In  green  and  sunny  glade, 

There  came  and  looked  him  in  the  f 
An  angel  beautiful  and  bright ; 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  Fiend, 
This  miserable  Knight ! 

And  that  unknowing  what  he  did, 
He  leaped  amid  a  munlerous  banc? 
And  saved  from  outrage  worse  than 
The  Lady  of  the  Land; 


^^^^                                            ^^^B 

1 

1 

'  uMi^'s;^ 

SAMtJEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE. 


AtidbowmliM  vppt.  in^  tIuiip<I  tiUkni«B; 
And  how  abe  tended  hiiri  tu  vniu ; 
AnJ  BTi-r  Hrove  to  ex|iUtr 

Tli«  koorn  that  cnuetl  hu  brainy 

Atul  that  *he  nunied  liim  in  ■  cavK, 
And  how  hu  madiirn  wfiit  itway, 
WbrD  un  thn  jrellow  forest-IeaTO 

A  Jyiog  man  he  Uy; 

—  HUdviiig  words  —  Imt  when  I  rMcbed 
That  t'BdiTMl  stiain  of  all  the  ditty, 
My  laltrriiiK  rtdm  uid  panainK  harp 
UiaturLied  her  booI  witlk  jiity  I 

All  iropalnea  of  mul  and  kiik 
Had  Ihrilh'd  my  gnilvlMs  GeDeTiert; 
The  niu-ii.'  and  the  dolf  ful  uIb, 
Thr  rich  and  bahuy  evu ; 


uiMluliuguUhablv  ihroiif:^ 
Ajid  UHiitlr  wiiih«a  Ions  (ubdui'd, 
Subdued  and  cbvnshcd  long. 


Hn  huwim  henTtd,  —  abr  stepped  axide, 
-U  runwioiis  of  my  look  she  utejit.  — 
Thro  auildcnly,  vith  timoniua  eye. 
She  fleil  to  me  and  wept. 

Hh>  half  pncloaed  me  with  her  nrma, 
£lw  pnoMrd  me  with  a  mrek  embrace ; 
Aail,  bradiiif;  buck  her  bead,  looked  ap, 
And  gwKd  upon  my  face. 

r  *u  pafily  lore,  and  partly  fear. 
And  jsrllv  't  waiM  liulirul  art 
Tbml  1  might  ntber  feel  thui  kb 
TtiB  airelling  of  her  heart. 

I  <naliur<l  her  fean.  and  »hr  *iia  Mlm, 
\  ixl  tiild  her  love  with  viigin  pride; 
,MnJ  an  1  von  ray  OmeHBie, 

Mj  bnglii  and  bcaateoiu  Bride:. 


MlAjmr  tt)ini  a  chann  to  >t>y  the  momiDg 
mtAt 
I  Jsis  »c<«|i  mhum  t    So  lung  he  8 


On  thy  bald,  awful  bend,  Oaovmn  Blanc 
Till-  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 
KavB  f eaHeleMly ;  but  thou,  inuiit  awful 

Riaeat  from  forth  thy  rilimt  sea  ofirincs 
How  silently !  Around  ibee  and  abovo 
Deep  is  the  air,  aud  dark,  auUtantial, 

black, 
An  ebon  maaa :  methinka  thou  piercest  it 
Aa  witbawedge!  Itut  when  1  look  lytniD, 
It  ia  thine  own  calm  home,  tby  crystal 

Thy  habitation  from  eternity  I 

0  Jrend  and  silent  Mount  I  1  giued  upon 

thee. 
Till  thou,  Mill  preseot  to  the  bodily  mow, 
Diilut vanish frommytboogbt:  entranced 

in  prayer 

1  warabiiipMl  the  Invisible  alone. 

Yet,  lilce  some  Hweetbeguilinu  melody. 
So  sweet  we  know  not  we  are  llateniug 

Thou,  the  meanwhile,  wert  blending  with 

my  tbua)(bt. 
Yea,  with  my  life  ami  life's  own  aecrtt  joy, 
Till  the  diialing  aoul,  rnrapt,  ititiiafiii'sl. 
Into  the  mighty  vision  iwuing,  tlirr«. 
As  in  her  natural  form,  twellcd  vast  to 

Awake,  myaoul !  not  only  paasivepTaiae 
Thou  owvitl   not  alone  tbese  swelling 

Mot«tbank«,ajidBecrrtecslasy !  Awake, 
Vrace  of  sweet  wng !    Awake,  my  heart. 

Green  valea  and  icy  diffa,  all  join  my 

Tbon  nrst  and  cbif  f^  sole  aovnu  of  tb< 


Orwben  they  clim'hthe'sky  of  when  they 

Oompaniouor  the  morning  star  at  dawn, 
Thyself  Eartb'i  roay  sur.  and  o(  the  da»  a 
Co-'herald.  — wake,  O,  wake,  and   utter 

Who  sanklbysimleiispillarsdeepin  earth  I 
Who  fille.1  thy  countenance  with   rosy 

light  I 
Who  made  tbee    parent    of   perpetual 

BtreaniK  T 
And  you,  yt  fire  wild  torreuta,  fiercely 

glad: 
Who  called   Tou  forth  from  night  and 

utter  death. 


I 
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From  dark  and  icycaverns called  you  forth, 

Down  those  precipitouB,  black,  jagged 
rocks, 

Forever  shattered  and  the  same  forever? 

Who  gave  you  your  invulnerable  life. 

Your  strength,  your  si)eed,  your  fury,  and 
yourioy, 

Unceasing  thunder  and  eternal  foam  ? 

And  who  commanded  (and  the  silence 
came), 

Here  let  the  billows  Btiffen  and  have  rest? 
Ye  ice-falls !  ye  that  from  the  moun- 
tain's brow 

Adown  enormous  ravines  slope  amain,  — 

Torrents,  methinks,  that  heard  a  mighty 
voice, 

And  stopped  at  once  amid  their  maddest 
plunge ! 

Motionless  torrents !  silent  cataracts ! 

Who  made  you  glorious  as  the  gates  of 
Heaven 

Beneath  the  keen  full  moon?    Who  bade 
the  sun 

Clothe  you  with  rainbows  ?    Who,  with 
living  flowers 

Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your 
feet?  — 

God!  let  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of 
nations, 

Answer !  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God ! 

God !   sing,  ye    meadow  -  streams,  with 
gladsome  voice ! 

Ye  pine-groves,  with  your  soft  and  soul- 
like sounds ! 

And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of 
snow, 

And  in  their  perilous  fall  shall  thunder, 
God! 
Ye  living  flowers  that  skirt  the  eternal 
frost! 

Ye  wild  goats  sporting  round  the  eagle's 
nest! 

Ye  eagles,  playmates  of  the  mountain- 
storm  ! 

Ye  lightnings,  the  dread  arrows  of  the 
clouds ! 

Ye  signs  and  wonders  of  the  elements, 

Utter  forth  God,  and  fill  the  hills  with 
praise! 
Thou,  too,  hoar  Mount !  with  thy  sky- 
pointing  peaks, 

Oft  from  whoso  feet  the  avalanche,  un- 
heard, 

Shoots  downward,  glittering  through  the 
pure  serene, 

Into  the  depth  of  clouds  that  veil  thy 
breast,  — 


Thou  too  again,  stupendons  Mountain ! 

thou 
That  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bowed  low 
In  adoration,  upward  from  thy  base 
Slow  travelling  with  dim  eyes  suffused 

with  teu^ 
Solemnly  seemest  like  a  vapory  cloud 
To  rise  before  me  —  Rise,  Oj  ever  riae. 
Rise  like  a  cloud  of  incense  from  the 

Earth! 
Thou  kingly  Spirit  throned  among  the 

hilk, 
Thou  dread  ambassador  from  Earth  to 

Heaven, 
Great  hierarch !  tell  thou  the  silent  sky. 
And  tell  the  stars,  and  tell  yon  risingsun. 
Earth,  with  her  thousand  voices,  praises 

God. 


CHRI8TABEL. 
PART  L 

'T  IS  the  middle  of  night  by  the  castle 

clock, 
And  the  owls  have  awakened  the  crowing 

cock; 
Tu-whit!  tu-whoo! 
And  hark,  again  !  the  crowing  cock, 
How  drowsily  it  crew. 

Sir  Leoline,  the  Baron  rich, 
Hath  a  toothless  mastiff"  bitch ; 
From  her  kennel  beneath  the  rock 
She  maketh  answer  to  the  clock. 
Four  for  the  quarters,  and  twelve  for  the 

hour; 
Ever  and  aye,  by  shine  and  shower, 
Sixteen  short  howls,  not  over-loud ; 
Some  say,  she  sees  my  lady's  shroud. 

Is  the  night  chilly  and  dark  ? 
The  night  is  chilly,  but  not  dark. 
The  thin  gray  cloud  is  spread  on  high. 
It  covers  but  not  hides  the  sky. 
The  moon  is  behind,  and  at  the  full ; 
And  yet  she  looks  both  small  and  dull. 
The  night  is  chill,  the  cloud  is  gray ; 
*T  is  a  month  before  the  month  of  Mar, 
And  the  Spring  comes  slowly  up  this  way. 

The  lovely  lady,  Christabel, 
Whom  hi*r  father  loves  so  well, 
What  makes  her  in  the  wood  so  Jate^ 
A  furlong  from  the  castle  gate  ? 
She  had  dreams  all  vestemight 
Of  her  own  betrothed  knight; 
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And  t hi;  ludy,  whose  v< 


8he  *t«lt  tUmg,  ih*  iioching  spoke, 
TIk  liglw  the  hravnl  were  »u(t  nud  law. 
Aiiil  iMUglit  wta  grwii  upon  the  oak, 
But  mata  and  t^fM  niulletoc : 
Mh'  knoKl-i  bruiath  the  huge  oak-trM, 
And  ill  ulencp  {iniyrlh  ihr. 


The  iiifclit  ii  chill ;  the  forest  Iwre ; 
U  it  111"  wind  tint  iiiuHiiFlh  bl<iikl 
Tht-i*  In  nut  wind  enougli  in  the  ur 
Tn  mnve  ■wiy  ths  nnjflct  cntl 
Frum  the  lovely  tidy's  rheek,  — 
TbciT  U  not  wind  enough  to  twirl 
Thu  onr  nd  Intf,  the  Itut  of  ila  vIhti, 
Thkt  diDi'ei  as  often  us  dancu  it  can, 
lUnoflnK  ■"  lifttil.  and  haueitig  lo  higli. 
On  lue  Injimoat  twig  that  looks  up  al  the 

Husli,  )>mins  henrt  of  CliriataVl ! 
Jrau  Uarin,  iliield  hrr  Well  I 
8I»  tnldrd  hrr  amis  Wni<ath  her  clnak, 
And  »tnlr  lo  the  other  aide  of  the  oak. 
Wlial  oMB  she  there  T 

"ni'rr  'he  «aei  a  iUidmI  hright, 
riTviit  In  a  ailkrn  nib*  of  while, 
Thnt  xhiuluwy  in  tli"  moonliKlit  shone , 
The  D-vk  thai  mad*  tliat  white  rolw  wan, 

r  ■tatH)'  nirk,  iind  amis  were  tutre ; 
Her  blae- veined  fwt  iinnndalled  were. 
And  wildly  filirteiwl  hen'  and  tlieio 
1  The  ipnn  eiiti>nf[lp<)  in  her  hnir. 
j   I  pii'u,  'I  vai  trightfnl  there  t(>  ace 

A  My  «  richl;  elul  at  she.— 
1   Brautitiil  exiwltngl;  1 


-t  thou  I" 

TV  WIj-  ilranRr  wade  answer  meet. 
Anil  her  voire  was  faint  anil  sweft ; 
•'iUve  pliT  on  mv  aore  dirtrrsa, 
X  rtiv  can  »tmk'  for  wwiTinesa." 

Slnndi  rorth  thy  hand,  and  have  ni 


Me,e' 


£ 


5^    rLiii,iab«1i    "1>«*    cauieat 


They  choked  my  g 

fright. 
And  lied  mo  on  a  palfrvy  wliile. 
The  lialfrey  was  as  lieet  as  wind. 
And  they  rode  furiouKly  behind. 
They  spurred  amain,  their  steeda   » 

And  once  we  croased  ibe.  nhadr  of  night. 
As  aure  as  Heaven  afaalt  imcue  ine, 
I  have  nu  thought  what  men  they  bej 
Nor  da  (  know  how  long  it  is 
(For  I  have  lain  entmnced,  1  wis) 
Since  one,  the  tnlleat  of  the  five, 
Took  me  from  the  jnlfrey's  back, 
A  weoiy  woman,  acnrce  alive. 
Somemuttered  nordahiscomnulesKpake: 
lie  placed  me  anHemeath  this  oak  ; 
He  swore  ihey  would  return  with  haste : 
Whither  thev  went  I  cannot  tell  — 
I  thought  1  beard,  some  mi. 
Saunds  ai  of  a  ciwLle-bell. 
Stretrh  forth  thyhand"  (thus  ended  she), 
"  And  helji  a  wretched  maid  tn  ttee." 

Tlien   Christiibel   streti^Iied   forth  her 

And  onmforted  fair  Geraldine; 

"O  well,  bright  dame !  may  yoa  command 

The  Mrrice  of  Sir  Leotine; 

And  gladly  onr  stoat  clilvilry 

Will  he  aend  forth,  and  friends  withal. 

To  guide  and  guard  yan  safe  tuid  fn^ 

Home  to  your  nuble  futher'a  halL" 

She  rose:  and  forth  with  Wepg  tliey 

That  atnive  to  be,  and  were  not,  fast. 
Her  gradons  stars  the  laily  bleat. 
And  thus  spake  on  sweel  C'liriittahel: 
"All  our  honaehold  are  at  real, 
The  hall  aa  silent  as  the  cell ; 
Sir  {.loaline  is  weak  in  health. 
And  may  not  well  awakeneil  b^ 
But  we  will  movn  aa  if  in  ainilth. 
And  1  beitrn'h  vour  coiirlmy. 
Thisnighti  to  sfcare  jour  couch  with  me." 


*•!■' 
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A  little  door  she  opened  straight, 

All  in  the  middle  of  the  gate ; 

The  gate  that  was  ironed   within  and 

without. 
Where    an    army  in  battle  array  had 

marched  out. 
The  lady  sank,  belike  through  pain, 
And  Ch'ristabel  with  might  ana  main 
Lifted  her  up,  a  weary  weight. 
Over  the  threshold  of  the  gate : 
Then  the  lady  rose  again. 
And  moved,  as  she  were  not  in  pain. 

So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear. 
They  crossed  the  court :  right  glad  they 

wore. 
And  Chiistabel  devoutly  cried 
To  the  lady  by  her  side : 
"Praise  we  the  Virgin  all  divine 
Who  hath  res(!ue<l  thee  from  thy  distress ! " 
"Alas,  alas!"  said  Oeraldiue, 
I  cannot  speak  for  weariness."  — 
So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear, 
They  crossed  the  court :  right  glad  they 

were. 

Outsidt*  luT  k<*nn(*l  the  mastiff  old 
Lay  fast  a-slcpp,  in  moonshine  cold. 
The  niastiir  old  did  not  awake. 
Yet  she  an  angry  ni(mn  did  make ! 
Anil  what  can  ail  tin*  mast  iff  bitch? 
Nt'ver  till  now  she  utt<'rc(l  yell 
B<Mi(*ath  the  cyt*  of  ('hristalx'l. 
IVrhaps  it  is  tin*  owlt't's  scritch ; 
For  what  can  ail  the  mastiir  bit<'h  ? 

They  passed  tlic  hall,  tliat  I'clioos  still, 
Pass  JLS  liiuhtly  as  you  will  I 
The   bnmds  were  tlat,  the  brands  were 

dying, 
Amid  their  own  white  aslnvs  lying; 
But  when  the  lady  jmsscd,  there  came 
A  tonifue  of  light,  a  lit  of  flann' ; 
And  (/hristahel  saw  thf  lady's  eye, 
And  nothing  els»'  saw  sin*  tli«^n'by, 
Save  the  boss  of  the  shield  of  Sir  lieoline 

tall. 
Which  hung  in  a  murky  old  niche  in  the  , 

wall. 
"O.  softly  tn-ad  !"  said  Chnstabel, 
*'  My  father  seldom  sleef>eth  well." 

Sweet  T'liristabel  her  feet  doth  bare, 
And,  J»*alous  of  the  listening  air, 
They  steal  their  war  from  stair  to  stair, 
y(.w  in  glimuK'r,  and  now  in  gloom, 
And  now  they  pass  the  Baron's  room. 


As  still  as  death  with  stifled  brpftth ! 
And  now  have  reached  her  chamber  door; 
And  now  doth  Geraldine  presa  down 
The  rushes  of  the  chamber  floor. 

The  moon  shines  dim  in  the  open  tir, 
And  not  a  moonbeam  enters  here. 
But  they  without  its  light  can  see 
The  chamber  carved  so  curiously. 
Carved  with  figures  strange  and  sweet, 
All  made  out  of  the  carver's  brain. 
For  a  lady's  chamber  meet : 
The  lamp  with  twofold  silver  chain 
Is  fastened  to  an  angePs  feet. 
The  silver  lamp  bums  dead  and  dim ; 
But  Christabel  the  lamp  will  trim. 
She  trimmed  the  lamp,  and  made  it  bright, 
And  left  it  swinging  to  and  fro, 
While  Geraldine,  in  wretched  plight. 
Sank  down  uiK>n  the  floor  below. 

"0  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 
I  pray  you,  drink  this  cordial  wine ! 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers; 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowers." 

"And  will  your  mother  pity  me, 
Who  am  a  maiden  most  forloni  ? " 
ChnstaWl  answered  :   "  Wo**,  is  me  I 
She  died  the  hour  that  1  was  \x)n\. 
I  have  hcartl  the  gniy-bairiMl  friar  tell, 
How  on  her  <leath-b<*d  she  did  say. 
That  she  sliould  hear  the  castle-ljell 
Strike  twelve  u|K)n  my  wedding-day. 
()  motluT  dear!  that  tliou  wert  here  I" 
"I  wouhl,"  said  (lerahline,  *'sbe  were  I" 
I^ut  soon  with  altered  voici',  Siiid  sh<' : 
"Otr, wan dt'ring mother!  P<?ak  andpin^! 
I  have  power  to  hid  thee  flee." 
Alas  !  what  ails  poor  Geraldine? 
Why  stares  she  with  uns<'ttl«'d  eye  ? 
Tan  she  thf  l)<>dil«'s.s  dead  espy  ? 
And  why  with  hollow  voice  cries  she: 
•'Off,  woman,  ofl*!  this  hour  is  mine,  — 
Though  thou  her  guaniian  spirit  be, 
Ofl',  woman,  oti'!  'T  is  given  to  me." 

Then  ("hristabel  knelt  by  the   lady's 
side. 
And  raised  to  heaven  her  eyes  so  blue; 
"Alas!"  said  slie,  "this ghastly  ride, — 
Dear  lady  !  it  hath  unldered  vou  !" 
The  lady  wijwd  her  moist  cold  brow. 
And  faintlv  sjii»l,  "  'T  is  over  now !" 

Again  the  wild-flower  wine  she  drank : 
Her  fair  large  eyes  'gan  glitter  bright, 
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Tm.  ibe  doth  amile,  and  the  doth  wtep, 
Uks  a  jrouthAil  hprtDiten, 
Boateoai  In  a  vildemms, 
Whoi  praying  always,  l>raT>  in  daep. 
And,  it  IM  moTB  nnauietfy, 
Perehancr,  't  ia  bat  ttin  hlood  a»  fna, 
ComM  back  and  tinglea  io  her  l«t 
No  doubt  she  hath  a  vlsinn  iweet. 
What  if  her  guardian  spirit  'tweral 
What  if  the  inew  ber  motlier  near  I 
Bat  this  she  knowi,  in  jon  and  troM^ 
That  saints  will  aid  if  mrn  will  call; 
For  the  blue  akj  bands  over  alll 


PABT  IL 

"Each  matin-bell,"  the  Banm  Mlth, 
"Knell*  n>  back  to  a  world  of  death." 
These  M-onla  Sir  Leoline  tint  nid. 
When  he  roee  and  found  hie  lady  dead: 
Three  words  Sir  Leoline  will  say 
liany  a  tnoni  to  his  dying  day  I 


snd  law  began. 


And  hence  thn  cnstn 
That  still  at  ilnnn  the 
Who  duly  pull<  tbf  h<«Ty  hell, 
Ftve-atid- forty  bead!)  must  tell 
Betwran  each  ittmke,  — a  warning  knell. 
Which  not  a  siml  can  phooap  but  hear 
From  Bratha  Htrml  tu  Wyndermere. 

Saith  Bnin-the  hnr-l.  "So  let  it  knell  1 
And  Ift  the  drowiij  snRristiin 
Still  count  Bs  nlowlj  as  he  ciin  I 
Thi'ri!  i»  no  la.-k  of  such,  I  kpi-ii, 


And  Dunj^pon'icbvll  xo  foully  rent. 
With  roi<pa  of  mJk  and  bells  of  nir 
Tlirw  sinful  ncx tons'  ghosts  are  pent. 
Who  all  ((ivi!  lack,  one  afler  f  othpr, 
Thp  di'uili.iiotc  to  Iheir  lii-iug  brother; 
Anrl  oft,  loo,  by  the  knell  oft'endwl. 
Just  ns  ihi'lr  one!  two!  three!  is  ended, 
The  Ji'vil  nioi'ks  the  doleful  tale 
With  a  lufrry  i)ettl  from  Itorodale." 

The  air  is  still !  tlirooKli  mist  nnil  rlond 
That  nierri'  jieal  rimwa  ringing  loud; 
And  Gi-Riblini'  shakes  off  her  dread. 
And  lisea  Usbtly  from  the  l>e.l; 
Puta  on  biT  silken  veattnents  white, 
And  Iiiuko  her  hair  in  lovfly  plight. 
And.  nothing  doubting  of  hpr  npcll. 
Awakens  tlie  Lady  Cliristabel. 


I  tnut  that  JOB  Wn  nrtad  vdL" 


e  who  hj  dawn  by  her  M^  — 


Hay,  fairer  ntt  aad  vet  uoR  fair  I 
For  aba  belJke  hath  ^nke«  deep 
Of  all  tb«  UaNcdBM  ef  alMp  I 
And  while  ibe  nkfc  kr  look,  hv  afi; 
Bach  MBtk  thaakfhlMM  dadn«L 
That  fen  It  tMrnd)  ha^iddl  mti 
Qrev  ti^t  baneaA  her  Iwwiiw  bnaAb 
"Son  nave  duNdl"  Mid  ChitataM, 
•' Now  HeneB  be  pnlMd  If  an  btv^r 
And  In  low  lihariw  toBii^  y<*  ■«•< 
Did  aba  the  lofbr  1^  BWt 
With  neh  parueri^  WBiDd 
Aa  dnamt  too  nvdj  leave  behlRl 

Soqnieklydte  nw,  and  qnfaUf  aimcl 
Her  maidnt  Umbi,  and  htviiiK  pfajted 
That  He  who  M  tbe  eraaa  did  gman 


And  paving  on  through  page  and  gnm% 
Eater  the  Baron's  preaence-rooia. 

The  Baron  rose,  and  while  he  preat 
His  gentle  dnugbter  to  bis  brraiit, 
With  uhwrful  noniler  in  his  eyp^ 
The  Lndy  Ueraldine  espies, 
And  gave  such  welcome  to  the  aama 
Aa  might  beaeem  so  bright  a  dame  t 

But  when  he  beard  the  laily'a  tale. 
And  when  she  told  her  fathers  nan^ 
Why  waxed  Sir  Leoline  to  pale, 
Mufmnring  o'er  the  name  again. 
Lord  Roland  de  Tanx  of  Tryemudoe  T 

Alaa !  thev  had  been  fKenda  in  youth ; 
But  whispen'ng  tongnea  can  pMSon  truth ; 
And  constaney  tires  in  realms  abovt^ 
And  life  ia  tliorny,  and  youth  U  rain. 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  lore 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain. 
And  thus  it  chanced,  aa  I  divine. 
With  Roland  and  Sir  Uoline. 
Each  spake  words  of  high  disdain 
And  insult  to  Ilia  heart  a  beat  bivtheri 
They  parted,  — ne'er  to  meat  agiiat 
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Rttt  DfTfr  •iltivr  Tiniinil  sui'lliifr 
Tolnr  tl»>  Imlluw  liKurt  Tiviij  iniiiiiig; — 
Tbrjr  itowl  Kloof,  tlic  wan  rcitiiiuin);, 
Lik*  clilb  which  had  Wn  rvot  usuuder, 
A  "Iwry  •(■  no*  Bow*  btWwn ; 
Dat  neither  hnt  nor  Iruit  nor  tbniulcr 


e  back  upon  bis  lieart  agniii. 


lU  t*otr  hy  the  woundu  in  Ji 

H<-  wnuld  {iroclaim  it  br  aad  nide 

1   Villi  trump  nnd  ulemn  tieixldry. 

I   That   tlwy  who  tbut  had  wrongi^d  the 

1    WriT  b«»e  ■■  Hwtted  infamy  1 

"And  if  IhPV  tlarv  drny  thr  univ, 
I    l!y  hmihl  iiiiiiJl  sii^ioiDt  u  neek, 
\   Auil  let  tliM  rernant  trailora  wrk 
M;  biunii^y  rnurt,  — Ihnt  tlirreand  thrn 
I  linjr  •liilodaie  thrir  relrtile  aoulii 
Wum  the  bodira  and  foima  of  men  I" 
H-mAf;  Lis  i^ya  in  lightning  rolls! 
>«r  the  lailjr  was  rulhlesaly  arized  ;  and 
he  kennni 
'   Inditbriuijfulladythediildarhiafriend! 


*  tlio 


'    ■     ■-■ --■ul  of  fhrirtiW, 
111-  ii,i„n  of  fear,  the  ttmeh  end  pain  ! 
'^ii*  nhrnnk   and    thuddcred,  and    saw 
„      •gain  — 

I  ^"■■oeUnwi     Wm  it  fur  thee. 

I      '"u  iciiiIt  mnid  I  aui'h  sights  to  teet) 

I   .J«1B  »i„  ^,  ,|„t  i,,,,.^  pIJ^ 

J<"m  ■ih'  Ml  that  ligsom  wild, 
'"'  dww  in  her  breath  with  a  liiuiiig 
„       •onml; 
I    ,7^HlifKni([hltnmedwildlyround. 

wLi.""^''""  "»  '■'"  '"■  "*"  "*«'  ""'■'■ 
"  "t  B^„  npni^u  ■»  one  tlut  pmyed. 

/  A^  *™cli.thfm«hl,hfldpii»ii«lawaT, 
I  f"-^.  '•>  iU  „„,,  thit  riaiouWt,        " 
Jjli  rotiifofterf  hrr  sflfl-.resl 

°""  m  ihB  ta,i,',  arm.  .hv  Uj. 
"*  put  •  laptni,  in  her  Iffeaat. 


Sprmd  smiles  likv  light  t 

With  new  8uq.tiae, 
"Whit  ailii  then  iny  belornl  child!" 
The  Baron  said.     Hin  daughter  mild 
Made  answer,  "All  will  vet  lie  wdl  1" 
1  wpen,  she  ba<I  no  inwe'r  to  txll 
Aught  else;  so  mighty  was  the  8|>flL 

Vet  he  who  saw  tliis  GentMine 
Had  deemed  her  snre  a  thing  divine, 
Sut'h  mrrow  with  aucb  grace  she  blended, 
As  if  aha  feaml  ahe  had  oflendnl 
Sweet  C'hriatahvt,  that  geutlo  niaiJ  I 
And  with  anch  lowly  tonm  nhe  prayed, 
She  uiight  l«  sent  without  delay 
Houiv  to  her  fathrr'a  mausioii. 

Braey,  the  bard,  the  charge  be 

thine  1 
(Ici  thou,  with  music  swret  nnd  loud, 
i\nd  take  twosleeds with  tnppiiigsprond. 
And  hike  the  youth  whutii  lliun  luv'al 

heat 
To  hear  thy  harp,  and  learn  thy  long. 
And  clothe  youlNilb  in  solenvii  rwt. 
And  over  t^e  mountains  liosle  nloiig. 
Lest  wandering  folk,  that  nn  abruad, 
[letain  you  on  the  valley  road. 
And  whini  be  has  crosHi^l  the  trtliing flood. 
My  tnerry  lunt '  lie  haatrn,  be  lisslcs 
I'l)  Knorreii    Moor,  through   linlrgarth 

Woo.1. 
And  reai-hct  soon  tlint  cattle  giwl 
Wliitdi  stanila  and  tbraatens  Scutbind'* 


"BardBmcy!  BaniBraii;y !  yourborsra 
9  must  I  ide  up  the  hall,  your  music  so 


Tiiy  dauglitrr  ia  sal<^  in  Ljingilole  hall  I 

Thy  beantiful  daughter  Unaf"  and  frrtr,  — 

Sir  Leoline  greits  thee  thu"  through  me. 

He  bids  thee  come  without  dwlay 

With  all  thy  numepoua  array. 

And  take  thy  Invelv  daughter  home ; 

And  hi-  will  meet  thee  on  the  way 

With  all  his  nnmerous  srtay 

Wliilo  with  thf ir  [wnling palrreys'  foam: 

And  by  mine  honor!  I  will  ^y. 

That  I  repent  me  of  the  day 

When  I  aiMke  wouls  of  flense  diiilMn 

To  Boland  de  Vaux  at  Tryermaina !— 
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For  since  that  evil  hour  hath  flown. 
Many  a  summer*s  sun  liath  shone ; 
Yet  ne'er  found  I  a  friend  again 
Like  Roland  de  Vaux  of  Tryermaine." 

The  lafly  fell,  and  clasped  his  knees. 
Her  face  upraised,  her  eyes  overflowing; 
And  Bracy  replieil,  with  faltering  voice. 
His  gracious  hail  on  all  iH'stowing! — 
"Thy  words,  thou  sire  of  Christabel, 
Are  sweeter  than  my  harp  can  tell ; 
Yet  might  I  gain  a  boon  of  thee, 
This  day  my  jonmey  should  not  be, 
So  strange  a  dream  hath  come  to  me, 
That  I  had  vowed  with  music  loud 
To  clear  yon  woo<i  from  thing  uublest. 
Warned  by  a  vision  in  my  rest ! 
For  in  my  sleep  I  saw  that  dove. 
That  gentle  bird,  whom  thou  dost  love. 
And  call'st  by  thy  own  daughter's  name — 
Sir  Leoline!  I  saw  the  same 
Fluttering,  and  uttering  fearful  moan, 
Among  the  gi'een  herbs  in  the  forest  alone. 
Which  when  I  saw  and  when  I  heard, 
I  wondt^red  what  might  ail  the  bird; 
For  nothing  near  it  could  I  see. 
Save  thegrass  and  green  herbs  underneath 
the  old  tri-'e. 

**And  in  my  dream  methought  I  went 
To  search  out  what  might  there  be  found  ; 
And  what  the  sweet  bird's  trouble  meant. 
That  thus  lay  fluttering  on  the  ground. 
I  went  and  |HM*nid,  and  could  descry 
No  causo  for  her  distressful  cry; 
But  yet  for  her  dear  lady's  sake 
I  stoo|>ed,  methought,  the  dove  to  take, 
When  io !  I  saw  a  bright  green  snake 
Coiled  around  its  wings  and  neck. 
Green  as  the  herbs  on  which  it  couched. 
Close  by  the  dove's  its  head  it  crouched ; 
And  witli  the  dove  it  heaves  and  stirs. 
Swelling  its  neck  as  she  swelled  hers ! 
I  woke ;  it  was  the  midnight  hour. 
The  clock  was  echoing  in  the  tower ; 
But  though  my  slumber  was  gone  by. 
This  dream  it  wonM  not  pass  away, — 
It  seems  to  live  upon  my  ey<*  I 
And  thence  I  vowed  this  s<*lfsame  day. 
With  music  strong  and  saintly  song 
To  wander  through  the  forest  bare, 
Lest  aught  unholy  loiter  there." 

Thus  Bracy  said  :  the  Baron  the  while 
Half-listening  heard  him  with  a  smile; 
Then  turned  to  Lady  Geraldine, 
His  eyes  made  up  of  wonder  and  love, 


And  said  in  courtly  accents  fine, 

**  Sweet  maid,  Lord  Roland's  beanteonfl 

dove. 
With  arms  more  strong'  than  harp  or 

song. 
Thy  sii^e  and  I  will  crash  the  snake !" 
He  kissed  her  forehead  as  be  spake. 
And  (ieraldine,  in  maiden  wise. 
Casting  down  her  lai^e  bright  eyes, 
With  blushing  cheek  and  c^>urtt«y  fine 
She  turned  her  from  Sir  Leoline ; 
Softly  pitheriug  up  her  train. 
That  o  er  her  right  arm  fell  again ; 
And  foldeil  her  arms  across  her  chest. 
And  couched  her  head  upon  her  breast. 
And  looked  askance  at  Christabel  — 
Jesu  Maria,  shield  her  well ! 

A  snake's  small  eye  blinks  dull  and  .shy. 
And  the  lady's  eyes  they  shrunk  in  her 

head, 
Each  shrunk  up  to  a  serpent's  eye. 
And  with  somewhat  of  malice,  and  more 

of  dread. 
At  Christabel  she  looked  askance!  — 
One  moment  —  and  the  sight  was  fled  ! 
But  Christabt^l,  in  dizzy  trance 
Stumbling  on  the  unsteady  ground, 
Shuddered  aloud,  with  a  hissing  sound; 
And  Geraldine  again  turne<l  roun«l. 
And  like  a  thing  that  sought  i-elit'f. 
Full  of  wonder  and  full  of  grief, 
She  rolled  her  laige  bright  eyes  divine 
Wildly  on  Sir  Leoline. 

The  maid,  alas  !  her  thoughts  are  gone; 
She  nothing  sees,  — no  sight  but  one! 
The  maid,  devoid  of  guile  and  sin, 
I  know  not  how,  in  fearful  wise 
So  deeply  had  she  drunken  in 
That  look,  those  shrunken  serpent  eyes. 
That  all  her  features  were  resigned 
To  this  sole  imasfe  in  her  mind, 
And  passively  <Ud  imitate 
That  look  of  dull  an<l  treacherous  hate! 
And  thus  she  stood  in  dizzy  trance. 
Still  picturing  that  hwk  askance 
With  forced  unconscious  symj^athy 
Full  bt^fore  her  father's  view,  — 
As  far  as  snch  a  look  could  l>e 
In  eyes  so  innocent  and  blue  I 
And  when  the  trance  was  o'er,  the  maid 
PauK^tl  awhile,  and  inly  praye<l : 
Then  falling  at  the  Banm's  feet, 
**By  my  mother's  soul  do  I  entreat 
That  thou  this  woman  send  away  I" 
She  said :  and  more  she  could  not  say: 
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For  what  she  knew  she  oould  not  tell, 
O'ermaHtered  by  the  mighty  spell. 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  wan  and  wild, 
Sir  Lt^oline  ?    Thy  only  child 
l^es  at  thy  feet,  thy  joy,  thy  pride. 
So  fair,  so  innocent,  so  mild ; 
The  sHme  for  whom  thy  lady  died ! 
O,  by  the  pangs  of  her  dear  mother, 
Think  thou  no  evil  of  thy  child ! 
For  her,  and  thee,  and  for  no  other. 
She  prayed  the  moment  ere  slie  died, — 
Prayed  that  the  liabe  for  whom  she  died 
Might  prove  her  dear  lord's  jt»y  and  pride ! 
That  prayer  her  deaiily  |)augs  Ixeguiled, 

Sir  Leoline ! 
And  wouldst  thou  wrong  thy  only  child. 
Her  child  and  thine  ? 

Within  the  Baron's  heart  and  brain, 
If  thoughts  like  these  hod  any  share, 
Thev  only  swelled  his  rage  and  )iain, 
Ancf  di<l  but  work  confusion  there. 
His  heart  was  cleft  with  pain  and  rage. 
His  cheeks  they  quivered,  his  eyes  were 

wild. 
Dishonored  thus  in  his  old  age ; 
Dishononni  by  his  only  child. 
And  all  his  hospitality 
To  the  wrongetl  daughter  of  his  friend. 
By  more  than  woman's  jealousy 
Brought  thus  to  a  disgraceful  end.  — 
He  rolled  his  eye  with  stem  regaitl 
Upon  the  gentfe  minstrel  bard, 
And  said  in  tones  abrupt,  austere, 
"Why,  Bracy!  dost  thou  loiter  here? 
1  ba<le  thee  hence !"     The  banl  obeyed ; 
And  turning  from  his  o^*-n  sweet  maid. 
The  aged  knight.  Sir  Leoline, 
Led  forth  the  Lady  Geraldine ! 

THE  CONCLUSION  TO   PART  II. 

A  LITTLE  child,  a  limber  elf, 
Sininng,  dancing  to  itself, 
A  fairy  thing  with  red  round  cheeks. 
That  always  finds,  and  never  seeks, 
Makes  such  a  vision  to  the  sight 
Ah  fills  a  father's  eyes  with  light ; 
And  pleasures  flow  in  so  thick  and  fast 
r[ion  his  heart,  that  he  at  last 
Mu^t  needs  express  his  love's  excess 
A^'ith  words  of  unmeant  bitterness. 
Perha|«  't  is  pretty  to  force  together 
Thoughts  so  all  unlike  each  other; 
To  mutter  and  mock  a  broken  charm. 
To  dally  with  wrong  that  does  no  harm. 


Perhaps  *t  is  tender  too  and  pretty 
At  each  wild  word  to  feel  within 
A  sweet  recoil  of  love  and  pity. 
And  what  if  in  a  world  of  sin 
(0  sorrow  and  shame,  should  this  be  true !) 
Such  giddiness  of  heart  and  brain 
Comes  seldom  save  from  rage  and  pain. 
So  talks  as  it 's  most  used  to  do. 


ROBERT  SOUTHEY. 

[1774-1843.] 

8TANZA& 

My  days  among  the  dead  are  passed ; 

Around  me  I  behold, 
Where'er  these  casual  eyes  are  cast. 

The  mighty  minds  of  old ; 
My  never-failing  friends  are  they. 
With  whom  I  converse  day  by  day. 

With  them  I  take  delight  in  weal. 

And  seek  reli«*f  in  woe ; 
And  while  I  understand  and  feel 

How  much  to  them  1  owe. 
My  cheeks  have  often  l»e«*n  1  edowed 
With  tears  of  thoughtful  gratitude. 

My  thoughts  are  with  the  dead ;  with  them 

1  live  in  long-jmst  years ; 
Their  virtues  love,  their  fnults  condemn. 

Partake  their  hoj>es  an<l  fears. 
And  from  their  lessons  seek  and  find 
Insti-uctiou  with  an  humble  mind. 

My  hopes  are  with  the  dead  ;  anon 
My  j>lace  with  them  will  be. 

And  1  with  them  shall  travel  on 
Through  all  futurity : 

Yet  leaving  here  a  nanie,  T  trust. 

That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust 


THE  INCHCAPE  ROCK. 

No  stir  in  the  air,  no  stir  in  the  aea,  — 
The  ship  was  as  still  as  she  could  be  ; 
Her  sails  from  heaven  receivetl  no  motion. 
Her  keel  was  steady  in  the  ocean. 

Without  either  sign  orsound  of  theirshock 
The  waves  flowed  over  the  Inchcape  Rock ; 
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So  little  they  rose,  so  little  they  fell. 
They  did  uot  move  the  Inchcape  BelL 

The  good  old  Abbot  of  Aberbruthok 
Had  placed  that  bell  on  the  Inchcape 
j  Rock; 

On  a  buoy  in  the  storm  it  floated  and 

swung, 
And  over  the  waves  its  warning  rung. 

When  the  Rock  was  hid  by  the  surges* 

swell, 
The  manners  heard  the  warning  bell ; 
And  then  they  knew  the  perilous  Rock, 
And  blesstMi  the  Abbot  of  Aberbrothok. 

The  sun  in  heaven  was  shining  gay, 
All  things  were  joyful  on  that  day ; 
The  sea-birds  screamed  as  they  wheeled 

around. 
And  there  was  joyance  in  their  sound. 

The  buoy  of  the  Inchcape  Bell  was  seen 
A  darker  speck  on  the  ocean  green ; 
Sir  Ralph  the  Rover  walke<l  his  deck , 
And  he  fixed  his  eye  on  the  darker  speck. 

He  felt  the  cheering  i>ower  of  spring, 
It  made  him  whistle,  it  made  him  sing ; 
His  heart  was  mirthful  to  excess, 
But  the  Rover's  mirth  was  wickedness. 

His  eye  was  on  the  Inc.'hcape  float ; 
Quoth  he,  "My  men,  put  out  the  boat, 
And  row  me  to  the  Ini-h«'aj>e  Rock, 
And  I'll  plague  the  priest  of  Aberbro- 
thok." 

The  boat  is  lowered,  the  boatmen  row, 
And  to  the  Inchc^])e  Rock  they  go ; 
Sir  Ralph  l)ent  over  fmm  the  boat, 
And  he  cut  the  bell  from  the  Inchcape 
float. 

Down  sank  thelwll,  withagurglingsound. 
The  hul^bles  rose  and  burst  around  ; 
Quoth  Sir  l^il])h,  **The  next  who  comes 

to  the  Hoitk 
Won't  bless  the  Abbot  of  Aberbrothok." 

Sir  Ralph  the  Rover  saileil  away, 
He  scoured  the  seiis  for  many  a  day ; 
And  now,  grown  rich  with  plundered  store. 
He  steers  his  course  for  Scotland's  shore. 

So  thick  a  haze  o'erspreads  the  sky 
They  cannot  see  the  sun  on  high ; 
The  wind  hath  blown  a  gale  all  day. 
At  evening  it  hath  died  away. 


On  the  deck  tlie  Rover  takes  his  stand, 
So  dark  it  is  they  s<'e  nu  land. 
Quoth  Sir  Ralph,  **It  will  be  lighter  soon, 
For  there  is  the  dawn  of  the  rising  moon. " 

** Canst  hear,"  said  one,  "the  breakers 

roar? 
Formethinks  we  should  be  neartheshore ; 
Now  where  we  are  I  cannot  tell. 
But  I  wish  I  could  hear  the  I  nchcape  BelL  " 

They  hear  no  sound,  the  swell  is  strung; 
Though  the  wind  hath  fallen,  they  drift 

along. 
Till  the  vessel  strikes  with  a  shivering 

shock  * 
Cried  they,  **It  is  the  Inchcape  Rock!" 

Sir  Ralph  the  Rover  tore  his  hair, 
He  cursed  himself  in  his  de8|)air ; 
The  waves  rush  iu  on  every  side. 
The  ship  is  sinking  beneath  the  tide. 

But  even  in  his  dying  fear 
One  dreadful  sound  could  the  Rover  hear, 
A  sound  as  if  with  the  Inchcape  Bell 
The  tienda  below  were  ringing  nis  knelL 


BROUOH  BKLL& 

One  day  to  Helbeck  I  had  strolled. 

Among  the  C'rossfell  Hills, 
And,  resting  in  the  nn^ky  grove, 

Sat  listening  to  the  rills,  — 

The  while  to  their  sweet  undersong 
The  birds  sang  blithe  around. 

And  the  soft  west-win<l  awoke  the  wood 
To  an  intenuitting  sound. 

Ix)uder  or  fainter,  as  it  rose 

Or  (lied  away,  was  Iwme 
The  harmony  of  m»'rry  IhjIIs 

From  Brough,  that  pleasant  mom. 

"Why  are  the  merry  bells  of  Brough, 

My  friend,  so  few  ?"  said  I ; 
"They  disappoint  the  expectant  ear. 

Which  they  should  gratify. 

"One,  two,  three,  four;  one,  two,  three, 
four ; 

'Tis  still  one,  two,  three,  four: 
Mellow  and  silverv  are  the  tones; 

But  I  wish  the \)ells  were  more!*' 


BOBEBT  80X7THEY. 
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"What !  art  thou  critical  1"  quoth  he ; 

"Eschew  that  heart'fi  disease 
That  se^keth  for  displeasure  where 

The  intent  hath  been  to  please. 

**  By  those  four  bells  there  hangs  a  tale. 

Which  being  told,  I  guess, 
Will  make  thee  hear  their  scanty  peal 

With  proper  thankfulness. 

'•Not  by  the  Cliffords  were  they  given, 

Nor  by  the  Tuf tons'  line ; 
Thou  hearest  in  that  peal  the  crnne 

Of  old  John  Brunskiirs  kine. 

**On  Stanemore's  side,  one  summer  eve, 

John  Brunskill  sat  to  see 
Gis  henls  in  yonder  Borrodale 

Come  winding  up  the  lea. 

•'Behind  them,  on  the  lowland's  vei^. 
In  the  evening  light  serene, 

trough's  silent  tower,  then  newly  built 
By  Blenkinsop,  was  seen. 

•'Slowly  they  came  in  long  array. 
With  loitering  pace  at  will ; 

^t  times  a  low  from  them  was  heard. 
Far  off,  for  all  was  still. 

•'The  hills  returned  that  lonely  sound 

Upon  the  tranquil  air: 
The  only  sound  it  was  which  then 

Awoke  the  echoes  there. 

•*  *Thou  hear'st  that  lordly  bull  of  mine, 
Neighbor,*  quoth  Brunskill  then : 

•How  loudly  to  the  hills  he  crunes. 
That  crune  to  him  again  ! 

•*  'Think'stthou  if  yon  whole  herd  at  once 

Their  voices  should  combine, 
Were  they  at  B-ough,  that  we  might  not 
Hear  plainly  from  this  upland  spot 
That  cruning  of  the  kmef 

"'That  were  a  crune,  indeed,*  replied 
Hi*  comrade,  'which,  I  ween, 

if  ight  at  the  Spital  well  be  heard, 
And  in  all  dales  between. 


«( 


Up  Mallerstang  to  Eden's  springs. 
The  eastern  wind  upon  its  wings 

The  mighty  voice  would  bear ; 
And  Apjj[»l«»by  would  hear  the  sound, 

Methinks,  when  skies  are  Our.' 


'"Then  shall  the  herd,'  John  Brunskill 
cried, 

'  From  yon  dumb  steeple  crune ; 
And  thou  and  1,  on  this  hillside, 

Will  listen  to  their  tune. 

'"So,  while  the  merry  Bells  of  Brough 

For  many  an  age  ring  on, 
John  Brunskill  will  remembered  be. 

When  he  is  dead  and  gone, 

"  'As  one  who,  in  his  latter  years. 

Contented  with  enough. 
Gave  freely  what  he  well  could  spare 

To  buy  the  Bells  of  Brouglu* 

"Thus  it  hath  proved:   three   hundred 
years 

Since  then  have  passed  away, 
And  Brunsk ill's  is  a  living  name 

Among  us  to  this  day." 

"More  pleaiiurc,"  1  replie<l,  "shall  I 
From  this  time  forth  partake, 

When  I  remenilHT  HellK*ok  woods. 
For  old  John  Brunskill's  sake. 

"He  knew  how  wholesome  it  would  be, 
Among  these  wild,  wide  fells 

And  upland  vales,  to  catch,  at  times. 
The  sound  of  Christian  bells  ; — 

"What  feelings  and  what  impulses 

Their  cadence  might  convey 
To  herdsman  or  to  shepherd-boy, 
Whiling  in  indolent  employ 

The  solitary  day  ; — 

"That,  when  his  brethren  were  convened 

To  meet  for  social  prayer. 
He  too,  admonished  nv  the  call. 

In  spirit  might  be  there; — 

"Or  when  a  glad  thanksgiving  sound, 

Upon  the  winds  of  heaven, 
Was  sent  to  sj)eak  a  nation's  joy. 

For  some  great  blessing  given,  — 

"For  victoiy  by  sea  or  land, 

And  happy  peace  at  length ; 
Peace  by  his  country's  valor  won. 

And  stablishe<l  by  her  strength ; — 

"When  such  exultant  peals  were  borne 

Upon  the  mountain  air. 
The  sound  should  stir  his  blood,  and  give 

An  English  impulse  there." 
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Such  thou^i^bts  were  in  the  old  man's 
mind, 

When  he  that  eve  looked  down 
From  Stauemore's  side  on  Bon*odale, 

And  on  the  distant  town. 

And  had  I  store  of  wealth,  methinks. 

Another  herd  of  kiiie, 
John  Brunskill,  I  would  freely  give, 

That  they  might  cruue  with  thine. 


CHARLES  LAMB. 

[i775-»834l 
THE  HOUSEKEEPER. 

The  frugal  snail,  with  forecast  of  repose, 

Carries  his  house  with  him  where'er  he 
goes; 

Peeps  out,  — and  if  there  comes  a  shower 
of  rain, 

Retr»»ats  to  his  small  domicile  again. 

Touch  but  a  tip  of  him,  a  horn, — 'tis 
well,  — 

He  curls  up  in  his  sanctuary  shell. 

He  's  his  own  landlord,  his  own  tenant ; 
stay 

Long  as  he  will,  he  dreads  no  Quarter  Day. 

Himself  he  boanls  and  lodges;  both  in- 
vites 

And  feasts  himself;  sleeps  with  himself 
o'  nights. 

He  spares  the  upholsterer  trouble  to  pro- 
cure 

Chattels ;  himself  is  his  own  furniture, 

And  his  sole  riches.  Whereaoe'er  he 
roam, — 

Knock  when  you  will, — he 's  sure  to  be 
at  home. 


THE  OLD  FAMILIAR  FACES. 

I  HAVE  had  playmates,  I  have  had  com- 
panions, 

In  my  days  of  childhood,  in  my  joyful 
school -days ; 

All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

I  have  been  laughing,  I  have  been  ca- 
rousing. 

Drinking  late,  sitting  late,  with  my  bos- 
om cronies ; 

All,  all  aix;  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 


I  loved  a  love  once,  fairest  among  women ! 
Closed  are  her  doors  on  me  now,  I  most 

not  see  her,  — 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  kinder  friend  has  no 

man : 
Like  an  ingrate,  I  left  my  friend  abruptly ; 
Left  him,  to  muse  on  the  old  familiar 

fuce& 

Ghost-like  I  paired  round  the  haunts  of 

my  childhood. 
Earth  seemed  a  desert  I  was  bound  to 

traverse. 
Seeking  to  find  the  old  familiar  faces. 

Friend  of  my  bosom,  thou  more  than  a 

bi-other. 
Why  wert  not  thou  born  in  my  father's 

dwelling? 
Somight  we  talk  of  theold  familiar  faces, — 

How  some  they  have  died,  and  some  they 

have  left  me. 
And  some  ai-e  taken  from   me;  all  are 

departed ; 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 


HESTER. 

When  maidens  such  as  Hester  die. 
Their  ])lace  ye  may  not  well  supply. 
Though  ye  among  a  thousand  tiy, 
With  vain  entleavor. 

A  month  or  more  hath  she  been  dead, 
Yet  cannot  I  by  force  be  led 
To  think  ujxin  the  woraiy  hvd 
And  her  together. 

A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  rising  step,  did  in<lieate 
Of  pride  and  joy  no  common  rate, 
That  flushed  her  spirit 

I  know  not  by  what  name  beside 
I  shall  it  call ;  —  if  't  was  not  pride. 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  alliwl. 
She  did  inherit. 

Her  parents  held  the  Quaker  rule. 
Which  doth  the  human  feeling  cool; 
But  she  was  trained  in  nature's  school, 
Nature  had  blessed  her. 

A  waking  eye,  a  prying  mind, 

A  heart  that  stirs,  is  hard  to  bind; 
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A  hawk's  ki*en  sight  ye  cannot  blind. 
Ye  could  not  Hester. 

My  sprightly  neighbor,  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore, 
Shall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofore, 

Some  summer  morning, 

When  from  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  ray 
Usth  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  blisa  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  sweet  forewarning  f 


JAMES  HOGG. 
[177a- 1S35.] 

WHKK  MAGOY  GANGS  AWAY. 

t>,  WHAT  will  a  tlie  lads  do 
^'hen  ^l»ggy  gangs  away? 
O,  what  will  a'  the  lads  do 
"Vi'hen  Maggy  gangs  away? 
nrhere  's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  glen 
That  disna  dread  the  day ;  — 
O,  what  will  a'  the  lads  do^ 
^'hen  Maggy  gangs  away  V 

Young  Jock  has  ta*en  the  hill  for*t, 

A  waefn*  wight  is  he ; 

Poor  Harry  's  taVn  the  bed  for  % 

An'  laid  him  down  to*  dee ; 

And  Sandy's  gane  unto  the  kirk, 

And  Icamin  last  to  pray ;  — 

0,  what  will  a'  the  lads  do 

When  Maggy  gangs  away  ? 

The  young  laird  o*  the  Lang  Shaw 
Has  drunk  her  health  in  wine ; 
The  priest  has  said— in  confidence — 
The  lassie  was  divine ; 
And  that  is  mair  in  maiden's  praise 
Than  ony  priest  should  say ; — 
But  O,  what  will  the  lads  do 
When  Maggy  gangs  away  ? 

The  wailing  in  our  green  glen 

Tliat  day  will  quaver  high, 

T  will  «iraw  the  redbreast  frae  the  wood, 

The  Uvemck  frae  the  sky ; 

The  fairies  frae  their  beds  o*  dew 

Will  rise  and  join  the  lay,  — 

An'  hey  !  what  a  day  't  will  be 

When  Maggy  gangs  away  ? 


THE  RAPTURE  OF  KILMENY. 

Bonny  Kihneny  gaed  up  the  glen ; 
But  it  wasna  to  meet  Duneira's  men. 
Nor  tlie  rosy  monk  of  the  isle  to  see. 
For  Kilnieny  was  pure  as  pure  could  be. 
It  was  only  to  hear  the  yorlin  sing. 
And  pu'  the  cress-Hower  round  the  spring; 
The  scarlet  hip  and  the  hindberrye, 
And  the  nut  that  hangs  frae  the  hazel- 
tree; 
For  Kilmeny  was  pure  as  pure  could  be. 
Butlangmayherminnv  look  o'er  the  wa', 
And  lang  may  she  seek  i*  the  green-wood 

shaw ; 
Lang  the  laird  of  Duneira  blame. 
And  lang,  lang  greet,  or  Kilmeny  come 
hame! 

When  many  a  day  had  come  and  fled, 
When  grief  grew  calm,  andhoi)e  was  dead. 
When  moss  for  Kilnieny's  soul  had  been 

sung, 
When  the  Wdesman  had  prayed,  and  the 

dead-boll  iiing. 
Late,  late  in  a  gloamin'  when  all  was 

still, 
When  the  fringe  was  red  on  the  westlin* 

hill, 
The  wood  was  sere,  the  moon  i*  the  wane, 
The  reek  o*  the  cot  hung  over  the  j)liiin, 
Like  a  little  wee  cloud  in  the  world  its 

lane; 
Wlien  the  ingle  lowetl  with  an  eiry  leme, 
Late,  late  in  the  gloamin'  Kilmeny  came 

hame! 

"Kilmeny,  Kilmeny,  where    have    you 

been  ? 
I^ng  hae  we  sought  baith  holt  and  den. 
By  linn,  by  fonl,  by  greenwood  ti*ee. 
Yet  you  are  halesoine  and  fair  to  see. 
Whei-e  gat  you  that  joup  o'  the  lily  sheen  ? 
That  l»onny  snoo<l  o'  the  birk  sae  gnt-n  / 
And  these  roses,  the  fairest  that  ever  were 

seen? 
Kilmeny,    Kilmeny,    where    have    you 

been?" 

Kilmeny  looked  up  with  a  lovely  grace. 
But  nae  smile  was  soen  on  Kilmeny  s  face ; 
As  still  was  her  look,  and  as  still  was 

her  e'e, 
As  the  stillness  that  lay  on  the  emerant 

lea. 
Or  the  mist  that  slee|)s  on  a  waveless 

sea. 
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For  Kilmeny  had  beeu  she  knew  not 

where, 
And  Kilmeny  had  seen  what  she  could 

not  declare. 
Eihneny  had  been  where  the  cock  never 

crew, 
Where  the  rain  never  fell,  and  the  wind 

never  blew ; 
But  it  seemed  as  the  harp  of  the  sky  had 

rung, 
And  the  airs  of  heaven  played  round  her 

tongue, 
When  she  spake  of  the  lovely  forms  she 

had  seen, 
And  a  land  where  sin  had  never  been,  — 
A  land  of  love  and  a  land  of  light, 
Withouten  sun  or  moon  or  night ; 
Where  the  river  swa'd  a  living  stream, 
And  the  light  a  pure  celestial  beam : 
The  land  of  vision  it  would  seem, 
A  still,  an  everlasting  dream. 
In  yon  green -wood  tnere  is  a  waik, 
And  in  that  waik  there  is  a  wene. 
And  in  that  wene  there  is  a  maike, 
That  neither  has  flesh,  blood,  nor  bane ; 
And  down  in  yon  green-wood  he  walks 

his  lane. 

In  that  green  wene  Kilmeny  lay, 
Her  l)osom  hap|)ed  wi'  the  flowerets  gay ; 
But  the  air  was  soft,  and  the  silence  Jeep, 
And  bonny  Kilmeny  fell  sound  asleep ; 
She  kend  nae  mair,  nor  opened  her  e  e, 
Till  waked  bythe  hymns  of  a  farcountrye. 
She  awaked  on  a  couch  of  the  silk  sae 

slim, 
All  strijjed  wi'  the  bars  of  the  rainbow's 

rim; 
And  lovely  beings  round  were  rife. 
Who  erst  had  travelled  mortal  life; 
And  aye  tliey  smileci,  and  *gan  to  speer, 
**What  spirit  has  brought  this  mortal 

here?" 
They  clasjied  her  waist  and  her  hands 

sae  fair, 
They  kissed  her  cheek,  and  they  kemed 

her  hair, 
And  round  came  mjiny  a  blooming  fere. 
Saying,  **  Bonny  Kilmeny,  ye 're  welcome 

here! 

**0,  would  the  fairest  of  mortal  kind 
Aye  keep  the  holy  truths  in  mind. 
That  kindred  spirits  their  motions  see, 
Who  watch  their  ways  with  anxious  e'e, 
And  grieve  for  the  guilt  of  human itye ! 
O,  sweet  to  Heaven  the  maiden's  prayer, 


And  the  sigh  that  heaves  a  bosom  sae  fair ! 
And  dear  to  Heaven  the  words  of  truth. 
And  the  praise  of  virtue  frae  beauty's 

mouth ! 
And  dear  to  the  viewless  forms  of  air. 
The  minds  that  kythe  as  the  body  fair ! 
0  bonny  Kilmeny !  free  frae  stain. 
If  ever  you  seek  the  world  again,  — 
That  world  of  sin,  of  sorrow,  and  fear,  — 
0,  tell  of  the  joys  that  are  waiting  here. 
And  tell  of  the  signs  you  shall  shortly  see ; 
Of  the  times  that  are  now,  and  the  times 

that  shall  be." 

They  lifted  Kilmeny,  they  led  her  away. 
And  she  walked  in  the  light  of  a  sunless 

day : 
The  sky  was  a  dome  of  crystal  bright. 
The  fountain  of  vision,  and  fountain  of 

ligbt; 
The  emerald  fields  were  of  dazzling  glow, 
And  the  flowers  of  everlasting  blow. 
Then  deep  in  the  stream  her  body  they 

laid, 
That  her  youth  and  beauty  never  might 

fade ; 
And  they  smiled  on  heaven,  when  they 

saw  her  lie 
In  the  stream  of  life  that  wandered  by. 
And  she  heard  a  song,  she  he^ni  it  sung. 
She  kend  not  where ;  but  sae  sweetly  it 

rung, 
It  fell  on  her  ear  like  a  dream  of  the 

morn : 
**0,  blest  be  the  diay  Kilmeny  was  bom ! 
Now  shall  the  land  of  the  spirits  see. 
Now  shall  it  ken  what  a  woman  may  be ! 
Thesun  thatshineson  thn  world  aae  bright, 
A  borrowed  gleid  of  the  fountain  of  light; 
And  the  moon  that  sleeks  the  sky  sae  dun. 
Like  a  gouden  Ijow,  or  a  l)eamless  sun. 
Shall  wear  away,  and  be  seen  nae  mair. 
And  the  angels  shall  miss  them  travelling 

the  air. 
But  lang,  lang  after  baith  night  and  day, 
When  the  sun  and  the  world  have  elved 

awav ; 
When  the  sinner  has  gane  to  his  wacsome 

doom, 
Kilmeny  shall  smile  in  eternal  bloom!" 

Then  Kilmeny  l>egued  again  to  see 

The  fiien<ls  she  had  left  in  her  own  coun- 

trye. 
To  tell  of  the  place  where  she  had  been. 
And  the  glories  that  lay  in  the  land  un- 

seen; 
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To  warn  tbe  living' maidens  fair, 
The  loved  of  Heaven,  the  spirits'  care. 
That  all  whose  minds  unmeled  remain 
Shall  bloom  in  beauty  when  time  is  gaue. 

With  distant  music,  soft  and  deep. 
They  lulled  Kihueny  sound  aslei^p ; 
And  when  she  awakened,  she  lay  her  lane, 
All  happed  with  llowera  in  the  green- wood 

wene. 
When  seven  long  years  were  come  and 

fled; 
When  grief  was  calm,  and  hope  was  dead ; 
When  scarce  was  remembered  Kilmeny's 

name, 
Late,  late  in  a  gloamin'   Kilmeny  came 

hame! 
And  O,  her  beauty  was  fair  to  see. 
But  still  and  steadfast  was  her  e'e  1 
Such  beauty  bard  may  never  declare. 
For  there  was  no  j»ride  nor  tiassion  there ; 
And  the  soft  de&ire  of  maiden's  een 
In  that  mild  face  could  never  be  seen. 
Her  seymar  was  the  lily  flower. 
And  her  cheek  the  moss-rose  in  the  shower, 
And  her  voice  like  the  distant  melodye. 
That  floats  along  the  twilight  sea. 
Rut  sh<)  loved  to  raike  the  lanf'ly  glen, 
And    keeiM'd    afar   frae    the  haunts  of 

men ; 
Her  holy  hymns  unheard  to  sing, 
To  suck  the  flowers,  and  drink  the  spring. 
But  wherever  her  peaceful  form  apfieared, 
The  wild  beasts  of  the  hill  were  cheered  ; 
The  wolf  played  blithely  round  the  field, 
The  lonilv  bison  lowetl  and  kneeled ; 

MSB  * 

The  dun  deer  wooed  with  manner  bland, 
And  cowered  aneath  her  lily  hand. 
And  when  at  even  the  woodlands  rung. 
When  hymns  of  other  worlds  she  sung 
In  ecstasy  of  sweet  devotion, 
0,  then  tne  glen  was  all  in  motion  ! 
The  wild  beasts  of  the  forest  came, 
Broke  from  their  bughts  and  faulds  the 

tame. 
And  goved  around,  charmed  and  amaze<l ; 
Even  the  thill  cattle  crooneil  and  gazed, 
And  munnured,  and  looked  with  anxious 

pain 
For  something  the  mystery  to  explain. 
The  buzzanl  came  with  the  throstle-cock  ; 
Thft  corbv  left  her  houf  in  the  rock  ; 
The  blattkbird  alang  wi'  the  eagle  flew ; 
The  hind  came  tripping  o'er  the  dew ; 
The  wolf  and  the  kid  their  raike  began. 
And  the  tod,  and  the  lamb,  and    the 

leveret  imn ; 


The  hawk  and  the  hem  attour  them  hung, 
And  the  merl  and  the  mavis  forhooyed 

their  young; 
And  all  in  a  peaceful  ring  were  hurled ; — 
It  was  like  an  eve  in  a  sinless  world ! 

When  a  month  and  a  day  had  come  and 

gane, 
Kilmeny  sought  the  gi^een-wood  wene; 
There  laid  her  down  on  the  leaves  sae 

green. 
And  Kilmeny  on  earth  was  never  mair 

seen. 
But  O,   the  words    that  fell  from   her 

mouth 
Were  words  of  wonder,  and  words  of 

truth ! 
But  all  the  land  were  in  fear  and  dread. 
For  they  kendna  whether  she  was  living 

or  dead. 
It  wasna  her  hame,  and  she  couldna  re- 

main ; 
She  left  this  world  of  sorrow  and  pain. 
And  returned  to  the  Land  of  Thought 

again. 


THOMAS  MOORE. 

[1779-1852.] 

FLY  TO  THE  DESERT. 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me. 
Our  Aral)  tent-s  aiv  nule  for  thee ; 
But,  O,  the  choice  what  heart  can  doubt. 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  without? 

Our  rocks  are  rough,  but  smiling  there 
The  acacia  waves  her  yellow  hair, 
lonely  and  sweet,  nor  loved  the  less 
For  flowering  in  a  wilderness. 

Our  sands  are  bare,  but  down  their  slope 
The  silvery -footed  anteloi)e 
As  gracefully  and  gayly  springs 
As  o'er  the  marble  courts  of  kings. 

Tlien  ''ome,  —  thv  Arab  maid  will  be 
The  love<l  and  lone  aeacia-tree. 
The  antelope,  whose  fe?t  shall  bless 
With  their  light  sound  thy  loveliness. 

0,  there  are  looks  and  tones  that  dart 
An  in.«?tant  .sunshine  through  the  heart, 
Aa  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought ; 
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As  if  the  very  lips  and  eyes 
Predestined  to  have  all  our  sighs, 
And  never  Ix*  forgot  again. 
Sparkled  aud  spoke  before  us  then  f 

So  came  thy  every  glance  and  tone, 
When   iirat  on  me  they  breathed  and 

shone ; 
New  as  if  brought  from  other  spheres, 
Yet  welcome  as  if  loved  for  years. 


THE  MID  HOUR  OF  NIOHT. 

At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  when  stars 

are  weeping,  I  fly 
To  the  lone  vale  we   loved,  when  life 

shone  warm  in  thine  eye ; 
And  I  think  oft,  if  spirits  can  steal  from 

the  regions  of  air. 
To  revisit  past  scenes  of  delight,  thou 

wilt  come  to  me  there. 
And  tell  me  our  love  is  remembered  even 

in  the  sky ! 

Then  I  sing  the  wild  song  *t  was   once 

such  pleasure  to  hear, 
"When  our  voices,  comniiiigling,  breathed 

like  one  on  the  ear ; 
And,  as  Kcho  far  otf  through  the  vale 

my  sad  orison  rolls, 
I   think,  0  my  love!  'tis  thy  voice, 

from  the  Kingdom  of  Souls, 
Faintly  answering   still   the  notes  that 

once  were  so  dear. 


THE  VALE  OF  AVOCA. 

There  is  not  in  this  wide  world  a  valley 

so  sweet 
As  that  vale,  in  whose  bosom  the  bright 

waters  meet ; 
O,  the  last  ray  of  feeling  and  life  must 

depart 
Ere  th(?  bloom  of  that  valley  shall  fade 

from  my  heart ! 

Yet  it  was  not  that  Nature  had  shed  o'er 

the  scene 
Her  purest  of  cr}'stal  and  brightest  of 

green ; 
*T  was  not  the  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or 

hill,  — 
0,  no  I  it  was  something  more  exquisite 

still. 


*T  was  that  friends,  the  beloved  of  mj 
bosom,  were  near. 

Who  made  every  dear  scene  of  enchant- 
ment more  dear, 

And  who  felt  how  the  best  charms  of 
nature  improve. 

When  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks 
that  we  love. 

Sweet  Vale  of  Avoca !  how  calm  could 
I  rest 

In  thy  lK>som  of  shade,  with  the  friends 
I  love  best ; 

Where  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this 
cold  world  should  cease. 

And  our  hearts,  like  thy  waters,  be  min- 
gled in  i)eacc 


O  THOU   WHO  DRT*ST  THE   MOURHf- 
ER'S  TEAR. 

O  Tiiou  who  dr\'*8t  the  mourner  s  tear ! 

How  dark  this  world  would  be. 
If,  when  deceived  antl  wounded  here. 

We  could  not  lly  to  tliei*. 
The  fri<'nds  who  in  our  sunshine  live, 

Wlu'U  winter  eomes,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  has  but  t«*ar8  to  give 

Must  weep  thos(»  tears  alone. 
But  thou  wilt  hi'al  that  broken  hejirt 

Whii'h,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
Their  fragnun<»  froiu  the  wounded  part, 

Bn-athes  bwectuess  out  of  woe. 

When  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  e'fu  the  hope  that  threw 
A  moment's  sparkle  o'er  our  tears 

Is  dimmed  and  vanished  too, 
0,  who  would  l>ear  life's  stormy  doom. 

Did  not  thy  wing  of  love 
Come,  brightly  wafting  through  thegloom 

Our  peace-branch  from  above  ? 
Then   sorrow,   touched  by    thee,   grows 
blight 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray; 
As  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day  ! 


THOU  ART,  O  GOD! 

Tiiou  art,  O  God  !  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  sec ; 

Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  thee. 


GEORGE  GOEDOS   (LORD  BYKOK). 

TBE  DEttTRCCnOK  Ot  SEmiACHEBIB. 
TuK  AMyrian  codm  Uowd  like  tL*  vuif 

OD  tllC  fold, 

jLad  tiU  (vligrti  were  gleUDing  in  iiiirplo 

mill  (^lil ; 
And  tlir  t\\vrn  of  thvir  spwn  ww  like 


p  hir  aud^ritihl  are  thine. 

Ith  riinwfll  bi^ni,  deUyi 
t  opaniDK  I'luuil*  iif  vnni, 
iTmoit  tnink  in*  wax 
»)>Uu  riitaB  iulo  liMvcn, — 
bM  nakc  Uic  aun'a  dciiUuc 
diaut.  Lord  I  mc  tliioe. 

*ilh  wings  of  iUrry  clooni, 
r>  *U  thi?  mnli  auil  «kiiv. 
lark,  botulvou*  bird,  wIiuh 

IB  witJi  unnumbered  ry«,  — 
StoutD,  Ilium  bns  divine, 
ponallcMi,  Uinl  I  are  tbiue. 

bw«r  th*  HurnmrT  wrrailiM 
Gw-tl 


%    GORDON    aORD 
BYRON). 

iTALZS  IK  BEAtnr. 
B  >fi«i]ly.  tikr  lhi>  ni^ht 
M*  I'lintn  mid  (rturrv  »kif«, 
t'a  int  of  dark  ant(  bright 
W  aipFi't  anil  hor  i-vra, 
^  to  thai  tender  luhl 
tinti  to  gaudy  day  dcnifs. 

hR  tnnn>,  onr  my  tb«  leu, 
pnpaiird  Iho  nanjclFSs  grace 
■  in  eirrj  rvtra  tnsa, 
licdtcns  a'n  her  fairc, 
|£u  Mf.rnniily  >wrv(  mpmu 
^  Ikiw  dear  their  dwelling- 


r 


f  ok  «■ 


r  lh«l  hi 


!  rotU  uighllf  0 


fturs  on  Ihr  ! 
When  tliB  Idu*  wi 
d«p  Ualilec. 

Like  tb«  Wvra  of  tho  foreit  when  lan- 

mvT  U  Biwn, 
That  boat  wiui  thi'ir  baniifra  at  •niiart 

Like  the  Imtm  ur  thr  fopprt  wlirn  all- 
ium ii  bath  blown. 
That  hiMl  on  the  momm  lay  witbiTtd 


For  tb»  Aiigrl  of  IVatb  ijirrnd  bia  ninga 
on  the  blast. 

And  bnnthi^il  io  iW  face  of  the  foe  as  he 

And  the  rvfa  of  the  aln-wra  waJird  dnullv 

and  •bill, 
And  tlirir  lieurt«  but  oliir  he«*«d,  and 

forerrr  grew  Mill ! 

And  there  lav  lh«  altnl  nith  bia  noitrila 

all  vi'd.'. 
Hut  through  tiipw  then-  rtdled  nut  the 

btvnth  of  hii  |iricle  : 
And  tlic  foain  of  his  gBapinfi  lay  irhit« 

oD  the  lurf. 
And  cold  as  till-  tjii-ay  of  the  roclc-bcat- 


And  tlirre  lay  the  rider  diatotteil  and 

With  till'  dew  on  Ilia  brow  and  the  ruit 

on  bia  mail ; 
And  the  Irnta  weir  all  ulent.  the  ban- 


And  the  widows  of  Ashnr  •»  loud  in 

their  wail. 
And  the  idoU  are  broke  In  the  teBi]>l'  uf 

B«il: 
And  thr-  might  of  the  Gentile,  uiiHitiota 

hv  the  aword, 
Hath  iii'lted  tikK  xtiow  In  the  gUnee  of 

the  Lordl 


4 


muring 


>'»•• •  — 


Sounds   swrrt   as    if  a   sister's   Toice 
rfpr()v<*(l, 
That    I  with  .stt*rn  dfli^hts  should  e'er 
have  hcen  so  moved. 

It  is  the  hush  of  nighty  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk, 

yet  clear, 
Mellowed  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly 

seen. 
Save  darkened  Jura,  whose  capt heights 

appear 
Precipitously  steep ;  and  drawing  near. 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  from 

the  shore, 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ; 

on  the  ear 
Drops  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended 

oar, 
Or  chirps  the  grasshop()er  one  good-night 

carol  more : 

He  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makos 
His  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the 

brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is 

stilL 
There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the 

hill. 
But  that  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
All  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil, 
Wee^)ing  themselves   away,  till  they 

infuse 


And  wl: 


THE 

Whkn  coldi 

Ah,  whitli 
It  cannot  di 

But  leave 
Then,  unero 

By  steps 
Or  fill  at  on 

A  thing  c 

Eternal,  boi 
A  tliougli 

All,  all  in  e 
Shall  it  s 

Each  fainte 
So  darkle 

• 

In  one  broa 
And  all  t 

Before  crea 

Its  eyes  I 
And  where 

The  spiri 
And  where 

Its  glanc 
"NVTiile  sun 

Fixed  in 
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PEKCT  BTBSHE  SHELLEY. 


PEECT  BTSSIIE  SHELLEY. 


E  Klin  ii  warm,  the  sky  in  flmr, 
g  wnvMire  ([■ncingfnattmiln-ight, 
^^^  le  UIm  Mil  munty  mouDUins  wpur 
bi  purple  noaD'i  tii»i*]iamnt  liclil : 
b*  bmlti  of  tli<>  molat  air  ia  light 

i  iuunexpanileil  budii; 

mny  •  roice  of  one  tlcliyhl,  — 
Hii>ls',    the    tiinla',    I  lie    ocnui- 

■»  vuiiM  itwit  u  soft  lika  Soli- 


>M  tlifl  Drap'i  nntnunplnl  dour 
•llli   gRFD    niiJ    |nir]'le    Biii.n™U 

tea  the  warca  npon  the  thoro 

"k*  light  dinolTiii   ill  sUr-iihaweis 

lit  upon  ths  wn'ls  alonr; 

ta  lislltning  of  the  noontide  ocmn 

flaahinK  Toiinil  nir,  nnil  n  lonL> 
ins  rnnu  ita  meaminHl  niotinii,  ~ 

■wcct,  did  aur  lieart  nuw  iharu  hi 
In;  tnutioD ) 

h!  I  hare  dot  hop«  nor  hrnltii, 
ar  firaw  within  nor  culm  around, 
tt  tliat  Hint^nt  aiirpa>«iti){  weultU 
M  Mge  in  maditaiion  fnuiid, 
td     walkftl     vicli     in  ward     glor; 

tt  t.tauf,  nor  [nwcr.  nor  Iovf.  nor 

htn  I  arc  whom  thru  mirronnil, — 

kilingthryliw,  MiidcjdllirHplpiiaurt'; 
m  tlwl  c^Qp  luw  bveli  Joolt  ill  another 


t  nov  drupdr  tt»ir  Is  mild 
rn  Bi  lh>  winds  nnil  watxra  srvi 
■aid  li»  down  Ilk*  a  tlml  .hild, 
.1  ur'TM.in.'is  III.'  Iirv.ifnn' 


TO  A  SKYUlBK. 

Hail  to  thw.  Withe  spirit! 

liird  thou  never  wert, 
Thnt  from  heaven,  or  iiuar  it, 

Punrest  thy  Tull  heart 
In  prornse  slrains  ul  unpremedilnted  art 

Higher  atill  and  bixher 
From  the  caKh  thou  apiingert 

Like  a  cloud  of  iiru ; 
The  blue  deep  thou  wingesit, 
jind  aiugiug  Mill  doat  soar,  and  soaring 

In  the  golden  lightning 

or  th«  anuken  eun 
O'er  which  olouds  are  brighteDing, 
Tliou  doat  Huat  itid  run. 
Like  an  iinbodied  joy  wboae  race  itjatt 
begun. 


Like  a    

In  the  broad  daylight 
Thoo  art  uiiewn,  but  yet  I  bear  thy  ehriU 
delight. 

Keen  BB  are  Ihe  arrows 
or  that  ailrer  sjihrre, 
WliDxe  intense  Un)ii  nam 
In  tbewfailedawneleH: 
Untilwebardly  aee,  wefecltliat  itisthere. 


Aik  when  niffht  is  l«re, 
Fruni  oiielonely  elond 
TbcDKioii  rains  out  her  bealn^  and  heaven 
is  overflowed. 

What  thoo  art  wo  know  not ; 

What  is  most  like  thi<«  f 
From  rainbow  clondn  there  How  not 

Dropi  m  bright  to  see 

As  from  tiiy  preaeiint  sbowers  a  rain  ol 
melody. 
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SONGS  OF  THKEE  CENTURIES, 


Like  a  high-bom  maiden 

In  a  palace  tower, 
Soothing  her  love-laden 
Soul  in  secret  hour 
With  music  sweet  as  love,  which  overflows 
her  bower ; 

Like  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew. 
Scattering  unl)eholden 
Its  aerial  hue 
Among  the  Howei-s  and  grass,  which  screen 
it  from  the  view ; 

Like  a  rose  embowered 

In  its  own  green  leaves. 
By  warm  winds  deflowered. 
Till  the  scent  it  gives 
Makes  faint  with  too  much  sweet  these 
heavy-winged  thieves. 

Sound  of  venial  showers 

On  the  twinkling  grass, 
Rain -awakened  flowers. 
All  tliat  owr  was 
Joyous  and  clear  and  fresh   thy  music 
doth  surjwss. 

Tfarh  us,  sprite  or  bird, 

Wluit  sweet  thoughts  are  thine! 
I  have  never  heard 
Praise  of  love  or  wine 
That  panted  forth  a  flood  of  rapture  so 
divine. 

Choijis  liNTiieneal  » 

Or  triuniphal  chant 
Matched  with  thine,  would  be  all 
But  an  empty  vaunt, — 
A  thing  wherein  we  feel  there  is  some 
hidden  want. 

What  objects  are  the  fountains 

(>f  thy  liappy  strain  ? 
What  lields,  or  waves,  or  mountains  ? 
Wiiat  shapes  of  skv  or  ])lain  ? 
What  love  of  thine  own  kind  /  what  igno- 
rance of  pain  ? 

With  thy  clear,  keen  joyance 

Languor  cannot  be ; 
Shadow  of  annoyance 
Never  came  near  thee : 
Thou  lovest,  but  ne'er  knew  love's  sad 
satietv. 


Waking  or  asleep, 

Thou  of  death  must  deem 
Things  more  true  and  deep 
Thau  we  mortals  dream. 
Or  how  could  thy  notes  flow  in  such  a 
crystal  stream? 

We  look  before  and  after, 

And  pine  for  what  is  not : 
Our  sincerest  laughter 
With  some  pain  is  fraught ; 
Our  sweetest  songs  are  those  that  tell  of 
saddest  thought. 

Tet  if  we  could  scorn 

Hate  and  pride  and  fear ; 
If  we  were  things  bom 
Not  to  shed  a  tear, 
I  know  not  how  thy  joy  we  ever  khoold 
come  near. 

Better  than  all  measures 

Of  delightful  sound. 
Better  than  all  treasures 
That  in  books  are  found. 
Thy  skill  to  poet  were,  thou  soomer  of 
the  ground ! 

Teach  me  half  the  gladness 

That  thy  brain  must  know 
Such  harmonious  madness 
From  my  lips  would  flow, 
The  world  should  listen  then,  as  I  am 
listening  now ! 


ONE  WORD  IS  TOO  OFTEN  PROFANED. 

One  word  is  too  often  profaned 

For  me  to  profane  it. 
One  feeling  too  falsely  disdained 

For  thee  to  disdain*  it. 
One  hope  is  too  like  despair 

For  prudence  to  smotner. 
And  pity  from  thee  is  more  dear 

Than  that  from  another. 

I  can  give  not  what  men  call  love; 

But  wilt  thou  accept  not 
The  worship  the  heart  lifts  above. 

And  the  heavens  reject  not,  — 
The  desire  of  the  moth  for  the  star, 

Of  the  night  for  the  morrow, 
The  devotion  to  something  afar 

From  the  sphere  of  our  sorrow! 


ml,  for  nil  hi*  r«itlicra,  vm  h-cM ; 

lutn:  limprd  trembling  tlLTOU)[h 

thr  fi'DZca  gnua, 

bill  aileut  wu  tlie  Hock  in  woolly  fol'l : 

"  u)i  wvre  tlie    betulsman'ii  fiuj^rs 

_         n-hilo  be  told 

Bn  nmry,  and  while  his  froitrd  breath, 


ik*  mo 


■old. 


■  pnyer  h«  uiith,  this  [Mtient,  holy 


Sccniril  takiu);  flight  for  heaveu  with- 
out >  death, 
^Ut  the  tvirrl  virgin's  picture,  nhiJe  his 
^L       prayer  he  iwilL 

I 
Juti  back  returnelh,  tneigre,  bardfoot, 

JUong  the  fhapvl  aisla  by  slow  i1egre«a : 
'~  I   Kuljitured   dead,  on   eooL   side, 

.  in  block,  par^tarial  mils: 

J^U,  luliea,  praying  lu  dumb  ora- 

t'rii* 

UMJerth  by;  acdhtsiveak  Bpirit  railn 

'Hink  how  they  may  ache  ia  icy  houds 

and  mails. 

Vonhwan]  he  tarnrtb  through  a  little 

And  trmme   three  stepa,  er«  muaic'i 

golden  tongun 
fklUmt  to  tears  this  agrd  man  and 


nn, — already  had  bis  death-bell 

joys  of  all  his  life  wen  said  and 

■nna; 

was  harsh  peDSDceon  Saint  Agnes' 

among 


Another  way  he  went,  ant 
"      -'      "r-Hithfforhiaso 


repnev 


badinuan  heard  the  prel- 
(or  muiy  a  door 
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From  hurry  to  nnd  fro.    Soon,  nn  nlofl. 
The  silver,  snitrliiig  trumpets   gan  lu 

The  level  chambers,  ready  with  Ihrir 

Were  glotriog  to  receive  a  thousand 

Tlie  earved  angels,  ever  enger-evLiI, 
Staiwl,  where   uiwu   Ihtir   heads 


The  brain,  new  stnlled  in  yout 

Iriumplig  gny 
Of  old  niDiiuic«.     These  l«t  u 

And  turn,  sole-thoiighted,  to  one  lady 

there. 
Whose    lieort  hnd  brooded,  all  that 

wintry  day. 
On  luve,  and  wmged  Saint  Agnes' taint- 

Ivcare, 
As  she  had  heard  old  dames  full  mauy 

timei  declare. 

They  told  her  how,  upon  Saint  Agnes' 

Eve, 
Youns  virgins  ought  have  visioDa  of 

delight. 
And  soft  adertiiga  from  thcit  love*  re. 

Tpon  the  honeyed  middle  of  the  night, 
ir  eerenionie>t  due  they  did  sri,'  ' 
As,  If  pperlesi  to  bud  they  n 

And  couch  supine  their  besiilies,  lily 

Nor  look   behind,  nor  sideways,  but 
require 
Of  Heaven  with  npward  ejt*  for  all  that 
they  deUT«. 

Full    of   this  whim  wai   thoughtful 
Madeline : 

The  music,  yeiminglikeagod  in  poio. 
She  uarcply  heard;  her  maiden  eyes 

Fiie<t  on  the  floor,  saw  many  ■  sweep 

Pass  by,  — she  heeded  not  stall :  inn 
Came  many  a  tiptoe,  amomus  cavalier. 

And  back  retired;  iioti;<iolrd  by  high 
disdain. 
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But  she  saw  not ;  her  heart  was  other- 
where; 
She  sighed  for  Agnes*  dreams,  the  sweet- 
est of  the  year. 

She  danced  along  with  vague,  regard- 
less eyes, 
Anxious  her  lips,  her  breathing  quick 

and  short : 
The  hallowed  hour  was  near  at  hand : 

she  sighs 
Amid  the  timbrels,  and  the  thronged 

resort 
Of  whisners,  or  in  anger  or  in  sport ; 
Mid  looks  of  love,  defiance,  hate,  and 

scorn, 
Hoodwinked  with  fairy  fancy ;  all  amort, 
Save  to  Saint  Agnes,  and  her  laml)s 

unshorn. 
And  all  the  bliss  to  be  before  to*morrow 

mom. 

So,  purposing  each  moment  fjo  retire, 
She  lingered  still.     Meantime,  across 

the  moors, 
Had  come  young  Porphyro,  with  heart 

on  fire 
For  Madeline.    Beside  the  portal  doors, 
Buttressed  from  moonligiit,  stands  he, 

and  implores 
All  saints  to  give  him  sight  of  Made- 
line, 
But  forone  moment  in  thetedioushours, 
That  he  might  gaze  and  worship  all 
unseen ; 
Perchance  speak,  kneel,  touch,  kiss,  —  in 
sooth,  such  things  have  been. 

He  ventures  in :  let  no  buzze(kwhisper 

tell ;  ^ 

All  eyes  be  muffled,  orahundred  swords 
Will  storm  his  heart,  love's  feverous 

citadel. 
For  him,  those  chambers  held  barbarian 

hordes. 
Hyena  foemen,  and  hot-blooded  lords, 
Whose  veiy  dogs  would  execrations 

howl 
Against  his  lineage;   not.  one  breast 

affords 
Him  any  mercy,  in  that  mansion  foul. 
Save  one  old  beldame,  weak  in  body  .and 

in  soul. 

Ah,  happy  chance !  the  aged  creature 

came. 
Shuffling    along    with  ivory  -  headed 

wand. 


To  where  he  stood,  hid  from  the  torch*8 

flame, 
Behind  a  broad  hall-pillar,  far  beyond 
The  sound  of  merriment  and  choniB 

bland. 
He  startled  her;  but  soon  she  knew 

his  face. 
And  grasped  his  fingers  in  her  palsied 

hand. 
Saying,  "Mercy,  Porphyro!  hie  thee 

from  this  place ; 
They  are  all  here  to-night,  the  whole 

bloodthirsty  race ! 

"Get  hence !  eet  hence  I  there  *8  dwarf- 
ish Hildebrand ; 

He  had  a  fever  late,  and  in  the  fit 

He  cursed  thee  and  thine,  both  house 
and  land : 

Then  there 's  that  old  Lord  Maurice, 
not  a  whit 

More  tame  for  his  gray  hairs — Alas 
me!  flit! 

Flit  like  a  ghost  away." — "Ah  !  gossip 
dear, 

"We  're  Siife  enough  ;  here  in  this  arm- 
chair sit. 

And  tell   me   how"  —  "Goml  saints! 
not  here,  not  here ; 
Follow  me,  chiM,  or  else  these  stones  will 
be  thy  bier." 

He  followed  through  a  lowly  arched 

way, 
Brusliing  the  cobwebs  with  his  lofty 

plume, 
And  as  she  muttered    "  Well-a — well- 

aday !" 
He  found  him  in  a  little  moonlit  room, 
Pale,  latticed,  cliill,RndsilentaKatomK 
"Now  tell  me   where   is   Madeline," 

said  he, 
"0,  tell  me,Angelaf  by  the  holy  loom 
Which  none  but  secret  sisterhood  may 

see. 
When  they  Saint  Agnes*  wool  are  weaving 

piously." 

"Saint  Agnes  I  Ah !  it  is  Saint  Agnes' 

Eve,  — 
Yet  men  will  murder  upon  holv  days; 
Thou  must  hold  water  in  a  witch's  sieve. 
And  be  liege-lord  of  all  the  elves  and 

fays. 
To  venture  so:  it  fills  me  with  amaz* 
To  see  thee,  Porphyro !  —  Saint  Agnes' 

Eve! 


i 


God'i  help !  my  lady  fair  the  coiu'unr 

Thin  V(iy  night ;  good  uigelj  her  de- 

But  lot  UK  hoch  awhilo,  1  'f»  mickle 
time  logneva." 

FMUy  she  laaghelh  in   the  knguid 

While  Ponihyniapon  her  fiiceilotliliHik, 
Lil[«  pozilnl  un^hio  on  bii  aged  cniiie 
Whokerprtliclawda  wondroiu  tiiMle- 

book. 
AupKlarlcdihesitsinrhlmnr-y-nocik. 
But  WMii  hit  eyes  grew  brilliant,  whcu 


Jtmtt,  at  the  thaqght  of  thcue  cDclianl- 
D>ent>  cald, 
.jluj  Uadeliae  uUcp  In  lap  of  legends  old. 

Snddoi   a  thought  came  like  a  tal\- 

Uoim  ro«c, 
Flushing  hia  hrow,  and  in  Ma  paiunl 

UuU  iiurpli)  riot;  tUm  doth  he  pro- 

Jk  itratigcDi,  that  makvs  the  beldiune 

Jrtttrt: 
"A  craH  nan  and  impioua  thnu  art ', 
SwtTi  laily,  IrtLerpcay.  nnd  ileep,  ninl 

Alone  with  hcT  gf«d  angrU.  far  apart 
Ftoni  trirk«l  inpn  like  thee.     Go,  go ! 

-Ide^m 
Ihaa  canst  not  nirrly  be  the  aame  that 

tliuu  didst  M*m." 

"T  will  nnl.  harm  her,  hy  all  ninta  I 
0,  may  I  ne'er  find 
'«  shall  vbiippr  its 
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WhoM  Tiaaaing.bell  may  ere  the  mid- 
Whose  girnyere  for  thee,  each  mom  aud 

Were  never  iniaaod."    Thus  plaining, 

doth  iihe  bring 
A  gentler  speech  from  huming  For- 

phyro ; 
So  wofiit,  Hlld  of  tiDch  deep  mrroving, 
That  Angela  gives  proniinr  alie  will  do 
Whatever  he  shall  vriab,  betide  her  weal 


Which  was  to  lead  him,  in  cloaeswrpcy, 
Eveu  to  Maileliup'a  iihamber,  and  thi-ie 

Him  in  a  closet,  of  meh  privac; 
Thnt  be  might  see  her  beauty  unnpinl. 
And  win  perhaps  that  night  a  [mrleas 

hill?  legi 
let. 
And  [Nile  enchantment  held  hersleepy- 

Nevrron  such  anioht  have  lover*  met. 
Since  Merlio   paid   hia  deioon   all  the 
tnoostroui  debt. 


Qnoth  P"rphyrti 

grace, 
ffheti  my  weak  i 


Or  look  with  mflUn  paasion 
Gond  Angela. believe mc by  thentmrs: 
Or  t  iHIl,  BTBii  in  a  moment's  apace, 
Amkp.  with  horrid  about,  my  (oemen'i 


"Ah!  vhywilt  thon  affright  a  feeble 


"It  »l 


1*  thou  wiaheat,"  uiid  the 

"All  cates  and  dainties  slinll  bv  stoi^d 

there 
Quickly  on  this  feast-night :  by  the 

tambour  frame 
Her  OH-n  lute  thou  wilt  sec;  no  time 

Far  1  am  slow  and  feeble,  and  scarce  dare 
On  such  a  catering  trust  niy  dixiy  bead. 
Wait  here,  my  child,  with  patience; 

kneel  in  prayer 
The  while.    Ab  ■  thou  muat  needa  the 

lady  wed, 
Or  may  1  never  leave  mygt*ve  among 

the  dead." 

So  saying,  «he  hobbled  oIT  irith  huay 

The   lover's   endlcB  minutes  slowly 

The  dnitic  returned,  and  whispered  in 

biaear 
To  follow  her !  with  afjed  eye*  aghast 
From  fright  of  dim  espiaL    8afe  at  Ia<t. 
Through  iiiany  a  dusky  gallery,  they 


db 
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Where  Porphyro  took  covert,  pleased 
amain. 
His  poor  guide  harried  back  with  agues 
in  her  brain. 

Her  faltering  hand  upon  the  balus- 
trade, 

Old  Angela  was  feeling  for  the  stair, 

When  Madeline,  Saint  Agnes' charmed 
maid. 

Rose,  like  a  missioned  spirit,  unaware ; 

With  silver  taper's  light,  and  pioud 
care. 

She  turned,  and  down  the  aged  gossip 
led 

To  a  safe  level  matting.  Now  prepare. 

Young  Pori)hyro,  for  gazing  on  that 
bed! 
She  comes,  she  comes  again,  like  ring- 
dove frayed  and  tied. 

Out  went  the  taper  as  she  hurried  in. 
Its  little  smoke  in  pallid  moonshine 

died : 
She  closed  the  door,  she  panted,  all  akin 
To  spirits  of  the  air,  and  visions  mde : 
No  uttered  syllable,  or,  woe  l)eti«le ! 
But  to  her  heart,  her  heart  was  voluble, 
Paining    with   eloquence   her   bahny 

side; 
As  though  a  tongueless  nightingale 

slioiud  swell 
Her  throat  in  vain,  and  die,  heart-stifled, 

in  her  dell. 

A  casement    high  and  triple-arched 

there  was. 
All  garlanded  with  carven  imageries 
Of  fruits,  and  flowers,  and  bunches  of 

knot-grass. 
And  diamonded  with  panes  of  quaint 

device. 
Innumerable  of  stains  and  splemlid 

dyes 
As  are  the  tiger-moth's  deep-damasked 

wings ; 
And  in  the  midst,  'mong   thousand 

heraldries. 
And  twilight  saints,  and  dim  embla- 

zonings, 
A  shielded  scutcheon  blushed  with  blood 

of  queens  and  kings. 

Full  on  this  casement  shone  the  win- 
try moon. 

And  threw  warm  gules  on  Madeline's 
fair  breast. 


As  down  she  knelt  for  heaven's  grace 

and  boon : 
Koae-bloom  fell  on  her  hands,  together 

prest, 
And  on  her  silver  cross  soft  amethyst. 
And    on    her    hair  a   glory,   like  a 

saint : 
She  seemed  a  splendid  angel,  newly 

drest. 
Save  wings,  for   heaven: — Porphyro 

grew  faint : 
She  knelt,  so  pure  a  thing,  so  free  from 

mortal  taint. 

Anon  his  heart  revives:  her  vespers 
done. 

Of  all  its  wreathed  pearls  her  hair  she 
frees; 

Unclasps  her  wanned  jewels  one  by 
one; 

Loosens  her  fragrant  bodice;  by  de- 
grees 

Her  rich  attire  creeps  rustling  to  her 
knees: 

Half  hidden,  like  a  mermaid  in  sea- 
weed. 

Pensive  awhile  she  dreams  awake,  and 
sees, 

In  fancy,  fair  Saint  Agnes  in  her  l>ed. 
But  dares  not  look  behind,  or  all  the 
charm  is  fled. 

Soon,  trembling  in  her  soft  and  chilly 

nest 
In  sort  of  wakeful  swoon,  perjilexed 

she  lay, 
Until  the  poppied  warmth  of  sleep 

oppressed 
Her  soothed  limbs,  and  soul  fatigued 

away ; 
Flown,  like  a  thought,  until  the  mor- 
row-day ; 
Blissfully  havened  both  from  joy  anil 

pain ; 
Clasped  like  a  missal   where    swart 

Paynims  pray ; 
Blinded  alike  from  sunshine  and  fro:n 

rain. 
As  though  a  rose  should  shut,  and  be  a 

bud  again. 

Stolen   to  this  paradise,  and  so  en* 

tranced, 
Porphyro  gazed  upon  her  empty  dress, 
And  listened  to  her  breathing,  if  it 

chanced 
I  To  wake  into  a  slumberous  tenderness; 
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Which  wln-n  he  heani,  that  minute 

d>.l  hr  1.1.-!^ 
And  hrratliml  himself:  thea  from  the 

eloMi  mpt, 
Boitelm*  u  {hit  in  a  wide  wililerneiu. 
And  ovrr  llie  hiuhwl  cwpet,  silent, 

i-r-'. 


Then  b}'  the  bedaiJe,  where  the  (lukd 

UkJe  «  dim,  silver  tiFili|;]it.  soft  ht  sH 
A   t«1ite,  Bud,  half  luguuhnl,  thrvw 

tlierfon 
A  elutli  of  woven  crimson,  gold,  and 


•  Moniheai 

idiiiglil,  It 


The  kcttle-dnim.  Bud  &r-heard  vUr- 

iI.n«^ 
AITny  hii  esra,  Uiaugh  but  in  dying 

The  hall-door  shut*  ngniu.  and  all  the 


And  utill  she   slept  an  iLzur«- lidded 

•Iwti,^ 
In  blnnelied  linen,  innooth,  and  Inveli- 

.l.'r.-,l. 
While  he  from  forth  the  closet  brollBht 

Of  c»ndinl  apple,  qaince,  and  plum, 

■nd  jtonnl ; 
With  Jelliei  Mother  than  the  creamy 

Atid  lui-id  syropt,  tinct  with  ciuna- 


ypxa  ulken  Samarcuid  to  cedirni  Leb- 

TboK  d^Uratrn  he  heopnl  with  glnw- 

Injt  hand 
On  piMeiidixhHand  in  tMskrts bright 
Of  HT-alliM  ailTer:  suniptuouB  they 


Open  thine  eyes,  furmeek  Saint  >\gncs' 


Thus  whispering,  his  warm,  unnervW 

Sauk  i[i  her  pillow.     Sliaded  was  her 

By  the  dusk  curtaina:— 't  wu  a  mid- 
night chann 
Impossible  to  melt  as  iced  itrram  : 
The  lustrous  aalven  in  the  uiooulight 

Broad  golden  fringeupon  the  carpet  lies: 
It  seemed  he  never,  never  fonld  redeem 
Fioni  such  a  stcadfiBt  epell  his  Udy'a 

io  mimed  awhile,  eutoiled  in  woof^l  Ian- 
Awakening  up,  he  took  her  hollow 

lute,— 
Tumultuous, — and,  in  chords  tlint  ten- 

derest  he. 
He  |i1ayed  au  aneieut  dilly,  long  since 

Id  Provence  cnlled,  "L«  lietle  dniiic 

rlofie  10  her  eor  touching  the  mrloily ; 
VTIiereu'ith   disturbed,  slui  uttered  • 

soft  moan ; 
He  ceased  — she  panted  nnick  —  and 

suddenly 
Her  blue  niTmyW  eyes  wide  open  alinnc ; 
.'|>on  his  knees  he  sank,  pale  as  siuouth- 

aculptured  stone. 

Hereypswere  ojwn,  but  she  still  beheld. 
Now  wideawake,  the  vision  of  her  sleep : 
There  was  a  painful  change,  that  nigh 

expelle.! 
The  bliioei  of  her  dt«am  ao  pure  and 

deep; 
At  which  fair  Madeline  brgui  to  ween. 
And  moan  forth  witless  word*  with 

While  itiil  her  gate  on  Porphyro Would 

keep. 
Who   knelt,  with  joined  hands  and 

.   F'' 


"Ah,  ParphyrDl"aud  she.  "hot  eten 
Thy  Toi>:e  wai  at  sweet  tremble  b  mine 
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Made  tunable  with  every  sweetest  vow ; 

And  those  sad  eyes  were  spiritual  and 
clear; 

How  changed  thou  art  I  how  pallid, 
chill,  and  drear ! 

Give  me  that  voic«  again,  my  Porphyro, 

Those  looks  immortal,  those  complain- 
ings dear ! 

0,  leave  me  not  in  this  eternal  woe, 
For  if  thou  diest,  my  love,  I  know  not 
where  to  go." 

Beyond  a  mortal  man  iropaaaioned  far 

At  these  voluptuous  accents,  he  arose. 

Ethereal,  flushed,  and  like  a  throbbing 
star 

Been  mid  the  sapphire  heaven's  deep 
repose; 

Into  her  dream  he  melted,  as  the  rose 
•  Blenduth  its  odor  with  the  violet,  — 

Solution  sweet:  meantime  the  frost- 
wind  blows 

Like  love's  alarum  pattering  the  sharp 
sleet 
Against  the  window-panes ;  Saint  Agnes* 
moon  hath  set. 

'T  is  dark :  quick  pattereth  the  flaw- 
blown  sleet : 

"This  is  no  dream,  my  bride,  my  Mad- 
eline!" 

'Tis  dark:  the  ic^  gusts  still  rave 
and  beat : 

**  No  dream,  alas!  alas !  and  woeismine ! 

Porpliyit)  will  leave  me  here  to  fade 
and  pine.  — 

Cruel !  wiiat  traitor  could  thee  hither 
bring? 

I  curse  not,  formy  heart  is  lost  in  thine, 

Tliough  thou  forsakest  a  deceived  thing ; 
A  dove  forlorn  and  lost,  with  sick,  lin- 
pruned  wing." 

**  My  Madeline !  sweet  dreamer  I  lovely 

bride ! 
Say,  may  I  be  for  ave  thy  vassal  blest  ? 
Thy  beauty's  shield,  heart-shaped  and 

venneil  dyed  ? 
Ah,  silver  shrine,  here  will  I  take  my 

rest 
After  so  many  hours  of  toil  and  quest. 


A  famished  pilgrim, — saved  by  miracle, 
uffh  I  ha^ 
tiiy  nest 


Though  I  have  found 


Mived  hy 
,  1  will 


not  rob 


Savingof  thy  sweet  self ;  if  thou  think'st 
well 
To  trust,  fair  Madeline,  to  no  mdc  infidel. " 


"Hark !  't  is  an  elfin-storm  from  faiiy* 

land. 
Of  liaggard  seeming,  but  a  boon  indeed : 
Arise,  — arise !  the  morning  is  at  hand ; 
The  bloated  wassailers  will  never  heed : 
Let  us  away,  my  love,  with  happy 

speed; 
There  are  no  ears  to  hear,  or  eyes  to 

see, 
Drowne<l  all  in  Rhenish  and  the  sleepy 

mead : 
Awake !  arise !  my  love,  and  fearless  be. 
For  o'er  the  southern  moors  I  have  a 

home  for  thee," 

She  hurried  at  his  words,  beset  with 

fears. 
For  there  were  sleeping  dragons  all 

around, 
At  glaring  watch,  perhaps,  with  ready 

spears,  — 
Down  the  wide  stairs  a  darkling  way 

they  found,  — 
In  all  the  house  was  heard  no  human 

sound. 
A  chain-dropped  lamp  was  flickering 

by  each  door ; 
The  arras,  rich  with  horseman,  hawk, 

and  hound, 
Fluttered  in  the  besieging  wind's  up- 
roar. 
And  the  long  carpets  rose  along  the  gusty 

floor. 

They  glide,   like  phantoms,   into  the 

wide  hall ; 
Like  phantoms  to  the  iron  porch  they 

glide, 
Where  lay  the  porter,  in  uneasy  sprawl, 
With  a   huge  empty   flagon   by  his 

side : 
The  wakeful  bloodhound    rose,  and 

shook  his  hide, 
But  his  sagacious  eye  an  inmate  owns: 
By  one,  and  one,  the  bolts  full  easy 

slide ; 
The  chains  lie  silent  on  the  foot-worn 

stones ; 
The  key  turns,  and  the  door  ui)on  its 

hinges  groans. 

And  they  are  gone :  ay,  ages  long  ago 
These  lovers  fled  away  into  the  storm. 
That  night  the  baron  dreamt  of  many 

a  \voe. 
And  all  his  warrior-gueats,  with  ahade 

and  form 
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Of  witch,  and  demon,  and  loi^  coffin- 
worm. 

Were  long  be-nightmared.      Angela 
the  oUl, 

Died  paUy-twitched,  with  meagre  face 
deform. 

The  beadaman,  after  thousand  aves 
told. 
For  aye  unaonght-for  slept  among  hiA 
ashea  cold. 


JAMES  MONTGOMERY. 
[1771-1854.] 

THE  COMMON  LOT. 

Okck,  in  the  flight  of  ages  past, 
There  lived  a  man ;  and  i^ho  was  he? 

Mortal !  howe'er  thv  lot  he  cast, 
That  man  resembled  thee. 

Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth, 
The  land  in  which  he  died  unknown ; 

Hitf  name  has  peri»hed  from  the  earth, 
Thia  truth  survives  alone  : 

That  joy,  and  prief,  and  hope,  and  fear, 
Alternate  tnumphed  in  his  breast ; 

Hia  bliss  and  woe, — a  smile,  a  tear ! 
Oblivion  hides  the  rest 

He  suffered,  — but  his  pangs  are  o*er ; 

Enjoyed,  — but  his  aelights  are  fled ; 
Had  friends, — his  friends  are  now  no 
more; 

And  foea, — his  foes  are  dead. 


He  aaw  whatever  thou  hast  seen ; 

Encount«^red  all  that  troubles  thee : 
He  was — whatever  thou  hast  been; 

He  is — what  thou  ahalt  be. 

The  rolling  seaaona,  day  and  night. 
Sun,  moon,  and  atara,  the  earth  and 
main, 

Erewhile  his  portion,  life,  and  light, 
To  him  exist  in  vain. 

The  ckmda  and  annbeama,  o'er  his  eye 
That  once  their  shadea  and  glory  threw, 

HaTe  left  in  yonder  ailent  sky 
Ko  veat^  where  they  flew. 


The  annals  of  the  human  race, 
Th<'ir  ruins,  since  the  world  began. 

Of  him  aflford  no  other  trace 
Than  this, — there  lived  a  man ! 


YOBXVKB  WITH  THE  LORD. 

Forever  with  the  Lord ! 
Amen  !  so  let  it  be ! 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word. 
And  inmiortality. 

Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day*s  march  nearer  home. 

My  Father's  house  on  high. 
Home  of  my  soul !  how  n««r. 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 
Thy  golden  gates  ap{)ear ! 

Ah !  then  my  s]»irit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  1  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above ! 

Yet  clouds  will  intervene, 
An<l  all  my  proKfH»<'t  flies ; 
Like  Noah's  dove,  I  flit  between 
Rough  seas  and  stormy  skica« 

Anon  the  clouds  depart. 
The  winds  and  waters  cease : 
While  sweetly  o'er  my  gladdened  heart 
Expands  the  bow  of  jieace ! 

Beneath  its  glowing  arch. 
Along  the  hallowed  ground, 
I  see  cherubic  armies  march, 
A  camp  of  fire  around. 

I  hear  at  mom  and  even, 
At  noon  and  midnight  hour. 
The  choral  harmonies  of  heaven 
Earth's  Babel  tongues  o*er|)Ower. 

Then,  then  I  feel  that  He, 
Kemembered  or  forgot. 
The  Lord,  is  never  far  from  me, 
Though  I  perceive  him  not. 
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In  darkness  as  in  light. 
Hidden  alike  from  view, 
I  sleep,  I  wake,  as  in  his  sight 
Who  looks  all  nature  through. 

All  that  I  am,  have  been. 
All  that  I  yet  may  be. 
He  sees  at  once,  as  he  hath  seen, 
And  shall  forever  see. 

"  Forever  with  the  Lord  " : 
Father,  if 't  is  thy  will. 
The  promise  of  tliat  faithful  word 
Unto  thy  chUd  fulfil ! 

So,  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain. 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gam. 


PRAYER. 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 

Uttered  or  unexpressed, 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 

That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh. 

The  falling  of  a  tear ; 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 

When  none  but  God  is  near. 

Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 

The  Majesty  on  high. 

Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air; 
H  is  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death : 

He  enters  heaven  by  prayer. 

Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice 

Returning  from  his  ways ; 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 

And  say,  "Behold  he  prays!" 

0  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 

The  path  of  prayer  thya^lf  hast  trod : 
liOrd,  teacn  us  how  to  pray ! 


HELEN  HABIA  WILLIAMS. 

[1762-1837.] 

WHILST  THSB  I  SEEK. 

Whilst  Thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power, 

he  my  vain  wishes  stilled ! 
And  may  tliis  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  filled. 

Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed ; 

To  thee  ray  thoughts  would  soar: 
Thy  mercy  o  er  my  life  has  Howed, 

That  mercy  I  adore. 

In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 
Eacrh  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 

In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days. 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 
Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 

Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear. 
The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 

My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 
That  heart  shall  rest  on  thee. 


UNKNOWN. 

THERE  WAS  SILENCE  IK  HEAVEN. 

Can  angel  spirits  need  repose  . 

In  the  full  sunlight  of  the  sky? 
And  C4in  the  veil  of  slumber  close 

A  cherub's  bright  and  blazing  eye? 

Have  seraphim  a  weary  brow, 

A  fainting  heart,  an  aching  breast? 

No,  far  too  high  their  pulses  flow 
To  languish  with  inglorious  rest 

0,  not  the  death -like  calm  of  sleep 
Could  hush  the  everlasting  song; 

No  fairy  dream  or  slumber  deep 
Entrance  the  rapt  and  holy  throng. 


JOHN   gOINCT  ADA1J3.  —  WALTER   SAVAGE   LASDOK. 


Ycl  not  ihr  liquet  lon«  iriu  lirard 
f  ram  aiii^l  voii-e  or  an^l  Luitl ; 

Aii-I  nut  niiK  [itumril  irinion  Btininl 
Amuiii;  ihr  pun  and  lilUsful  luud. 

for  rbrre  wu  nlmcr  iu  the  tky, 
A  joy  Dot  Btigrl  tuuguea  could  trll, 

A>  fram  jta  mjitir  fount  on  bigh 
Tbe  iMttce  of  0(hI  in  sliUuHw  fell. 

0,  wlut  is  silcnw  hrrr  bclowl 
The  (niit  uC  •  counaM  tlKtpoir ; 

Tlir  liauiir  ot  pwn,  ihr  drrani  uf  woe  ;- 
It  u  tb«  tent  of  rmjiluw  tlii-re. 

And  to  thi-  wnj'worn  ]>il)[Tiui  here, 

Moi*  kinilir.1  wviDi  lli»l  prrfi'ct  pSBce, 

Thaii  the  full  ctiBUta  of  joy  to  hour 
Kail  on,  and  nover,  nover  ceone. 

Fmm  f«r*hiy  i(^alM  kpi  rn«, 
Tiiwl  with  ibv  iJBth  too  Blowljr  trod, 

Hay  vucli  a  lilpiiw  wclrotnB  ma 
luSo  the  {iskGc  of  niy  God. 


ri.  tliirik  t  tbr  rinrlings  of  thy  lov?, 

Divealed  of  tbia  ainblj  ulod, 
liiiiil  nnnunibeml  sujuU.  abuve, 

Bvak  in  tha  hoHoni  anJwir  God. 
yvT  the«,  witb  lookn  orlovv,  ihpy  l«nd; 

Kor  titee  the  Lord  of  life  imjiloR ; 
And  oft  from  aainled  blUs  dvK^ 

Thy  Kounded  qukt  to  rrttore. 
Tbrn  dry,  henceforth,  the  bitter  ti>aT ; 

Tbeir'tnrt  and  thine  invpned  mw. 
Thou  Wert  [heir  gnaritian  iing»l  here, 

They  guardian  angelii  now  to  thee. 


WALTER  SAVAGE  1 

LAMENT. 


I     JOBS  QUINCY  ADAilS. 

TO  A  BERBATKD  MOTHER. 

Brnic,  to  the  muidon*  of  the  ble^t 

When  inbnt  innocenca  ucends, 
SoRH'  anp-l,  brifAter  than  the  rest, 

Thf  apoiW  ipirit'a  flight  attends. 
On  *inc>  ofeeitaay  they  lue, 

Bej'ond  where  worida  material  roll, 
rUI  •etne  fair  aianr  of  tlie  Ain 

Urceirea  the  unpoUatrd  M>ul. 
That  inrxtinftuiahahle  beam, 

Witli  dun  united  at  our  birth. 
Shedi  ■  nioT«  dim,  diarolmvil  gleam 

The  nion  it  tingera  u^ion  earth. 

Bnl  when  the  l^rd  of  mortal  breath 
Il.-.>i,,-i.  hu  Imithiiv  In  n-anme, 

.(^  ■       ■  ■:     ;■  :"r  -i,:,rinfd™ih 


-.olacfl  thine  I 
I  harm  impart, 

.'  >  diTine, 

brr'i  heart. 


nd  y. 


owheisgone, 

t'beck. 
mre  1  Mtngltt, 

thought 
<w  would  gir« 


could  he  apeak, 
Alu !  I  icould  no 

easoni  not  Ui  lore  him  i 

And  aearied  all  mv 
ixm^aelfaridbim:  I  ni 

My  love,  roulil  be  li 
Who  lately  lived  fur  uie,  bu>I,  when  ha 

"T  wa*  rain,  in  holy  pronnd 
He  hid  hia  (ace  amid  the  diadr*  ol  death  I 

e  for  him  my  bmith 
^^'1lO  wasted  bis  formed  bninilneratnttia. 

And  this  lorn  bosom  bnrna 
With  (tiding  heat,  hrnving  it  u)<  in  alerp. 

And  uaktne  tiie  to  weeii 
Tearv  that  had  melted  liiaaoft  heart:  for 

Wqit  he  u  hitler  tcare ! 
"Memfiil  God!"  auch   waa  hia  lateat 

Quieter  it  hi*  bimt  h.  hia  breast  nioreedd 
Tlian  dai>iea  in  the  ainuUl, 

WheiveluldrrnB|>e11,athniirtthrehureh- 
yaid  Bate. 
Hii  name  and  lif-'a  brief  dale. 

Pray  forhim,  ijentlr  aoul*.  whoe'er  j-ou  bt. 
And,  O,  |iny,  loo,  for  uv  1 
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THOMAS  CAMPBELL 

[1777-1844] 

THE  LAST  MAN. 

All  worldly  shapes  shall  melt  in  gloom, 

The  sun  himself  must  die. 
Before  this  mortal  shall  assume 

Its  immortality! 
I  saw  a  vision  in  my  sleep, 
That  gave  my  spirit  strength  to  sweep 

Adown  the  gulf  of  time ! 
I  saw  the  last  of  human  mould 
That  shall  creation's  death  behold, 

As  Adam  saw  her  prime ! 


The  8un*s  eye  had  a  sickly  glare, 

The  earth  with  age  was  wan ; 
The  skeletons  of  nations  were 

Around  that  lonely  man  ! 
Some  had  expired  in  fight,  —  the  brands 
Still  rusted  in  their  bony  hands, 

In  plague  and  famine  some ! 
Eartli  8  cities  had  no  sound  nor  tread ; 
And  ships  were  drifting  with  the  dead 

To  shores  where  all  was  dumb ! 


Yet,  prophet-like,  that  lone  one  stood, 

With  dauntless  words  and  high. 
That  shook  the  sere  leaves  from  the  wood, 

As  if  a  storm  passod  by, 
Saying,  Weare  twinsin death,  proud  Sun  ! 
Thy  face  is  cold,  thy  race  is  run, 

'T  is  Mercy  bids  thee  fjo ; 
For  thou  t<*n  thousand  thousand  years 
Hast  seen  the  tide  of  liuniau  tears, 

That  shall  no  longer  flow. 

"What  though  beneath  thee  man  put  forth 

His  liomp,  his  pride,  his  skill ; 
And  arts  that  made  fire,  flood,  and  earth 

The  vassals  of  his  will  ? 
Yet  mourn  I  not  thy  parted  sway, 
Thou  dim,  discrowned  king  of  day ; 

For  all  those  trophied  arts 
And  triumphs  that  beneath  thee  sprang. 
Healed  not  a  passion  or  a  pang 

Entailed  on  human  hearts. 


Go,  let  oblivion's  curtain  fall 
Upon  the  stage  of  men, 

Nor  with  thy  rising  l^eams  recall 
Life's  tragedy  again : 


Its  piteons  pageants  bring  not  back, 
Nor  waken  flesh,  upon  the  rack 

Of  pain  anew  to  writhe ; 
Stretched  in  diseane's  shapes  abhorred, 
Or  mown  in  battle  by  the  sword, 

Like  grass  beneath  the  scythe. 

Even  I  am  weary  in  yon  skies 

To  watch  thy  fading  fire ; 
Test  of  all  sumless  agonies. 

Behold  not  me  expire. 
My  lips  that  speak  thy  diige  of  death,  -^ 
Their  rounded  easp  and  gurgling  breath 

To  see  thou  snalt  not  boast. 
The  eclipse  of  Nature  spreads  my  pall, 
The  majesty  of  darkness  shall 

Receive  my  parting  ghost ! 

This  spirit  shall  retnm  to  Him 

Who  gave  its  heavenlv  spark ; 
Yet  think  not,  Sun,  it  shall  be  dim 

WMien  thou  thyself  art  dkrk  ! 
No !  it  shall  live  again,  and  shine 
In  bliss  unknown  to  beams  of  thine. 

By  him  i-er^lled  to  breath. 
Who  captive  led  captivity, 
Who  robbed  the  gmve  of  victorj% 

And  took  the  sting  from  death ! 

Go,  Sun,  while  mercy  holds  me  up 

On  Natui-e's  awful  waste 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cup 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taste,  — 
Go,  tell  the  night  that  hides  thy  face. 
Thou  saw'st  the  last  of  Adam's  race. 

On  earth's  sepulchral  clod, 
The  darkening  universe  defy 
To  quench  his  immortality. 

Or  shake  his  trust  in  God ! 


OLENARA. 

0,  HEARD  ye  yon  pibroch  sound  sad  ii^ 

the  gale. 
Where  a  band  cometh  slowly  with  wecp-^ 

ing  and  wail  ? 
'T  is  the  chief  of  Glenara  laments  for  his 

dear; 
And  her  sire,  and  the  people,  are  called 

to  her  bier. 

Glenara  came  first  with  the  mourners  and 

shroud ; 
Her  kinsmen  they  followed,  but  mounied 

not  aloud : 


j 


In  (iWiK'e  th«j  Dinri'hed  over  rwniiitain 

To  >  brath   vthriv  tlie  oak-trcB   grew 

lunpl}  ami  hoar : 
"Ndw  hm  Ift  III  pincc  the  gisy  atone 

'Wtiy  iftraii  ye  no  wardl"  — midQleiiara 
the  Mem. 


••Aud  ti-U  It 


^  I  chiTge  yon  I  y«  cUn 

mjf  it|»ui<(, 
Wliy  fulil  ye  yoar  muitlH,  why  cloud 

yonr  browil" 
Ko  »pal(*lbrni<lecliiclUiii  i — no  answ 


"  I  ilreitint  of  my  lady,  I  dnaint  at  hf  r 

Cried    »    voice    from   tbe  kiusmon,  all 

wrathful  and  loud ; 
"And  empiy  that  shroud  and  tlmt  coSln 
did  vrm : 

a   my 

0,  p«]e  gnm  th»  ah«el:  of  that  chlefUln, 
niicloseil,  and  no 

lODunr  in  Hcuriii 
B^T  **"  th"  yuuih  who  liflit  loved  the  fair 
^^^  Klirli  of  Loru  : 

I 


Vben  the  ihrnnd 

l>Jy«ws»ni 
Ties  a  roico  from  the  kinsr 


ilrMtnt  of  my  lady,  I  dreamt  of  her 
gii't. 
imt  Ihat  her  lonl  wai  ■  barbaroas 

rock  of  the  oeean  Mr  Ellen  did 


din 


Olrnan! 


'   trad   me   my 


In  Ju»t,  linr  Iha  trutnr  haa  kimll  to  the 

Knmml, 
And  til'  di-srrl  n^rnt«lI  <rhetf>  his  Indy 

Prom  ■  Mck  of  the  ocean  that  beanty  la 


r  l«  Iha 


le  of  fair  EUen  of 


the  Highlands  bouni), 
I'riiit,  "  Bontman,  do  not  tnrry  1 
And  1  '11  give  tbiv  a  ailrer  pound 
Tu  row  un  o'er  Iho  ferry."' 

"Kow  who  he  ve,  would  cram  l.ocbgTle, 
TliLB  dark  and  atonoT  water )" 

'■O,lintheehi.-fof  I'lvn-aiBle. 
Aud  this  Lord  UUin's  dnaghter. 

"  And  fast  before  her  father'a  men 
Thrt*  dayi  we  've  Hed  toother, 

For  should  he  find  ns  in  the  nlen. 
My  blood  would  stain  tlie  heather. 

*■  UU  honemen  hard  behind  ns  ride ; 

Should  tli<-v  our  rtejis  discovrr, 
Then  who  wilt  cheer  my  Iwuiiy  bride 

When  they  have  slain  her  lover  1 " 

Out  RTwke  the  hanty  Highland  wight: 
"  I  11  go,  my  chief,  —  I  'ui  ready ; 

It  is  not  for  yonr  lilvet  hrioht, 
But  for  your  wiiuome  lady ; 

"  A  nd  by  my  word  1  the  bonny  bird 

In  dnncer  shall  not  tarry: 
So,  though  the  wave*  are  mjciug  white, 

1  '11  row  yoQ  o'er  the  ferry." 

By  thii  the  itorm  grew  loud  apace. 
The  wnter-wralth  wa*  ahriTkiiig ; 

And  in  thr  mowI  of  heaven  each  face 
Grew  darh  aa  they  wetc  ii[Kakiiig. 

But  irtlll,  aa  wilder  blew  the  wind. 
And  as  tlie  night  gteit  drenftr. 

Adown  the  glen  ™ie  tmid  men,— 
Their  trampliug  toundcd  neanr. 

"O,  haste  thee,  haute!"  the  lady  crln, 
"Though  IrmieKtii  round  uaigilber: 

rUnirrt  the  raring  of  IhfakiM, 
But  not  an  aiigiy  father." 

Tho  bnal  ha>  |r-fl  a  atormy  )au>l. 

A  sinrtiiy  sea  before  her,  — 
wiien.  O,  loo  airong  for  humin  hand. 

The  tem[<eat  gatnetnl  o'ei  hi'r  '. 


Of  watera  fart  prevnilingr 
LnnI  Ulliii  rrachrd  that  fatal  thora; 
Hia  wi«th  was  dumgeU  to  wailio^ 
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>r,  sore  dismayed,  through  storm  and 

shade, 
His  child  he  did  discover ; 
)ne  lovely  hand  she  stretched  for  aid. 
And  one  was  round  her  lover. 

"C!ome  back !  come  back!"  he  cried  in 
grief, 

"Across  this  stormy  water; 
And  I  '11  forgive  your  Highland  chief, 

My  daughter!  —  0  my  daughter!" 

'T  was  vain ; — the  loud  waves  lashed  the 
shore, 

Return  or  aid  preventing ; 
The  waters  wild  went  o'er  nis  child, 

And  he  was  left  lamenting. 


HORACE  SMITH. 

(1779- i&w.] 

HTMN  TO  THE  FLOWERS. 

Day-stars!  that  ope  your  eyes  with 
morn*  to  twinkle 
From  rainbow  galaxies  of  earth's  crea- 
tion, 
And  dew-drops  on  her  holy  altars  sprinkle 
As  a  libation. 

Ye  matin   worshippers!    who,  bending 
lowly 
Before  the  uprisen  sun,  God's  lidless 

eyo, 
Throw  from  your  chalices  a  sweet  and  holy 
Incense  on  high. 

Ye  bright  mosaics !    that  with  storied 
beauty 
The  floor  of  nature's  temple  tessellate, 
What  numerous  emblems  of  instructive 
duty 
Your  forms  create ! 

'Neath  cloistered  boughs,  each  floral  bell 
that  swingetn. 
And  tolls  its  perfume  on  the  passing 
air. 
Makes  Sabbath  in  the  fields,  and  ever 
ringeth 
A  call  to  prayer. 

Not  to  the  domes  where  crumbling  arch 
and  column 
Attest  the  feebleness  of  mortal  hand, 


But   to   that   fane,  most    catholic    and 
solemn. 
Which  God  hath  planned  ; 

To  that  cathedral,  boundless  as  our  won- 
der. 
Whose  quenchless  lamps  the  sun  and 
moon  supply ; 
Its  choir  the  winos  and  waves,  its  oigan 
thunder. 
Its  dome  the  sky. 


There,  as  in  solitude  and  shade  I  wander 

j^h  the  green  ai 

upon  tne  sod, 
Dv  the  silence,  re 
The  ways  of  God, 


Through  the  green  aisles,  or  stretched 
Awed  by  the  silence,  reverently  I  ponder 


Your  voiceless  lips,  0  flowers  I  are  living 
preachers, 
Each  cup  a  pulpit,  and  each  leaf  a 
book, 
Supplying  to  my  fancy  numerous  teachen 
From  loneliest  nook. 


Floral  apostles !  that  in  dewy  splendor 
"  Weep  without  woe,  and  blnsn  without 
a  crime," 
0,  may  I  deeply  learn,  and  ne'er  sarrender- 
Your  lore  sublime ! 

"Thou  wert  not,  Solomon,  in  all  thy 
Klory, 
Arrayed,"  the  lilies  cry,  '*in  robes  like 
ours; 
How  vain  your  grandeur !  ah,  how  trao' 
sitory 
Are  human  flowers !" 

In  the  sweet-scented  pictures,  heavenly 
Artist, 
With  which  thou  paint«st  Nature's 
wide-spread  hall, 
What  a  delightnil  lesson  thou  impartest 
Of  love  to  all ! 

Not  useless  are  ye,  flowers !  though  madr 
for  pleasure ; 
Blooming  o'er  field  and  wave  by  de 
and  night. 
From  every  source  your  sanction   bf 
me  treasure 
Harmless  delight. 

Ephemeral  sages !  what  instmctors  h 
For  such  a  world  of  thought  c 
furnish  scope? 


HORACE  SMITH. 
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Eich  ftding  ctljx  a  memenio  mori. 
Yet  fount  of  hope. 

Posthmnoiis   glories!  angel-like   collec- 
tion t 
Upraised  from  seed  or  bulb  interred  in 
earth, 

Te  are  to  me  a  type  of  resurrection. 


^t 


A  second  birth. 

Were  I,  O  God  I  in  chnrchless  lands  re- 
maining, 
Far  from  all  voice  of  teachers  or  di- 
vines, 
My  soul  would  find,  in  flowers  of  thy 
ordaining, 
Priests,  sermons,  shrines  I 


ADDRXB8  TO  AN  lOTFTIAK  MT7HMY. 

Akd    thou   hast    walked  about  —  how 
strange  a  story  I — 
In  Thebes's  streets,   three  thousand 
years  ago! 

When  the  Memnonium  was  in  all  its 
glory, 
And  time  had  not   begun   to  over- 
throw 

Those  temples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupen- 
dous. 

Of  which  the  very  ruins  are  tremendous ! 

Speak  I  for  thou  long  enough  hast  acted 

dummy ; 
Thou  hast  a  tongue, — come,  let  us  hear 

its  tune  1 
Thou  *rt  standing  on  thy  legs,  above 

ground,  mummy ! 
RevUiting  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  — 
Not    like  thin  ghosts  or  disembodied 

creatures, 
But  with  thy  bones,  and  flesh,  and  limbs, 

and  ^tures ! 

Tell  OS,  —  for  doubtless  thou  canst  recol- 
lect,— 
To  whom  should  we  assign  the  Sphinx's 
fame? 

Was  Cheops  or  Cephrenes  architect 
Of  either   pyramid   that   bears  his 
name? 

Is  Pompey's  Pillar  really  a  misnomer? 

Hftd  Tbebet  a  hundred  gates,  as  sung  by 
Homer? 


Perhaps  thou  wert  a  Mason,  and  forbid- 
den, 
By  oath,  to  tell  the  mysteries  of  thy 
trade; 

Then  say,  what  secret  melody  was  hidden 
In  Memnon's  statue,  which  at  sunrise 
plaved  ? 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  priest ;  if  so,  mj' 
struggles 

Are  vain,  for  priestcraft  never  owns  its 
juggles ! 

Perchance  that  very  hand,  now  pinioned 
flat. 
Hath    hob-a-nobbed    with    Pharaoh, 
glass  to  glass ; 

Or  dropped  a  halfpenny  in  Homer's  hat ; 
Or  dofled  thine  own,  to  let  Queen  Di<lo 
pass; 

Or  held,  by  Solomon's  own  invitation, 

A  torch,  at  the  great  temple's  dedica- 
tion! 

I  need  not  ask  thee  if  that  hand,  when 
armed, 
Has  any  Roman  soldier  mauled  and 
knuckled ; 

For  thou  wert  dead,  and  buried,  and  em- 
balmed. 
Ere  Romulus  and  Remus  had   been 
suckled : 

Antiquity  aT)i)ear8  to  have  begun 

Long  after  tny  primeval  race  was  run. 

Thou  couldst  develop,  if  that  withered 

tongue 
Might  tell  us  what  those  sightless  orl)s 

have  seen, 
How  the  world  looked  when  it  was  fre&h 

and  young, 
And  the  great  deluge  still  had  left  it 

green; 
Or  was  it  then  so  old  that  histor}'*s 

paffes 
Containeu  no  record  of  its  early  ages? 

Still  silent! — Incommunicative  elf! 
Art  sworn  to  secrecy  ?   Then  keep  thy 
vows! 
But,  prithee,  tell  us  something  of  thy- 
self,— 
Reveal  the  secrets  of  thy  prison-house ; 
Since  in  the  world  of  spirits  thou  hast 

slumbered, 
What  hast  thou  seen,  what  strange  ad* 
Tentorea  nnmbered? 


142 


SONGS   OF   THREE   CENTURIES. 


Since  first  thy  form  was  in  this  box 

extended. 
We  have,  above  ^;round,  seen  some 

stran|Fe  mntations ; 
The  Roman  Empire  has  begun  and  ended. 
New  worlds  have  risen,  we  have  lost 

old  nations, 
And  coantless  kings  have  into  dnst  been 

humbled. 
While  not  a  fragment  of  thy  flesh  has 

crumbled. 

Didst  thou  not  hear  the  pother  o*er  thy 

head. 
When  the  great  Persian  conqueror, 

Cambyses, 
Marched   armies   o*er   thy  tomb  with 

thundering  tread, 
0*erthrew  Osiris,  Onis,  Apis,  Isis,  — 
And  shook  the  pyramids  with  fear  and 

wonder, 
When  the  gigantic  Memnon  fell  asunder? 

If  the  tomVs  secrets  may  not  be  con- 
fessed, 
The  nature  of  thy  private  life  unfold  I 

A  heart  hath  throbbed    beneath  that 
leathern  breast. 
And  tears  adown  that  dusty  cheek 
have  rolled ; 

Have  children  climbed  those  knees,  and 
kissed  that  face  ? 

What  was  thy  name  aud  station,  age  and 
race? 

Statue  of  flesh  I  Immortal  of  the  dead ! 
Imperishable  type  of  evanescence  ! 

Posthumous    man, — who    quitt'st    thy 
narrow  bed, 
And  Rtainlest  undecayed  within  our 
presence ! 

Thou  wilt  hear  nothing  till  the  judg- 
ment morning, 

When  the  great  trump  shall  thrill  thee 
with  its  warning ! 

Why  should    this  worthless  tegument 
endure, 
If  its  undying  guest  be  lost  forever? 

0,  let  us  keep  the  soul  embalmed  and 
pure 
In  living   virtue,  — that  when   both 
must  sever, 

Although  comiption  may  our  frame  con- 
sume. 

The  immortal  spirit  in  the  skies  may 
bloom  1 


EBENEZEE  ELLIOTT. 

[1781-1849.] 

A  GHOST  AT  KOON. 

The  day  was  dark,  save  when  the  beam 

Of  noon  through  darkness  broke ; 
In  gloom  I  sat,  as  in  a  dream, 

&neath  my  orchard  oak ; 
Lo  t  splendor,  like  a  spirit,  came, 

A  shadow  like  a  tree  t 
While  there  1  sat,  and  named  her  name 

Who  once  sat  there  with  me. 

I  started  from  the  seat  In  fear; 

I  looked  around  in  awe, 
But  saw  no  beauteous  spirit  near. 

Though  all  that  was  I  saw,  — 
The  seat,  the  tree,  where  oft,  in  tears, 

She  mourned  her  hopes  o'erthrown. 
Her  joys  cut  off  in  early  years. 

Like  gathered  flowem  half  blown. 

Again  the  bud  and  breeze  were  met. 

But  Mary  did  not  come ; 
And  e*en  tne  rose,  which  she  had  set, 

Was  fated  ne'er  to  bloom ! 
The  thrush  proclaimed,  In  accents  sweet 

That  winter's  reign  was  o'er ; 
The  bluebells  thronged  around  my  feet, 

But  Mary  came  no  more. 


FOREST  WORSHIP. 

Within  the  sunlit  forest. 

Our  roof  the  Imght  blue  sky. 
Where  fountains  flow,  and  wild-floweT0 
blow, 

We  lift  our  hearts  on  high : 
Ikneath  the  frown  of  wicked  men 

Our  country's  strength  is  bowing ; 
But,  thanks  to  God !  they  can't  prevent 

The  lone  wild-flowers  from  blowing! 

Hi^h,  high  above  the  tree-tops, 

'The  lark  is  soarinjB^  free ; 
Where  streams  the  light  through  broken 
clouds 

His  speckled  breast  I  see : 
Beneath  the  might  of  wicked  men 

The  poor  man's  worth  is  dying; 
But,  thanked  be  God !  in  spite  of  them, 

The  lark  still  warbles  fl^ngl 


BEmSALD   HEBER. 


■pniT*,  "Lord,  Wwa  us!" 

na  iM^"  fKfia  crti^; 

i«  brrviHt  niurniur  low ; 
I"  Out  lill  nplio: 
m  ImI  nf  woo.worn  hoiriB 
jd  with  i«n)(>  •re  wying. 
D  QoJ  of  rartli  and  hcawn  1 
lible  bmrt  ui  jirayiiig. 

ti  the  \maim 

te-mlioril  wiilt% 

ft  too,  tlie  linnct'i  Uy, 

-  ■  rivciralidcl 

..  .  b  or**ll  mm 

Klite<l  bnd  u  ringing; 
I.unl,  till'  ]HDU>  huirt 
l-louml  vutCK  are  idiigiiig  I 


;.  the  ma 
li-nnl  flewFn  below ; 
Ihe  Laid '.  — but,  tynnta,  je 
li*  indignation, 
n  it  the  Ktthpred  hrow 
S»  of  iribulatiuo ! 

',  thon  heaven-paid  teacher  I 
"wl  Inirota  ab^ve; 

1  in  tlia  thundfr;  hear 
.  raofhia  loteT 
hinda  and  boneit  henrt.i 
■  thdr  wrath  »rr  wmakinK ; 
rd  1»  Goil !  tb'f  can't  prrvBnl 
n  ofbraven  from  siieniLiug. 


OORM-LAW  HTKS. 

I  thy  pdlid  ongrl, 
Mr  nf  Ihiiatranfct 
hn  *bi|>  with  want  and  w 
•aliiun*  uf  the  vrrmsl 
UumloruinaHood, 
bmni  1  whv  bo  alow  (" 
t  aUMiP  let  them  gnian, 
■at  of  (be  low ; 


WhilB  he  raven  over  wavra 
That  need  no  whirlwind  then  ; 
Thuugh  alow  tu  movo.  moved  all  ol 
Aiiett,a»ea  of  men! 


BEGINALD  HEBER. 

IF  THOU  WKEX  BY  MY  8IDX. 

If  thou  werl  hy  mj  hid<^.  my  love, 
Hnw  fH!^t  would  evciiitiB  Inil 

In  green  Bfnraiia's  nnliny  grave, 
LiatvuJug  the  uightingnli.- ! 

If  thou,  my  love,  wert  by  my  ude. 

My  baUea  at  my  ktiee. 
How  gnyly  would  nnr  pinnace  glide 

O'er  Ounga'a  mlmii:  sea! 

I  miss  thee  at  the  dawning  gmy. 

When,  on  onr  deek  reeling. 
In  careleaa  eow  my  limba  I  lay. 

And  woo  the  coolt^r  wind. 

I  mias  thee  wlmi  by  Gun{|;a*3  otRam 

My  twilight  ateps  I  guide, 
Bnt  mobt  beneath  the  lomp'a  pale  beun 

1  miiB  thee  from  tny  aide. 

ilingerii.. 
But  niias  tby  kind,  apjiruving  ey«. 
Thy  meek,  altenlive  ear. 

But  when  of  mom  or  eve  the  at«r 

Beholda  me  uu  my  knee, 
1  feel,  thongh  tbon  art  distant  far. 

Thy  prayers  ascend  forme. 

Then  on '.  then  on '.  where  duty  leads, 

My  eourse  be  onward  atill : 
O'er  hrmul  HindiHtsn'a  snitry  tneadi^ 

O'er  bleak  Almorah'a  hilL 


Thy  lower*,  Bombay,  gleam  ><rigbt,  they 

Aerosa  the  dark'btae  sea ; 
But  ne'er  were  hrorta  >o  tight  and  gay 
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BERNARD  BARTON. 
[1784- 1849.] 

NOT  OURS  THE  VOWS. 

Not  onrs  the  vows  of  such  as  plight 
Their  troth  in  sunny  weather, 

While  leaves  are  green,  and  skies  are 
bright. 
To  walk  on  flowers  together. 

But  we  have  loved  as  those  who  tread 

The  thorny  path  of  sorrow, 
With  clouds  above,  and  cause  to  dread 

Yet  deeper  gloom  to-morrow. 

That  thorny  path,  those  stormy  skies. 
Have  drawn  our  spirits  nearer ; 

And  rendered  us,  by  sorrow's  ties. 
Each  to  the  other  dearer. 

Love,  bom  in  hours  of  joy  and  mirth. 
With  mirth  and  joy  may  perish  ; 

That  to  which  darker  hours  gave  birth 
Still  more  and  more  we  cherish. 

It  looks  l)evond  the  clouds  of  time. 
And  through  death's  shadowy  portal; 

Made  by  adversity  sublime. 
By  faith  and  hope  immoi-taL 


LEIGH  HUNT. 

[1784-X859.] 

AN  ANOEL  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

How  sweet  it  were,  if  without  feeble 

fright, 
Or  dying  of  the  dreadful  beauteous  sight. 
An  angel  ciime  to  us,  and  we  could  bear 
To  see  him  issue  from  the  silent  air 
At  evening  in  our  room,  and  bend  on  ours 
His  divine  eyes,  and  bring  us  from  his 

bowers 
News  of  dear  friends,  and  children  who 

have  never 
Been  dead  indeed, — as  we  shall  know 

forever. 
Alas !  we  think  not  what  we  daily  see 
About   our   Iiearths,  angels,  that  are  to 

be. 


Or  may  be  if  they  will,  and  we  prepare 
Their  souls  and  ours  to  meet  in  happy 

air, — 
A  child,  a  friend,  a  wife  whose  soft  heart 

sings 
In  unison  with  ours,  breeding  its  future 

wings. 

ABOir  BEN  ADHEIC  AND  THE  ANOSL. 

Abou  Ben  Adhem  (may  his  tribe  in- 
crease!) 
Awoke  one  night  from  a  deep  dream  of 

peace. 
And  saw  within  the  moonlight  in  his 

room. 
Making  it  rich,  and  like  a  lily  in  hloon^ 
An  angel,  writing  in  a  book  of  gold ; 
Exceeding  peace  had  made  Ben  Adhem 

bold. 
And  to  the  presence  in  the  room  he  said, 
**  What  writest  thou  !*'  The  vision  raised 

its  head. 
And  with  a  look  made  of  all  sweet  accord, 
A  nswered,  *  *  The  names  of  those  who  love 

the  Lord." 
**  And  is  mine  one?"  said  Abou.     "Nay, 

not  so," 
Replied  the  angel.    Abou  spoke  more  low. 
But  cheerly  stfll ;  and  said,  **  1  pray  thee, 

then. 
Write  me  as  one  that  loves  his  fellow- 
men.  " 
The  angel  wrote  and  vanished.     The 

next  night 
It  came  again,  with  a  great  wakening 

light. 
And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God 

had  blessed, 
And,  lo !  Ben  Adhem's  name  led  all  the 

rest. 


ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM. 

tx785-x84a.] 
A  WET  SHEET  AND  A  FLOWING  SEA. 

A  WET  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast. 
And  fills  the  white  and  nistling  sail, 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  — 
And  liends  the  gallant  mast.,  my  boys^ 

While,  like  the  eagle  free, 
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ALUS  CCXSIXGHAM. 


'''  X<r  bt  t^  «ii«Uiiig  bnm, 
»Liv-  wiv-s  IwiiTinic  high, — 

.v..i  .Lf[-  ;khl  aiiil  fn* ; 


HA2T  SWOBN  BT  THT  00I>> 

i».t  sworn  by  thy  Goil,  my  Jeanir, 
lial  pMly  uliile  buid  o'  thiiii-, 
-  a'  tlie  losing  gtan  in  luavKn, 

Ihuii  wild  iTr  be  mtiie ; 
iij>;  iiuoni  by  my  Goil,  mv  Jlrtut-, 
by  that  kiiiJ  bi-arl  o'  Ibin--, 
lir  Stan  iwwn  thir'k  own  hravcri, 

tbou  hlult  ayo  bu  iiiiDc. 


And  thou  mum 
And  [  will .{, 

SHE'S  OAXKTr 
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8HB'ii((»r.-f.',.l 
F'lr  d-*ll.(.x 

O,  what  11  -;..  -: 

ml  W  the  lianclx  Ihal  ica.1  W^     ,  '■'■'■ 

MPbaiMs. 

Ihr  b'-art  that  wail  MTt '>i- I^f 

rbe  finder  o' (;.!.?  aC*"'"'   ■"  ' '      i.    ,, 
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JOHN  WILSON. 

[1785 ->854-] 

THE  EVENINO  CLOUD. 

A  CLOUD  lay  cradled  near  the  setting  sun, 
A  gleam  of  crimson  tinged  its  braided 

snow : 
Long  had  I  watched  the  glory  moving  on 
O'er  the  still  radiance  of  the  lake  below. 
Tranquil  its  spirit  seemed,  and  floated 

slow! 
Even  in  its  very  motion  there  was  rest ; 
While  every  breath  of  eve  that  chanced 

to  blow 
Wafted  the  traveller  to  the  beau teous  west. 
Emblem,  methought,  ofthe  departed  soul. 
To  whose  white  robe  the  gleam  of  bliss  is 

given; 
And  by  the  breath  of  mercy  made  to  roll 
Right '  onwards  to  the  golden  gates  of 

heaven. 
Where  to  tlie  eye  of  faith  it  peaceful  lies, 
And  tells  to  man  his  glorious  destinies. 


SIR  JOHN  BOWRISG. 
[179a .] 

FROM  THE  RECESSES. 

From  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 

My  humble  prayer  ascends:  O  Father! 

hear  it. 
Upsoaring  on  the  wings  of  fear  and  meek- 
ness. 
Forgive  its  weakne&s. 

I  know,  I  feel,  how  mean  and  how  un- 
worthy 
The  trembling  sacrifice  I  pour  before  thee ; 
What  can  1  offer  in  thy  presence  holy. 
But  sin  and  folly  ? 

For  in  thy  sight,  wlio  every  bosom  view- 

est. 
Cold  are  our  warmest  vows,  and  vain  our 

truest; 
Thoughts  of  a  hurrying  hour,  our  lips 

repeat  them. 
Our  nearta  forget  them. 


We  see  thy  hand,  — it  lekds  ns,  it  sap- 
ports  us; 

We  hear  thy  voice,  — it  counsels  and  it 
courts  us ; 

And  then  we  turn  away,  — and  still  thy 
kindness 
Forgives  our  blindness. 

And  still  thy  rain  descends,  thy  son  is 
glowing. 

Fruits  ripen  round,  flowers  are  beneath 
us  blowing. 

And,  as  if  man  were  some  deserving  crea- 
ture, 
Joy  covers  nature. 

O,  how  long-suffering.  Lord!  but  thoa 

deUghtest 
To  win  with  love  the  wandering;  thoa 

invitest. 
By  smiles  of  mercy,  not  by  frowns  or 

terrore, 
Man  from  his  errors. 

Who  can  resist  thy  gentle  call,  appeal- 
ing 

To  every  generous  thought  and  grateful 
feeling,  — 

That  voice  internal,  whispering,  watch- 
ing ever,  — 
My  bosom? — never. 

Father  and  Saviour!   plant  within  this 

bosom 
The   seeds  of  holiness;   and  bid  them 

blossom 
In  fragrance  and  in  beauty  bright  and 

vernal. 
And  spring  eternal ! 

Then  place  them   in   those  everlasting 

gardens. 
Where  angels  walk,  and  seraphs  are  the 

w aniens ; 
Where  ever}'  flower  that  climbs  through 

death's  dark  portal 
Becomes  immortaL 


HYMN. 

Father,  thy  paternal  care 

Has  my  guanlian  been,  my  guide. 
Every  hallowed  wish  and  praver 

Has  thy  hand  of  love  supplied. 
Thine  is  every  thought  of  bliss 

Left  by  houre  and  days  gone  by; 


SAJIUEL  WOODWOETH.  —  ANDREWS  NORTON. 
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Every  hope  thy  ofispring  is, 
Btainiing  from  futurity. 

Every  sun  of  splendid  ray, 

Every  mooo  that  shines  serene. 
Every  morn  that  welcomes  day, 

Every  evening's  twilight  scene, 
Every  hour  that  wisdom  brings, 

Ever}'  iucenKe  at  thy  shrine,  — 
These,  and  all  life's  lioiiest  things, 

And  its  fairest,  all  are  thine. 

And  for  all,  my  hymns  shall  rise 

Daily  to  thy  gracious  throne ; 
Thither  let  my  asking  eyes 

Tnm  unwearied,  righteous  One ! 
Throngh  life's  strange  vicissitude, 

There  reposing  all  my  care ; 
Trusting  still,  through  ill  and  good, 

Fixeu,  and  cheered,   and  counselled 
there. 


SAMUEL  WOODWORTH. 

[U.  S.  A.,  1785'   1843.] 

THE  BUCKET. 

How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  scenes  of 

my  childhood, 
When  fond  recollection  presents  them 

to  view ! 
The  orchard,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled 

wildwood. 
And  ever)'  loved  spot  which  my  infancy 

knew! — 
The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  the  mill 

that  stood  by  it. 
The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the 

cataract  fell. 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house 

nigh  it. 
And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  tliat  hung 

in  the  well,  — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound 

bucket. 
The  mom-covered  bucket,  which  hung  in 

the  well. 

That  mom-covered  vessel  I  hailed  as  a 
treasure; 
For  often  at  dood,  when  returned  from 
the  fields 


I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exr^uisite 

pleasure. 
The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature 

can  yield. 
How  ardent  I  seized  it,  with  hands  that 

were  glowing. 
And  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom 

it  fell ; 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  over- 
flowing. 
And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose 

from  the  well, — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound 

bucket, 
The  moss-covered  bucket,  arose  from  the 

well. 

How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim 
to  receive  it. 
As,  poiseil  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to 
ray  lips ! 
Not  a  full,  blushing  goblet  could  tempt 
me  to  leave  it, 
Thouffh   filled  with  the  nectar  that 


ugr 


piter  sips. 

And  now,  far  removed  from  the  loved 
habitation. 
The  tears  of  ivgret  will   iiitnisively 
swell. 
As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father's  planta- 
tion. 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  tliat  hangs 
in  the  well, — 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound 

bucket, 
The  mass-covered  bucket,  that  hangs  in 
the  welL 


ANDREWS  NORTON. 

[U.  S.  A.,  1786-1853.J 

AFTER  A  SUMMER  SHOWER. 

The  rain  is  o'er.     How  dense  and  bright 
Yon  pearly  clouds  rejiosing  lie ! 

Cloud  above  cloud,  a  glorious  sight, 
Contrasting  with  the  dark  blue  sky ! 

In  grateful  silence  earth  receives 
The  general  blessing ;  (nvnh  and  fair, 

Each  flower  expands  its  little  leaves. 
As  glad  the  conmion  joy  to  share. 

The  softened  sunbeams  pour  around 
A  fairy  light,  uncertain,  {lale ; 
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The  wind  flows  cool ;  the  scented  ground 
Is  breathing  odors  on  the  gale. 

Mid  yon  rich  clouds*  voluptuous  pile, 
Methiuks  some  spirit  of  the  air 

Might  rest,  to  gaze  below  awhile. 
Then  turn  to  bathe  and  revel  there. 

The  sun  breaks  forth ;  from  off  the  scene 
Its  floating  veil  of  mist  is  flung; 

And  all  the  wilderness  of  green 

With  trembling  drops  of  light  is  hung. 

Now  gaze  on  Nature,  — yet  the  same,  — 
Glowing  with  life,  by  breezes  fanned, 

Luxuriant,  lovely,  as  she  came. 
Fresh  in  her  youth,  from  God's  own  hand. 

Hear  the  rich  music  of  that  voice. 
Which  sounds  from  all  below,  above ; 

She  calls  her  children  to  rejoice. 
And  round  them  throws  her  arms  oflove. 

Drink  in  her  influence ;  low-bom  care, 
And  all  the  tmin  of  mean  desire. 

Refuse  to  breathe  this  holy  air, 
And  mid  this  living  light  expire. 


CAROLINE  BOWLES  SOUTHEY. 
[1787-1854.] 

MARINER'S  HYMN. 

Launch  thv  bark,  mariner ! 

Christian,  God  speed  thee! 
Let  loose  the  rudder-bands,  — 

Good  angels  lead  thee ! 
Set  thy  sails  warily. 

Tempests  will  come ; 
Steer  thy  course  steadily : 

Christian,  steer  home ! 

Look  to  the  weather-bow, 

Breakers  are  round  thee ; 
Jjet  fall  the  plummet  now, 

Shallows  may  ground  thee. 
Reef  in  the  foresail,  there  ! 

Hold  the  helm  fast ! 
So — let  the  vessel  wear — 

There  swept  the  blast. 

**  What  of  the  night,  watchman? 

What  of  the  nifijht?" 
"Cloudy — all  quiet  — 

No  land  yet — all 's  right." 


Be  wakeful,  be  vigilant,  — 

Danger  may  be 
At  an  hour  wnen  all  seemeth 

Securest  to  thee. 

How !  gains  the  leak  so  fast? 

Clean  out  the  hold,  — 
Hoist  up  thy  merchandiae, 

Heave  out  thy  gold ; 
There — let  the  ingots  go — 

Now  the  ship  rights ; 
HuiTah !  the  harbor 's  near — 

Lo !  the  red  lights  ! 

Slacken  not  sail  yet 

At  inlet  or  island ; 
Straight  for  the  beacon  steer, 

Straight  for  the  high  land; 
Crowd  all  thy  canvas  on. 

Cut  through  the  foam : 
Christian !  cast  anchor  now,  — 

Heaven  is  thy  home ! 


LAVISIA  STODDARD. 

[U.    S.    A.,    1787- 182a] 

THE  SOUL'S  DEFIANCE. 

I  SAID  to  Sorrow's  awful  storm 

That  beat  against  my  breast. 
Rage  on,  —  thou  mayst  destroy  this  fonn, 

And  lay  it  low  at  rest ; 
But  still  the  spirit  that  now  brooks 

Thy  tempest,  imaging  high. 
Undaunted  on  its  fury  looks, 

With  steadfast  eye. 

I  said  to  Penury's  meagre  train. 

Come  on,  — your  threats  I  brave; 
My  last  poor  life-drop  you  may  drain, 

And  cnish  me  to  the  grave ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  endures 

Shall  mock  your  force  the  while. 
And  meet  each  cold,  cold  grasp  of  yours 

With  bittei"  smile. 

I  said  to  cold  Neglect  and  Scorn, 

Pass  on,  —  I  heed  you  not ; 
Ye  may  ]nir8ue  me  till  my  form 

And  being  are  forgot ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit,  which  you  see 

Undaunted  by  your  wiles. 
Draws  from  its  own  nobility 

Its  highborn  Bmiles. 
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I  said  to  Friendship's  menaced  blow, 

Strike  deep,  — mv  heart  shall  bear; 
Thou  canst  but  add  one  bitter  woe 

To  those  already  there ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  that  sustains 

This  last  severe  distress 
Shall  smile  upon  its  keenest  pains, 

And  scorn  redress. 

I  said  to  Death's  uplifted  dart, 

Aim  sure,  — O,  why  delay? 
Thou  wilt  not  find  a  feart'ul  heart, 

A  weak,  reluctant  prey ; 
For  still  the  spirit,  firm  and  free, 

Unniffled  by  this  last  dismay, 
Wrapt  in  its  own  eternity. 

Shall  pass  away. 


WILLIAM  KNOX, 

[1789- xSas] 


O,  WHY  SHOULD  THE  SPIRIT  OF 
MORTAL  BE  PROUD? 

O,  WHY  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be 

proud  ? 
Like  a  fast- flitting  meteor,  a  fast-flying 

cloud, 
A  flash  of  the  lightning,  a  break  of  the 

wave. 
He  passeth  from  life  to  his  rest  in  the 

grave. 

The  leaves  of  the  oak  and  the  willow 

shall  fade. 
Be  scatteredaroundandtogether  belaid ; 
And  the  young  and  the  old,  and  the  low 

and  the  high, 
Shall  moulder  to  dust  and  together  shall 

lie. 

The  child  that  a  mother  attended  and 

loved. 
The  mother  that  infant's  affection  who 

proved. 
The  husband  that  mother  and  infant  who 

blessed,  — 
Each,  all,  are  away  to  their  dwellings  of 

rest. 

The  maid  on  whose  cheek,  on  whose 
brow,  in  whose  eye, 

Sboue  beauty  and  pleasure, — her  tri- 
umphs are  by ; 


And  the  memory  of  those  who  have  loved 

her  and  praised, 
Are  alike  from  the  minds  of  the  living 

erased. 

The  hand  of  the  king  that  the  sceptre 

hath  borne. 
The  brow  of  the  priest  that  the  mitra 

hath  worn. 
The  eye  of  the  sage,  and  the  heart  of  the 

brave, 
Are  hidden  and  lost  in  the  depths  of  the 

grave. 

The  peasant  whose  lot  was  to  sow  and  to 

reap. 
The  herdsman   who  climbed  with  his 

goats  to  the  steep. 
The  be^^r  who  wandered  in  search  of 

his  bread. 
Have  faded  away  like  the  grass  that  we 

tread. 

The  saint  who  enjoyed  the  oommanion 
of  heaven. 

The  sinner  who  dared  to  remain  un  for- 
given, 

The  wise  and  the  foolish,  the  guilty  and 
just. 

Have  quietly  mingled  their  bones  in  the 
dust. 

So  the  multitude  goes,  like  the  flower 

and  the  weed. 
That  wither  away  to  let  others  succeed ; 
So  the  multitude  comes,  even  those  we 

behold. 
To  repeat  every  tale  that  hath  often  been 

told. 

For  we  are  the  same  things  our  fathers 

have  been ; 
We  see  the  same  sights  that  our  fathers 

have  seen,  — 
We  drink  the  same  stream,  and  we  fee] 

the  same  sun, 
And  run  the  same  course  that  our  fathers 

have  run. 

The  thoughts  we  are  thinking  our  fathers 

would  think ; 
From  the  death  we  are  shrinking  fron\ 

the-v  too  would  shrink ; 
To  the  li^  we  are  clinging  to,  they  too 

would  cling; 
Bat  it  speeds  from  the  earth  like  a  bird 

on  the  wing. 
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They  loved,  but  their  story  we  cannot 
unfold ; 

Theyscome<l,  but  the  heart  of  the  haughty 
is  cold ; 

They  grieved,  but  no  wail  from  their 
slumbers  vriW  come ;. 

They  joyeil,  but  the  voice  of  their  glad- 
ness is  dumb. 

They  died, — ay !  they  died ;  and  we  things 

that  are  now. 
Who  walk  on  the  turf  that  lies  over  their 

brow, 
Who  make  in  their  dwellings  a  transient 

abode, 
Meet  the  changes  they  met  on  their  pil- 

giimage  road. 

Yea,  hope  and  despondence,  and  pleasure 

and  pail). 
Are  mingled  together  in  sunshine  and 

rain; 
And  the  smile  and  the  tear,  the  song  and 

the  dirge, 
Still  follow  each  other,  like  surge  ujKin 

surge. 

'T  is  the  twink  of  an  eye,  't  is  the  draught 
of  a  breath, 

From  the  blossom  of  health  to  the  pale- 
ness of  dwith. 

From  the  gildetl  saloon  to  the  bier  and 
the  shroiul,  — 

0,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be 
proud  ? 


RICHARD  H.  BARHAM. 

[1788-1845] 

THE  JACKDAW  OF  RHEIMS. 

Thk  Jackdaw  sat  on  the  Cardinal's  chair ; 
Bislu)!)  and  abbot  and  prior  were  there ; 

Many  a  monk  and  many  a  friar, 

Many  a  knight  and  many  a  squire, 
With agieat  many  more  of  lesjser degree,  — 
In  sooth,  a  goodly  (!om|»any  ; 
And  they  served  the  Lord   Primate  on 
bended  knee. 

Never,  I  ween. 

Was  a  prouder  seen, 
Kead  of  in  lx>oks  or  dreamt  of  in  dreams, 
Than  tlu^  Cardinal  Lord  Archbishop  of 
Kheims  i 


In  and  out, 

Throueh  the  motley  rout. 
The  little  Jackdaw  kept  hopping  aboat; 

Here  and  there. 

Like  a  dog  in  a  fair. 

Over  comfits  and  cates 

And  dishes  and  plates, 
Cowl  and  cope  and  rochet  and  pall, 
Miti'e  and  crosier,  he  hop|HHi  upon  alL 

With  a  saucy  air 

He  perched  on  the  chair 
Where,  in  state,  the  great  Lord  Cardinal 

sat. 
In  the  giBat  Lord  Oardiuars  great  red 
hat; 

And  he  |)eered  in  the  face 

Of  his  Lordship's  Grace, 
With  a  satisfied  look,  as  if  to  say, 
*'We  two  are  the  greatest  folks  here  to- 
day!" 

And  the  priests  with  awe. 

As  such  freaks  they  saw, 
Said,  "The  Devil  must  be  in  that  little 
Jackdaw  !'* 

The  feast  was  over,  the  boaixl  was  elejired, 
The  flawns  and  the  custards  had  all  dis- 

appeare<l. 
And  six  little  singing-lwys,  —  dear  little 

souls !  — 
In  nice  clean  faces  and  nice  white  stoles, 
Came,  in  order  due, 
Two  by  two. 
Marching  that  gmnd  refectoiy  through ! 
A  nice  little  lx)y  held  a  gohlen  ewer, 
Eml>ossed,  and  fille<l  with  water,  as  pure 
As  any  that  flows  Ix'twcen  Kheims  and 

Namur, 
Which  a  nice  little  boy  stoml  rea<ly  to 

cati'h 
In  afinegolden  hand-basin  madetomatch. 
Two  nice  little  boys,  rather  more  grown. 
Poured   lavender-water  and   eau-de-Co- 
logne ; 
A  nd  a  nice  1  i  ttl  e  boy  ha<l  a  nice  cak  e  of  soap 
Worthy  of  wjishing  the  hands  of  the  Pope ! 
One  little  boy  more 
A  napkin  bore 
Of  tliel)estwhitediaper  fringed  with  ]>ink. 
And  a  cardinal's  hat  marked  in  jienna- 
nent  ink. 

The  great  Lord  Cardinal  turns  at  the  sight 
Of  these  nice  little  boys  divssed  all  in 
white ; 

From  his  finger  he  draws 

His  costly  turquoise : 


/ 


,  not  thinking  at  all  aboat  little  Jack- 

dawa, 
Deposits  it  straight 
^^^  By  the  side  of  his  plate, 
^Hiile  the  nice  little  boys  on  his  Emi- 

nence  wait ; 
^Hll,  when  nobody's  dreaming  of  any 

such  thing, 
^lliat  little  Jackdaw  hops  off  with  the 

ring! 

There  *s  a  cry  and  a  shout. 
And  a  deuce  of  a  rout, 
And  nobody  seems  to  know  what  they  're 

about, 
Bnt  the  monks  have  their  pockets  all 
turned  inside  out ; 
The  friars  ai^e  kneeling, 
And  hunting  and  feehng 
The  carpet,  the  floor,  and  the  walls,  and 
the  ceiling. 
The  Cardinal  drew 
Off  each  plum-colored  shoe. 
And  left  his  red  stockings  exposed  to  the 
view; 
He  peeps,  and  he  feels 
In  tne  toes  and  the  heels. 
They  turn  up  the  dishes,  — they  turn  up 

the  plates,  — 
They  take  np  the  poker  and  poke  out  the 
gralea,— 
They  turn  up  the  rugs. 
They  examine  the  mugs ; 
But,  no !  —  no  such  thing,  — 
They  can't  find  the  ring  ! 
And   the   Abbot  <leclared  that   ''when 

nobody  twigged  it. 
Some  rascal  or  other  had  popped  in  and 
prigged  it!" 

The  Cardinal  rose  with  a  dignified  look. 
He  called  for  his  candle,  his  Dell,  and  his 

book! 
In  holy  anger  and  pious  grief 
He  solemnly  cursed  that  rascally  thief! 
He  cursed  him  at  board,  he  cursed  him 

in  bed; 
From  the  sole  of  his  foot  to  the  crown 

of  his  liead ; 
He  enrsed  him  in  sleeping,  that  every 

night 
He  should  dream  of  the  Devil,  and 

wake  in  a  fright. 
He  cursed  him  in  eating,  he  cursed 

him  in  drinking. 
He  enraed  him  in  coughing,  in  sneez- 
ings in  winkiiig; 
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He  cursed  him  in  sitting,  in  standing, 

in  lyinp; 
He  cursed  him  in  walking,  in  riding, 


in  flying ; 

He  cursed  him  living,  he  cursed  him 
dying!— 
Never  was  heard  such  a  terrible  curse ! 
But  what  gave  rise 
To  no  little  surprise. 
Nobody  seemed  one  penny  the  worse ! 

The  day  was  gone, 
The  night  came  on. 
The  monks  and  the  friars  they  searched 
till  dawn ; 
When  the  sacristan  saw. 
On  crumpled  claw, 
Come  limping  a  poor  little  lame  Jackdaw  1 
No  longer  gay, 
As  on  yesterday ; 
His  feathei-8  all  seemed  to  be  turned  the 

wrong  way; — 
His  pinions  drooi)etl, — he  could  lianlly 

stand,  — 
His  head  was  as  bald  as  the  palm  of  your 
hand; 
His  eye  so  dim, 
So  wasted  each  limb. 
That,  hcHidless  of  grammar,  they  all  cried, 

"That's  him! 
That 's  the  scamp  that  has  done   this 

scandalous  thing. 
That 's  the  thief  thst  has  got  my  Lord 
Canlinal's  uixr, !" 
The  poor  little  Jackdaw, 
"When  the  monks  he  saw. 
Feebly  gave  vent  to  the  ghost  of  a  caw; 
And  turned  his  bald  head  as  much  as  to 

say, 
"  Pray  be  so  good  as  to  walk  this  way ! " 
Slower  and  slower 
He  limped  on  before, 
Till  thev  came  to  the  back  of  the  belfry 
<ioor. 
Where  the  first  thing  they  saw. 
Midst  the  sticks  and  the  straw. 
Was  the  RiN(i  in  the  nest  of  that  little 
Jackdaw  ! 

Then  the  great  Lord  Cardinal  called  for 

his  book. 
And  off  that  terrible  curse  he  took ; 
The  mute  expression 
Served  in  lieu  of  confession. 
And,  being  thus  coupled  with  full  resti- 
tution, 
,  The  Jackdaw  got  plenary  abaolution  I 
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When  those  words  were  heard 
That  iK)or  little  bird 
Was  so  cnaii^ed  in  a  moment,  *t  was 
really  absurd : 
He  grew  sleek  and  fat ; 
In  addition  to  that, 
A  fresh  crop  of  feathers  came  tliick  as  a 
mat! 
His  tail  waggled  more 
Even  than  be  font ; 
But  no  longer  it  wagged  with  an  impu- 
dent air, 
No  longer  he  perched  on  the  Cardinal's 
chair. 
He  hopjied  now  about 
With  a  gait  devout; 
At  matins,  at  vespers,  he  never  was  out ; 
And,  so  far  from  any  more  pilfering  deeds, 
He  always  seemed  telling  the  Confessor's 

beads. 
If  any  one  lied,  or  if  any  one  swore. 
Or  slumbered  in  prayer-time  and  hap- 
pened to  snoit». 
That  poo<l  Jackdaw 
Would  give  a  great  **Caw  !" 
As  much  as  to  say,   ** Don't  do  so  any 

more ! " 
While   many  remarked,  as  his  manners 

they  siiw, 
That  they  "never  had   known   such   a 
pious  Jackdaw !" 
He  long  lived  the  ]>ride 
Of  that  countrv  side, 
And  at  last  in  the  odor  of  sanctity  died ; 
When,  as  words  were  too  faint 
His  merits  to  [>aint, 
Tlie  Conclave  determined  to  make  him  a 

Saint. 
And  on  newly  made  Saints  and  Popes, 

as  you  know. 
It 's  the  custom  at  Rome  new  names  to 

bestow, 
So  they  canonized  him  by  the  name  of 
Jem  Crow ! 


KICHARD  HENRY  WILDE. 

[U.  S.  A.,  1789-  1847.] 

MT  LIFE  IS  LIKE  THE  SUMMER  ROSE. 

My  life  is  like  the  summer  rose 
That  opens  to  the  morning  sky. 

But  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close 
Is  scattered  on  the  ground — to  die. 


Yet  on  the  rose's  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed. 
As  if  she  wept  the  waste  to  see,  — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf. 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  jiale  ray ; 
Its  hold  is  frail,  its  date  is  brief; 

Ke^tle&s,  and  soon  to  )mss  away ! 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fade. 
The  parent  tree  will  mourn  its  sliade, 
The  winds  bewail  the  leafless  tree,  — 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  prints  which  feet 
Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  strand ; 

Soon  as  the  lising  tide  shall  beat. 
All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand ; 

Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 

All  vestige  of  the  human  race. 

On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea,  — 

But  none,  alas !  shall  mourn  for  me ! 


CHARLES  WOLFE. 
[1791  - 1823.] 

THE  BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE. 

Not  a  drum  was  heard,  not  a  funeral  note, 
As  his  corse  to  the  rampart  we  hurried ; 

Not  a  soldier  discharged  liis  farewell  shot 
O'er  the  grave  where  our  hero  we  buried. 

We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 
The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning; 

By  the  strugglingmoonWams'  misty  light, 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  enclosed  his  breast. 
Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shroud  we  wound 
him ; 

But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest. 
With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said, 
And  we  spoke  not  a  woixl  of  son-ow ; 

But  we  steadfastly  gazed  on  the  face  that 
was  dead. 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 

We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow 
bed. 
And  smoothed  down  his  lonely  pillow, 
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That tb* for uiil  till  utmigrr would  trncl 
ii>r  his  Imil. 
Ami  wv  hi  ■»■;  oa  tin  billow ! 

Lightly  th«y  'U  talk  of  tlie  npirit  that  '■ 


InthcgniVRwhcriiaBriion  haaliiitl 

Bat  Uif  Kiir  hvuvv  XtA  vaa  done, 
Whfti  ihr  tlwt  iirufk  the  Iwur  tor 
rrtiHnjj; 

Andm  hmiil  the  (liituiit  uid  r*n(loEiiguii 
Thmt  the  foe  wn<  lulUuly  liruig. 

Slowly  aiiil  mllv  y/e  kid  him  dowu, 
from  the  Geld  of  Iiia  fume  frc«h  and 

Vs  catrn]  not  »  line,  we  niaed  not  a 

Bui  »(■  Ii'ft  hini  ilone  with  his  glory. 


JOHN  HOWARD  PATXE. 

[0.  1,  A..  1791 -iBji.) 

Um  jilciuiirT*  anil   jmlnivs  though  n 

Be  it  rrn  »  humblr,  thprr  '■  no  plw 

lik«  bniDc ! 
A  chann  fmni  th*  stirs  terms  to  hallow 

Which.  w»li  ihrongh  the  worW,  in 


H»i: 


with  1I 


>t  hoini 


An  (xilf  from  hotne.  *p\ra<ioi  iluxlca  in 

0,  gitf.  nw   my  Inwly  Ihatrheil  Mttage 

■Kainr 
Tli»  blitJ*  •itiging  gayljf  thai  mnw  ■ 

O.  ei<^  niv  owrft  unre  of  mind,  rleam- 
Ihanall- 
Honir.  llMiir,  vrrrt  homut 
Then  '*  no  pUiK  like  bume  I 


FELICIA  IIEMANS. 

THE  CHILDP8  DESTIMT. 

No  mistrras  of  the  hidden  akill, 

Nn  wizanl  gaunt  and  ^riin, 
Wniit  up  by  ai^ht  to  Imlli  or  hill 

To  nrfld  tb«  Ktnrs  for  him ; 
The  merrieit  girl  in  all  tbe  land 

or  viDe-endrcled  France 
Bmtowed  ujun  his  brow  aud  hand 

Hit  itbilcnopbir  glance. 
"I  Und  then  Hith  a  siirll,"  aaiil  she, 

"I  sign  thtf  with  a  sign; 
Xo  woman's  luTe  iliall  liclil  on  thre, 

No  woman's  heart  be  thine  I 

"And  trust  me,  't  ia  iiot  IImI  iby  chwk 

la  colorliau  aud  ruld, 
Nor  that  tbine  ryp  ii  niow  to  >]>Fak 

Wlwt  only  ej-M  bsve  told ; 
For  mnny  ■  cheek  of  j«ler  whiti- 

Hath  b] ashed  with  |«H>inu'>>  kixa, 
And  many  an  ryr  of  liiui-r  light 

Halli  raught  jtn  Gir  fivin  bliw: 
Yet  while  the  riren  tmV  lb«  aa. 

And  while  the  young  atari  sbin*. 
No  woman's  lovi-  kIihII  liglit  on  the*, 

Nowomu'ihartbethiue! 

"  And  't  is  not  that  thy  N]>iril,  awed 

By  beauty's  numbing  ii|>rli, 
Sbnuka  from  the  forcr  ot  fmm  the  tiand 

Which  beauty  loves  »  well ; 
For   thou   host   learned   to  watch  and 

And  swmr  by  narth  and  aky. 
And  thou  art  veiy  hoM  to  lalie 

What  we  innitt  still  deDy: 
I  cniinut  Icll ;  the  rlinmi  wu  wronghl 

By  other  IhreaiU  than  mine  ; 
Thelips  are  lightly  Wggnl  or  bought. 

The  heart  may  not  be  tliioe  I 

"Yet  thine  the  brightest  smile  sliall  be 

That  ever  bewity  wore. 
Aud  •■onHdenee  from  two  or  Ihreo, 

And  mmpliments  from  more: 
AndoneiJiallKivr.  jipridianrr  hath  given, 

Fri<'iidalii|i,*0,-ii<'li  iu>  wint*  In  heave 

Kain  un  us  fn>m  hIkii", 
If  ■he  sImII  meet  thee  in  the  bower. 

Or  naoie  thee  in  the  tbriar. 
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0,  wear  the  ring,  and  guard  the  flow- 
er,— 
Her  heart  may  not  be  thine ! 

**Go,  set  thy  boat  before  the  blast, 

Thy  breast  l)efore  the  gun,  — 
The  haven  shall  be  reached  at  last, 

The  battle  shall  be  won ; 
Or  muse  upon  thy  country's  laws, 

Or  strike  thy  country's  lute, 
And  patriot  hands  shall  sound  applause. 

And  lovely  lips  be  mute : 
Go,  dig  the  diamond  from  the  wave, 

The  ti-easure  from  the  mine, 
Enjoy  the  wreath,  the  gold,  the  grave,  — 

Ko  woman's  heart  is  thine  1 

"  I  charm  thee  from  the  agony 

Which  others  feel  or  feign. 
From  anger  and  from  j(»alousy. 

From  doubt  and  from  dis(iain ; 
I  bid  thee  wear  the  scorn  of  years 

Ujwn  the  cheek  of  youth, 
And  curl  the  lip  at  passion's  tears. 

And  shake  the  head  at  truth  : 
"While  there  is  blis.s  in  revelry, 

Forgetfulness  in  wine. 
Be  thou  from  woman's  love  as  free 

As  woman  is  from  thine ! " 


KINDRED  HEARTS. 

0,  ASK  not,  hope  thou  not,  too  much 

Of  sym])athy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountains  flow  : 
Few — and  by  still  conHictiiig  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet — 
Such  ties  would  make  this  life  of  ours 

Too  fair  for  aught  so  fleet 

It  may  be  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  sufh  deep  reverence  to  the  sky 

Where  the  ri(^h  sunset  burns ; 
It  may  l>e  tliat  the  breath  of  spring. 

Born  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  ra])tur(i  o'er  thy  soul  can  bring, — 

A  dream,  to  his  unknown. 

The  tune  that  speaks  of  other  times, — 

A  sorrowful  delight ! 
The  melo<ly  of  distant  chimes. 

The  sound  of  waves  by  night ; 
The  wind  that,  with  so  mnny  a  tone. 

Some  choixl  within  can  thrill,  — 


These  may  have  laugaage  all  thine  own. 
To  him  a  mystery  stilL 

Yet  scorn  thou  not  for  this  the  true 

And  steadfast  love  of  years ; 
The  kindlv,  that  from  childhooil  grew. 

The  faithful  to  thy  tears  ! 
If  there  be  one  that  o'er  the  dead 

Hath  in  thy  ffrief  bonie  part. 
And  watched  tnrough  sickness  by  thy 
bed. 

Call  his  a  kindred  heart ! 

But  for  those  bonds  all  perfect  made. 

Wherein  blight  spirits  blend, 
Like  sister  flowers  of  one  sweet  shade 

With  the  same  breeze  that  bend. 
For  that  full  bliss  of  thought  allied, 

Never  to  mortals  given, 
O,  lay  thy  lovely  dreams  aside^ 

Or  lift  them  unto  heaven  ! 


1L\EIA  BROOKS. 

[U.    S.  A.,    1795-1845] 

MARRIAGE. 

The  bard  has  sung,  God  never  formed  a 
soul 
Without  its  own  peculiar  mate,  to  meet 
Its  wandering  half,  when  ri})e  to  crown 
the  whole 
Bright  ]dan  of  bliss,  most  heavenly, 
most  complete ! 
But  thousand  evil  things  there  are  that 
hate 
To  look  on  happiness ;  these  hurt,  im- 
]K*de, 
And,  leagued  with  time,  s|)ace,  circum- 
stan(^e,  and  fate. 
Keep  kindred  heart  from  heart,  to  pine 
and  })ant  and  bleed. 

And  as  the  dove  to  far  Palmyra  flying. 
From  where  her  native  founts  of  An- 
tioch  l)eam. 
Weary,    exhausted,    longing,    panting, 
sighing, 
Lights    sadly  at  the  desert's    bitter 
stream, — 
So  many  a  soul,  o'er  life's  drear  desert 
faring. 
Love's  pure,  congenial  spring  unfound, 
unquaffied, 


JAMES  O.  PEBCIVAL  —  JOHN  G.  C.  BBAINABD. 
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Suffers,  recoils,' —  then,  thirsty  and  de- 
spairing 
Of  what  it  woold,  descends  and  sips 
the  nearest  draught. 


JAMES  0.  PERCIVAL. 

[v.  S.   A.,   1795     1856.] 

MAT. 

I  FEEL  a  newer  life  in  every  gale ; 

The  winds  that  fan  the  flowers. 
And  with  their  welcome  breathings  fill 
the  sail, 
Tell  of  serener  hours,  — 
Of  hours  that  glide  unfelt  away 
Beneath  the  sky  of  May. 

The  spirit  of  the  gentle  south- wind  calls 

1*  rom  his  blue  throne  of  air, 
And  where  his  whisi>ering  voice  in  music 
falls. 
Beauty  is  budding  there ; 
The  bright  ones  of  the  valley  break 
Their  slumliers,  and  awake. 

The  waving  verdure  rolls  along  the  plain. 

And  the  witle  fon'st  weaves. 
To  welcome  back  its  playful  mates  again, 
A  canopy  of  leaves ; 
And  from  its  darkening  shadow  floats 
A  gush  of  trembling  notes. 

Fairer  and  brighter  spreads  the  reign  of 
May; 
The  tresses  of  the  woods 
With  the  light  dallying  of  the  west-wind 
play; 
And  the  full-brimming  floods. 
As  gladly  to  their  goal  they  run, 
Hail  the  returning  sun. 


TO  SENECA  LAKE. 

Ox  thy  fair  boeom,  silver  lake, 
Tlie  wild  swan  spreads  his  snowy  sail. 

And  round  his  breast  the  ri]>ples  break 
As  down  he  bears  before  the  gale. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  wavelipss  stream. 
The  dipping  paddle  echoes  far, 


And  flashes  in  the  moonlight  gleam. 
And  bright  i-eflects  the  })olar  star. 

The  waves  along  thy  pebbly  shore, 
As  blows  the  north-wind,  heave  their 
foam, 

And  curl  around  the  dashing  oar, 
As  late  the  boatman  hies  him  home. 

How  sweet,  at  set  of  sun,  to  view 
Thy  golden  n>irror  spreading  wide, 

And  see  the  mist  of  mantling  blue 
Float  round  the  distant  mountain's  side. 

At  midnight  hour,  as  shines  the  moon, 
A  sheet  of  silver  spreads  b<*low, 

And  swift  she  cuts  at  highest  noon. 
Light  clouds,  like  wreaths  of  purest 
snow. 

On  thy  fair  bosom,  silver  lake, 
0,  I  could  ever  sweep  the  oar, 

When  early  birds  at  morning  wake, 
And  evening  tells  us  toil  is  o'er ! 


JOHN  G.  C.  BRAIXAKD. 

[u.  s.  A.,  1796-  i8j8.] 
THE  FALL  OF  NIAGARA. 

The  thoughts  are  strange  tliat  crowd 

into  my  brain, 
While  1  look  upward  to  thee.     It  would 

seem 
As  if  G(h1  poured  thee  from  his  hollow 

hand, 
And  hung  his  1k)w  upon  thine  awful  front ; 
And   sjioke   in   that   loud   voice,  which 

s«H»nied  to  him 
Who  dwelt  in  Patmos  for  his  Saviour's 

sake, 
Tlie  sound  of  many  waters;  and  had 

bade 
Thy  flood  to  chronicle  the  ages  beck. 
And  notch  His  centuries  in  the  eternal 

rocks. 

Deep  ralk'th  unto  deep.  And  what 
are  we, 

That  hear  the  question  of  that  voice  sub- 
lime ? 

O,  what  are  all  the  notes  that  ever  rung 
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From  war's  vain  trampet,  by  thy  thun- 
dering side  ? 

Yea,  what  is  all  the  riot  man  can  make 

In  his  short  life,  to  thy  unceasing  roar? 

And  yet,  bold  babbler,  what  art  thou  to 
Him 

Who  drowned  a  world,  and  heaped  the 
waters  far 

Above  its  loftiest  mountains? — a  light 
wave. 

That  breaks,  and  whispers  of  its  Maker's 
might. 


EPITHALAMinM. 

I  8A.W  two  clouds  at  morning 

Tinged  by  the  rising  sun. 
And  in  the  dawn  they  floated  on 

And  mingled  into  one ; 
I  thought  that  morning  cloud  was  blessed, 
It  moved  so  sweetly  to  the  west. 

,  I  saw  two  summer  currents 

Flow  smoothly  to  their  meeting, 

Antl  join  their  course,  with  silent  force, 
In  peace  each  other  greeting  ; 

Calm  was  their  course  through  banks  of 
green, 

While  dimpling  eddies  played  between. 

Such  be  your  gentle  motion, 
Till  lifx''s  last  pulse  shall  beat ; 

Like  summer's  beam,  and  summer's  stream, 
Float  on,  in  joy,  to  meet 

A  calmer  sea,  where  storms  shall  cease,  — 

A  purer  sky,  where  all  is  peace. 


DANIEL  WEBSTER. 

[U.    S.    A.,    1782-1852.] 

THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  HEART. 

If  stores  of  dry  and  learned  lore  we  gain, 
We  keep  theui  in  the   memory  of   the 

brain ; 
Names,  things,  and  facts,  —  whate'er  we 

knowledge  call, — 
There  is  the  common  ledger  for  them  all ; 
And  images  on  this  cold  surface  traced 
Make   slight   impression,  and  are  soon 

effaced. 


But  we  've  a  page,  more  glowing  and  more 

bright, 
On  which  our  friendship  and  our  love  to 

write; 
That  these  may  never  from  the  soul  depart. 
We  trust  them  to  the  memory  of  the  heart 
There  is  no  dimming,  noeifacement  there ; 
Each  new  pulsation  keeps  the  record  clear ; 
Warm,  golden  letters  all  the  tablet  fill. 
Nor  lose  their  lustre  till  the  heart  stands 

still. 


JOSEPH  RODMAN  DRAKE. 

[v.   S.  A.,   1795-1830.] 

THE  AMERICAN  FLAG. 

When  Freedom  from  hermountain  height 

Unfurled  her  standard  to  the  air, 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night. 

And  set  the  stars  of  glory  there  ; 
She  mingled  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 
The  milky  baldric  of  the  skies. 
And  striped  its  pure,  celestial  white 
With  streakings  of  the  morning  light; 
Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 
She  called  hor  eagle-bearer  down. 
And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 
The  sjTnbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Flag  of  the  brave,  thy  folds  shall  fly. 
The  sign  of  hope  and  triumph  high ! 
When  sp'aks  the  signal -trumpet  tone, 
And  the  long  line  comes  gleaming  on, 
Ere  yet  the  life-blood,  warm  and  wet, 
Has  dimmed  the  glistening  bayonet. 
Each  soldier's  eye  shall  brightly  turn 
To  where  thy  sky-l)om  glories  bum, 
And  as  his  springing  steps  advance. 
Catch  war  and  vengeance  from  the  glance. 
And  when  the  cannon-mouthings  loud 
Heave  in  wild  wreaths  the  Imttle-shrouil, 
And  gory  sabres  rise  and  fall 
Like  shoots  of  flame  on  midnight's  pall, 
Then  shall  thy  meteor  glances  glow, 

And  cowering  foes  shall  sink  Ivt^neath 
Each  gallant  arm  that  strikes  below 

That  lovely  messenger  of  death. 

Flag  of  the  seas,  on  ocean  wave 
Thy  stars  shall  glitter  o'er  the  brave ; 
When  death,  careering  on  the  gale, 
Sweeps  darkly  round  the  bellied  sail. 


Anil  rHellt'<i  wbtes  nuh  irildl;  bairk 
Brron  tlif  brouUirle's  rerlinft  nick, 
KM-h  ilying  w&iKli'rer  of  the  nen 
Bball  look  Bt  once  to  hnven  and  thet. 
And  imiU  to  tee  thy  nplendura  fly 
Id  triampb  a'«r  liU  closing  eye. 

Fl«({  uf  thi"  free  lieBrt's  hope  and  home, 
Hy  angi'l  linnita  to  valor  given, 

Thr  (Uir*  hsre  lit  the  wrikiii  dome. 
And  all  thy  hues  wrre  bora  in  Iicbfph 


wii 

II 


JOHN  PIERPOSr. 

[v.  I.  *..  17S5.1866.] 
PASSma  AWAT. 


ITas  it  th»  chimi!  or  n  tiny  bell 
That  came  bo  Bwwt  to  my  drewning 

Like  thf  silvirr  tonea  of  a  fairy's  shell 
That  hr  winilt.  on  iha  beech,  su  lutdlaw 
and  i.-1«ir, 
When  iho  win.la  and  Uis  naves  lie  to- 

and  the  Fairy  are  watch- 
ing the  dnp, 
8be  diiprDUDE  her  ailrcry  light. 
Anil  hr  hii  notes  aa  nilvcry  quite, 
VTliile  llie  lioattnaii  listens  ntid  ahipB  his 

To  Biteh  th*  muaiR  that  comes  Tnm  the 

shorvf 
H»Ht  f  Ih*  tiot«a  on  my  ear  that  pUy 
Arvt't  In  H-ordu;  u  th«yfloal,  ihcysay. 
"I^unngaway'  passing  awny !" 

But  no:  it  iris  not  *  fairy's  slii'll, 

own  on  the  beach,  ki  □wUoit  and 

Nor  vno  it  llie  tODgne  of  B  rilrer  bell. 

fiuiVii.ii  tl,«  hour,  that  filled  my  ear. 
A«  I  Uy  ill  TiiT  dream;  ret  traa it  ft  chime 
Fhat  ti)ld<ifllieflowoftheitreamofiinie. 
For  •  lv«utifnl  dock  ftvm  the  ceiling 

And  a  pliimp  little  girl,  for  a  peDduIiun, 

lA«7<m 'ts  ■ometitne*  iMii,  in  *  little  ring 


And  she  held  to  het  boBam  a  budding 

And,  as  she  enjaycd  tt,  she  sc^ined  to  any, 
"FuaiTig  nwfty  t  puxsioi;  away  I" 


Of  the  lapse  of  lime,  aa  they  mt 
And  tlie  hands,  as  they  swept  o'er 


Her  bouquet  Imd  become  a  girlund  of 

flowem, 
Thnt  nbe  hfld  in  lirr  nntatretched  handi, 

and  flung 
Tliiswny  and  that,  as  she,  dancing,  sining 
In  the  nilncas  uf  grate  and  of  womanly 

That  told  me  she  soon  was  to  bea bride; 
Yet  tlien,  when  ex|)eetilig  her  happlcit 


While  1  gazed  at  thai 

Of  thought  or  care  stole  softly 
Like  that  by  a  cloud  in  a  summ 


made. 
Look  ingd  own  c 

The  rose  yet  Uy 

flash 
Had  something  lost  of 


field  of  blosMRiing 

her  cheek,  but  lU 

s  brilliant  blnsh : 


M  when  Evenirig 

Yet  one  could 


Wasalittle  dimmed, ' 

steals 
Upon  Xuon's  hot  fi 

n't  but  love  her. 
For  she  looked  like  a  mother  whoae  Bnt 

babe  lav 
Roekeil  on  her  tirewit,  as  she  swungsll  day ; 
And  she  seemeil,  in  the  same  idlver  tone, 

"  Fusing  away  '■  passing  away  I " 

While  yet  I  looked,  what  a  change  there 

Her  eye  »■««  quenched,  and  her  chcdc 
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Stooping  and  staffbd  was  her  withered 

frame, 
Yet  just  as  busily  swuns  she  on ; 
Thegarland  beneath  hcrhad  fallen  to  dust ; 
The  wheelsabove  her  were  eaten  with  rust ; 
The  hands,  that  over  the  dial  swept, 
Grew  crooked  and  tarnished,  but  on  they 

kept. 
And  still  there  came  that  silver  tone 
From  the  shrivelled  lips  of  the  toothless 

crone 
(liet  me  never  forget  till  ray  dying  day 
The  tone  or  the  burden  of  her  lay), 
"Passing  away !  passing  away ! 


I** 


TO  CONGRESS. 

A  WORD  FROM  A  PETITIONER,  1887. 

What  !  ourpetitions  spumed !  The  prayer 
Of  thousands  —  tens  of  thousands  — 
cast, 
Unheard,  beneath  your  Speaker's  chair  I 

But  ve  will  hear  us,  first  or  last. 
The  thousands  that  last  year  ye  scorned 
Are    millions    now.     Be  warned!     Be 
wanied ! 

"The  ox  that  treadi'th  out  the  com 
Thou  ahalt  not  muzzle."  —  Thus  saith 
God. 

And  will  ye  muzzle  the  free-bom,  — 
The  man,  —  the  owner  of  the  sod,  — 

Who  * 'gives  the  graziufi;  ox  his  meat," 

And  you —  his  servants  here — your  seat  ? 

There  *s  a  cloud,  blackening  up  the  sky ! 

East,    west,    and    north    its    cuitain 
spi'eads ; 
Lift  to  its  muttering  folds  your  eye ! 

Beware !  for  bursting  on  your  heads. 
It  hath  a  force  to  bear  you  down ;  — 
'T  is  an  insulted  j^eople's  frown. 

Ye  may  have  heanl  of  the  Soultdn, 
And  how  liis  Janissaries  fell ! 

Their  barracks,  near  the  Atmeidan, 
He  baiTed,  and  fired ;  and  their  death- 
yell 

Went  to  the  stars,  and  their  blood  ran 

In  brooks  across  the  Atmeiddn. 

The  despot  spake ;  and,  in  one  night. 
The  deed  was  done.     He  wields,  alone, 

The  sceptre  of  the  Ottomite, 
And  brooks  no  brother  near  his  throne. 


Even  now,  the  bow-string,  at  his  beck. 
Goes  round  his  mightiest  sabjects'  neck ; 

Yet  will  he,  in  his  saddle,  stoop — 
I  *ve  seen  him,  in  his  palace-yard — 

To  take  petitions  from  a  troop 
Of  women,  who,  behind  his  gnard. 

Come  up,  their  several  suits  to  press, 

To  state  their  wrongs,  and  ask  redress. 

And  these,  into  his  house  of  prayer, 
I  've  seen  him  take ;  and,  as  he  spreads 

His  own  before  his  Maker  there. 
These  women's  prayers  he  hears  or 
reads; — 

For,  while  he  wears  the  diadem. 

He  is  instead  of  God  to  them. 

And  this  he  must  do.     He  may  grant, 
Or  may  deny  ;  but  hear  he  must. 

Were  his  Seven  Towers  all  adamant. 
They'd  soon  be  levelled  with  tlie  dust, 

And  "public  feeling  "make  short  work — 

Should  he  not  hear  them — with  the  Turk. 

Nay,  start  not  from  your  chairs,  in  dread 
Of  cannon-shot  or  bui-hting  shell ! 

These  shall  not  fall  upon  your  head, 
As  once  ujwn  your  house  they  fell. 

We  have  a  weapon,  firmer  set 

And  better  than  the  bayonet,  — 

A  weapon  that  comes  down  as  still 
As  snow-flakes  fall  ui)on  the  sod, 

But  executes  a  freiMuan  s  will 
As  lightning  does  the  vdW  of  God ; 

And  from  its  force  nor  doors  nor  loeks 

Can  shield  you; — 't  is  the  ballot-box. 

Black  as  your  deed  shall  be  the  balls 
That  from  that  Iwx  shall  pour  like  hail ! 

And  when  the  stonn  upon  you  falls. 
How  will  your  craven  cheeks  turn  i>ale ! 

For,  at  its  coming  though  ye  laugh, 

'T  will  sweep  you  from  your  hSl,  like 
chaif. 

Not  women,  now,  —  the  people  pray. 

He^r  us,  —  or  from  us  ye  will  hear ! 
Beware !  —  a  desperate  game  ye  play ! 

The  men  that  thicken  in  your  rear — 
Kinp  though  ye  l»e — may  not  bescomed. 
Look  to  your  move  I  your  stake !    Ye  *be 

WARNED. 


WILLIAM  MOTnERA\-ELL. 


TttASIE  HORKiaON. 

1  'vy,  nnndnwl  unit,  I  'vp  wnnilpnd  wert, 

Through  mony  a  wwfy  «»y ; 
But  ne»»r.  novtr  om  forgrt 

Tho  luve  a  life's  young  d«y ! 
The  Sn  tbiit '«  bUwn  on  Bi'ltiine  e'«ii 

M*v  wwl  be  black  gin  Ynln ; 
But  )>lvkfi  fa'  awaits  tlic  hrart 

WliKTD  tint  t<iud  love  gruwH  cml. 

0  •inr,  dear  Joanis  Horrinn, 
The  thnchta  o'  bymnr  ymrs 

Still  IliiiK  tbrir  ■hiulows  over  my  pith, 
And  blind  my  mh  wi'  team : 

Tlwy  blind  my  can  wi'  siut,  «aut  tean. 
And  sur  and  dck  I  pine, 

A)  TueiDury  idlr  aaimmns  up 
The  blillia  blinks  o  langsyoe. 

T  WB8  thru  we  lovit  ilk  ither  wefl, 

'T  wu  then  we  twa  did  part ; 
Swrrt  timr — Md  time  I  twa  balms  at 

Twa  laiinis,  luid  bnt  ae  hrart } 
T  via  thru  wv  sat  on  ao  Inigli  bink. 

To  Ifirilk  Ither  Icar; 
And  tonra  and  looka  and  smilea  were 

tJlr.1. 

B4naeub<TV>l  eremuur. 

1  vundrr.  Jranin.  aften  yet, 
When  litiing  on  that  bink, 

Chrek  toucbin'^cheek.  loof  locked  in  loof. 
What  our  wee  heada  cnuld  think  I 

Wh-^  b^ilbV-t-ntdmrnowi-ranliniidpage, 
Wi'  ae  buik  on  our  knee. 

II  waa  in  thee. 

O,  mind  TO  how  we  hung  our  lieiutu. 

How  uliNka  bnint  nd  wi'  shanii^, 
Wlmg'T  ihe  Mnle-wean«  lan^hin'  Mid, 

We  vlwked  thMither  hinw  I 
Anil  mind  ve  o'  tSe  SatnrdaTs 

tTht  acale  then  ekail't  at  noon) 
Wh^n  we  ran  aff  lo  upeel  the  braes, — 

The  brDoiiiy  braeau'  June  I 

My  hrAil  rlnt  rauml  ami  round  nlailt. 

My  benrl  Elcim  lik'  n  mo. 
Am  mi  far  Me  the  thnchta  nuh  bock 


O  lichtsome  days  and  li . 
Whrn  hinuied  ho]irs  aroUDdour  healts 
Like  simmer  blcB»ius  sprang  ! 


feiet. 

And  in  the  gloomin'  o'  the  wood, 
The  throHsil  whusslit  sweet; 

The  throaail  whuulit  in  the  wood. 

Tile  bum  ssnv  to  the  treea. 
And  we,  with  Natare'a  heofl  In  tone, 

Coiioerled  harraonira; 
And  on  the  knowe  abune  the  bnm 

Far  hoiim  thegither  aat 
In  the  ailentness  o' joy,  till  bailh 

Wi'  very  gUdnesa  grat. 

Aye,  aye,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Tears  trickled  doun  your  i^heeh. 
Like  dew-beads  on  a  rwe,  yet  nana 

Had  ony  power  to  speak  1 
That  was  a  lime,  a  hlrssed  time, 

When  hearts  were  fnwh  and  yonttc. 
When  freely  vnahed  all  feelings  forth, 

Uusyllabled,  anmiDg! 

I  marvel,  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Gin  I  hae  been  to  ihee 
As  eloselv  twined  wi'  earliest  thoehti 

As  re  hae  been  to  me! 
0,  Irll  me  gin  their  moste  lilla 

Thine  ear  as  it  does  mine  ! 


I  'VB  wandered  east,  I  've  wandered  weat, 

1  'tb  borne  a  weary  lot  j 
But  in  my  wanderings,  br  or  near, 

The  fount  that  first  bnrsl  free  thu  heart 

Still  travel*  on  its  way ; 
And  ehatiiiels  deeper,  aa  it  rlns. 

The  lave  o'  life  s  young  day. 

0  dear,  dear  jeanie  Honwon, 
Since  wa  wnv  sindrred  ynnng. 

1  've  never  ecen  your  face,  nor  beatil 

The  mosic  o'  your  tongue; 
But  I  cnuld  hng  all  wretcliednaM^ 

And  happy  could  I  die, 
Did  1  Imt  ken  yonr  heart  atill  drwned 

0'  byganc  days  and  me  I 
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THOMAS  HOOD. 
[1798-1845.] 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  8HIBT. 

With  fingers  wpnry  and  worn, 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 
A  woman  sat,  in  unwomanly  rags, 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread,  — 
Stitch!  stitch!  stitch! 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt ; 
And  still,  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch, 

She  sang  the  ''Song  of  the  Shirt !" 

"Work!  work!  work! 

While  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof! 
And  work— work — work. 

Till  the  stars  shine  through  the  roof! 
It  s,  oh !  to  be  a  slave 

Along  with  the  barbarous  Turk, 
Where  woman  has  never  a  soul  to  save, 

If  THIS  is  Christian  work ! 

* '  Work  —  work — work  ! 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim ; 
Work  —  work  —  work, 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim ! 
Seam,  and  gusset,  and  Imnd ; 

Band,  and  s^usset,  and  scam ; 
Till  over  the  buttons  I  fall  asleep, 

And  sew  them  on  in  my  dream ! 

"0  men  with  sisters  dear! 

0  men  with  mothers  and  wives ! 
It  is  not  linen  you  *re  wearing  out, 

But  human  creatures*  lives ! 
Stitch — stitch — stitch, 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt; 
Sewing  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 

A  8HROUD  as  well  as  a  shirt ! 

"But  why  do  I  talk  of  death. 

That  ]»hantom  of  grisly  bone? 
I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape. 

It  seems  so  like  my  own! 
It  seems  so  like  my  own 

Because  of  the  fast  I  keep ; 
0  God !  that  bread  should  oe  so  dear. 

And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap ! 

"Work — work — work  ! 

My  labor  never  flags ; 
And  what  are  its  wages  ?  A  hed  of  straw, 

A  crust  of  bread — and  rags  : 
A  shattered  roof — and  this  naked  floor — 

A  table — a  broken  chair — 


And  a  wall  so  blank  my  shadow  I  thank 
For  sometimes  falling  there ! 

*  *  Work —  work — work ! 

From  weary  chime  to  chime ; 
Work — work — work. 

As  prisoners  work,  for  crime ! 
Band,  and  gusset,  and  seam ; 

Seam,  and  gusset,  and  band ; 
Till  the  heart  is  sick,  and  the  bndn  be- 
numbed. 

As  well  as  the  weary  hand ! 

"Work — work — work  ! 

In  the  dull  December  light, 
And  work — work — work 

When  the  weather  is  warm  and  bright : 
While  underneath  the  eaves 

The  brooding  swallows  cling, 
As  if  to  show  me  their  sunny  backs. 

And  twit  me  with  t{ie  spnng. 

"0,  but  to  breathe  the  breath 

Of  the  cowslip  and  primrose  sweet. 
With  the  sky  above  my  head. 

And  the  grass  beneath  my  feet; 
For  only  one  short  hour 

To  feel  as  I  nsed  to  feel. 
Before  I  knew  the  woes  of  want, 

And  the  walk  that  costs  a  meal ! 

**0,  but  for  one  short  hour, — 

A  respite,  however  bnef! 
No  blessed  leisure  for  love  or  hope. 

But  only  time  for  CTief  I 
A  little  weeping  would  ease  my  heart ; 

But  in  their  briny  bed 
My  tears  must  stop,  for  every  drop 

Hinders  needle  and  thread !" 

With  fingers  weary  and  worn. 

With  eyelids  heavy  and  red, 
A  woman  sat,  in  unwomanly  nip:s. 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread,  — 
Stitch!  stitch!  stitch! 

In  poverty,  hun^r,  and  dirt ; 
And  still  with  a  voice  of  dolorotis  pitch — 
Would  that  its  tone  could  reach  the  ri«*h  !  — 

She  sang  this  "Song  of  the  Shirt !" 


MORNXNG  MEDITATIONS. 

Let    Taylor   preach,  upon    a    morning 

breezy. 
How  well  to  rise  while  nights  and  larks 

are  flying,  — 


TU0MA3   HOOD. 


ay  bruf  u  Iging. 


Talk  nottoTaeotbeei  anil  Buch-Ukelinms, 
The  «iiu:ll  of  tirvet  herbs  at  the  uiuniiug 

<~)uljr  li«  Ionic  enough,  aod  bed  Iwcami's 

AUdofftUK. 

To  ma  Dan   Phmbus  and  his  car  an 

naught, 
IlisilcMla  that  [nw  impatiently  ahuul.  - — 
Let  UiRit  rnjuy.  mv  I.hb  hona  ought. 
The  Unt  tum-out  I 

BIghl  limutifnl  tho  dswy  meads  appear 
^fewitlnk  led  by  tlie  rosy.fingrreil  girl ; 
^^^Aat  then,  — if  1  pnla  my  pilloW'bcer 
^H|       To  eaf  ly  pearl  t 

^^■rMomai 

I  W    II* 


e  should  n 


IlacH  laid  their  *^^I 


ctpting  bacun. 

iwT  Mr.  Gray  has  drawn, 
Who  owd  lo  haste  the  Akvj  gnus  among, 
"To    meet  the  snn   Upon   the   uploud 

Well,  —  he  died  young. 


With  eharwomen  mch  csrlj? 


a^rw. 


nnwpa  thai  fltm  bet:me«  their  bit 
and  ann: 
locHinlring)^)^,  anil  need  not  be 


I  •ompthinft  neuvr  to  tho  stroke  or 
la  that  '■  fond  [ovcociously  otaHrring 


BONO. 


0  Ladt.  Imtb  thy  ailkm  thread 

And  flowery  lApeHtry  — 
There  'a  living  Rues  oii  the  hu«h, 

And  blonoma  on  the  tivt. 
Stogp  where  thou  wilt,  thy  careleaa  hand 

Boine  rendom  bud  will  meet ; 
Thou  cnnst  not  ti'ead  but  thou  wilt  Gud 

The  dusy  at  Ihy  feet. 

'T  is  like  the  birthday  of  the  world. 

When  earlh  was  born  in  bloom ; 
The  light  ill  made  of  many  dyc^ 

The  air  is  all  perfume; 
Tliens '«  crimson   buds,  and   white  and 
blue— 

Tile  very  rainbow  showr-ra 
Have  turned  to  bloasotns  wlii^re  tliey  fell. 

And  sown  the  earth  with  lluwen. 

There 's  foiry  ttilins  in  the  east,— 

The  garden  of  the  i^un ; 
The  very  streams  reflect  the  hues. 

And  bloHom  as  they  run ; 
Wliile  mom  opes  like  a  crimson  rose, 

Still  wet  with  |>early  ahowpi'^: 
Then,  lady,  leave  the  silken  tbn-ad 

Thou  twtncsl  into  flowers. 


She  Etaod  breast  high  amid  the  coi 
Clasped  by  the  gohlen  light  of  inoi 
Like  tliK  Bweetbi-art  ut  the  ami, 
Who  many  a  glowing  kiss  had  won 

On  her  cheek  an  autumn  Rush 
Deelily  ripened  ;  — Slleh  a  blush 
In  the  midst  of  brown  was  bam. 
Like  red  joppies  grown  with  corn. 


Dul  long  Ushes  veiled  a  light 
That  bad  else  been  all  too  bright. 

And  her  hat,  with  shady  l*im, 
Maile  her  treaay  fomhead  dim : — 
Til  11'  she  stood  amid  the  alooka, 
Praising  God  with  sweelcit  louka. 

■Sore,  I  wiiil,  ITenven  did  not  mean 
Where  1  reap  thoa  ihouhUt  but  glean : 
Ixy  Ihy  sheaf  ado»n  and  eotne. 
f^hare  uiy  liarrett  and  my  bums. 
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W.  B.  0.  PEABODY. 

[U.  S.  A.,  1799- 1848.] 

HTMK  OF  NATURE. 

God  of  the  earth's  extended  plains ! 
The  dark  green  fields  contented  lie ; 
The  mountains  rise  like  holy  towers, 
Where  man  might  commune  with  the  sky ; 
The  tall  clitf  challenges  the  storm 
That  lowers  upon  the  vale  below, 
Where    shaded    fountains    send    their 

streams. 
With  joyous  music  in  their  flow. 

God  of  the  dark  and  heavy  deep ! 
The  waves  lie  sleeping  on  the  sands. 
Till  the  fierce  trumpet  of  the  storm 
Hath  summoned  up  their  thundering 

bands; 
Then  the  white  sails  are  dashed  like  foam, 
Or  hurry,  trembling,  oVr  the  seas, 
Till,  calmed  by  thee,  the  sinking  gale 
Serenely  breathes,  Depart  in  iHjace. 

God  of  tlie  forest's  solemn  shade ! 
The  grandeur  of  the  lonely  tn*e, 
That  wrestles  singly  with  the  gale, 
Lifts  up  admiring  eyes  to  thee ; 
But  more  mnjestic  far  they  stand, 
When,  side  by  side,  their  ranks  they  form. 
To  wave  on  high  their  plumes  of  green, 
And  fight  their  battles  with  the  storm. 

God  of  the  light  and  viewless  air! 
Where  summer  breezes  sweetly  flow, 
Or,  gathering  in  their  angry  might. 
The  fierce  and  wintry  tempests  blow ; 
All—  from  the  evening's  plaintive  sigh, 
That  hardly  lifts  the  drooping  flower, 
To  the  wild  whirlwind's  midnight  cry  — 
Breathe  forth  the  language  of  thy  power. 

Goil  of  the  fair  and  open  sky ! 
How  gloriously  above  us  springs 
The  tented  dome,  of  heavenly  blue, 
Susnen«le(l  on  the  rainlww's  rings. 
Eacn  brilliant  star,  that  sparkles  through ; 
Each  gilded  cloud,  that  wandere  fnte 
In  evening's  purple  radiance,  gives 
The  beauty  of  its  praise  to  thee. 

Gofi  of  the  rolling  orbs  above  ! 
Thy  name  is  written  clearly  bright 
In  the  warm  day's  unvarj'ing  blaze. 
Or  evening's  golden  shower  of  light. 


For  every  fire  that  fronts  the  sun, 
And  everv  spark  that  walks  alone 
Around  tne  utmost  vei^  of  heaven, 
Were  kindled  at  thy  burning  throne. 

God  of  the  world !  the  hour  must  come. 
And  nature's  self  to  dust  return  f 
Her  crumbling  altars  must  decay, 
Her  incense  fires  shall  cease  to  bum ! 
But  still  her  grand  and  lovely  scenes 
Have  made  man's  warmest  praises  flow ; 
For  hearts  grow  holier  as  they  trace 
The  beauty  of  the  world  below. 


W.  A.  MUHLENBERG. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

I  WOITLD  NOT  UVB  ALWAY. 

I  WOULD  not  live  alway:  I  ask  not  to 

stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'l-r 

the  way ; 
Where,  seeking    for  rest,  I    but    hover 

around 
Like  the  patriarch's  bird,  and  no  restin;? 

is  found ; 
Where  hoi)e,  when  she  paints  her  gay 

bow  in  the  air, 
leaves  her  brilliance  to  fade  in  the  night 

of  despair. 
And  joy's  fleeting  angel  ne'er  sheds  a  glad 

rav. 
Save  the  gleam  of  the  plumage  that  bears 

him  away. 

I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fettered  by 
sin, 

Temptation  without,  and  corru]>tion 
within ; 

In  a  moment  of  strength,  if  I  sever  the 
chain. 

Scarce  the  victory  is  mine  ere  I  'm  cai>- 
tive  again. 

E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled 
with  fears. 

And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  peni- 
tent tears. 

The  festival  tnimp  callsfor  jubilant  songs 

But  my  spirit  her  own  miserere  prolongs. 

I  would  not  live  alway:    no,  welcome 

the  tomb ; 
Immortality's  lamp  bums  there  bright 

mid  the  gloom. 


n™,  t 
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Climt   ' 


1*   the   viHrx 

uuMi-il  hi*  hi-iul ; 
(>,  M>rt  bcmvduuilieii  un  that  holy  Iiodt 
A  nil  thru  III*  kIuI  morn  snou  to  TuUow 

xlM  r>i|{l>t. 
When  tbe  Minriw  of  gtor;  bIioU  bunt 

on  tiiv  eight, 
And  the  full  nutin-soni!,  as  Ihs  s1e«pcra 


To  sh.iii 


the 


loraing,  sbnU  ]hb1 


thniugli  tbe  ikiti). 

Who.  Kho  would  live  alwaj,  awKj  rrooi 

hii  God, 
Avay  fyom    yoo   hraven,  that  bliesful 

Wlim  the  rivets  of  pleasure  (low  o'er 
the  briaht  plains 

A  nd  the  nwm  tide  of  glory  f  ternnlly  reigns ; 
Whrrv  tlii-uintaof  allagea  in  bunuouy 

Ttirir  Saviour  nliil  brethren  transported 

toRTvet. 
While  Ihf  unthcms  of  rapture  uneens- 

tiigh  roll. 
And  thr  xu'iile  of  the  Lord  ii  the  feut  of 


Aiid  arc  'wift  anfolding  those  portiUa  of 

gold. 
Til'  King  nil  arrejed  in  hia  beauty  behold  I 
<  >.  (five  li»f ,  I ),  give  me  thpwi  ngs  of  a  dove ! 
LifI  Die  hasten  my  Dight  to  those  msn- 

Av !   't  i«  now  that   my  loul  on  swift 

pinion,  would  soar. 
And  in  ocstoiy  bid  «RrIh  adieu  evennore. 


I        LADY  DUPFERIS. 
tifci-iffiri 

TBE  IRISH  EMIORAKT. 

I  '■  Htting  on  th>'  ilile.  Mary, 

Wbm  wp  ut  tide  by  ude 

i:)n  a  bright  JUy  mdming  long  ago, 

Wbrn  flr»t  you  were  my  bride. 

Ttw  oom  waasprin)(ing  frenb  and  green, 


«prini(ing(r 
npg  uiuil  al 


And  the  Urk  nng  uiuil  and  high. 


ir  Up,  M«ry, 


The  place  ia  little  chnnged.  Mary 
The  day's      '^- "' '        -^ 
TliH  lark's 


day'sHR  bright  Ba'thrn  ; 

lark's  loud  song  ia  in  my  ear, 
-  '■  gmii  again, 
□ui  I  miu  (ne  soft  clasp  of  your  hand, 
And  your  warm  breath  on  niy  chnk. 
And  1  Ktill  keep  listening  for  the  word* 
You  nuvennore  may  spLalc. 

'TiH  bat  »  step  down  yonder  lan«. 
The  village  churoh  stands  uenr,  — 
The  thun^h  where  we  were  wed,  Uary ; 
1  see  the  spire  from  here. 
Itut  the  graveyard  liea  between,  Hat;, 
And  my  step  might  break  vour  rest, 
Whure  I  've  laid  you,  darling,  dow  u  to 

sleep. 
With  your  baby  on  your  breast. 

I  'm  very  lonely  now,  Mary, 
For  tbe  poor  make  no  now  frienda ; 
But,  O,  they  love  the  better  Mill 
The  few  our  Father  sends  1 


And  you  were  all  I  had.  Mary, 
My  bleaing  and  uy  pTldi 
There  's  nothing  left  to  a 


bleaing  and  uy  pride ; 
re  's  nothing  left  to  esn 
■.B  my  poor  Mary  died. 


1  'm  bidding  jou  a  long  farewell, 

My  Mary  kind  and  true. 

But  I  'II  nnt  forgi^  yoij,  darling. 

In  the  land  I  'm  going  to. 

TheVHiy  ther« 'slirrad  and  work  for  all, 

An  J  the  nm  shinn  alwayii  there ; 

Hut  1  'II  not  forget  old  Iniland, 

\Vet«  it  fifty  times  lets  fair. 


WIXTHROP  M.\CKffOIlTH 
PBAED. 


THE  BKLLE  OF  THE  BALL. 

YfiIBs,  ymtit  ago,  ere  yet  my  droinia 

Had  been  of  being  wise  and  witty ; 
Ere  I  had  done  with  wridngthemt^ 

Or  yawned  o'er  this  infernal  Chitty,  - 
Yean,  yean  ago,  while  all  my  Joys 

Were  in  my  fowling-jnece  awl  Ally ; 
In  short,  white  I  was  yet  a  bor, 

I  fell  in  love  with  Uun  Lilly. 


There,  when 


id  addle 
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Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall 
Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle, 

Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  far 
Ofall  that  sets  young  hearts  romancing : 

She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  star ; 
And  when  she  danced — 0  Heaven,  her 
dancing ! 

Dark  was  her  hair ;  her  hand  was  white ; 

Her  voice  was  exquisitely  tender ; 
Her  eyes  were  full  ot  liquid  liffht ; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  so  sien(&r ; 
Her  every  look,  her  every  smile. 

Shot  right  and  left  a  score  of  arrows : 
I  thought 't  was  Venus  from  her  isle, 

I  wondered  where  she  'd  left  her  spar- 
rows. 


She  talked  of  politics  or  prayers. 

Of  Southeys  prose  or  Wordsworth's 
sonnets. 
Of  daggers  or  of  dancing  bears. 

Of  battles  or  the  last  new  bonnets ; 
By  candle-light,  at  twelve  o'clock. 

To  lue  it  mattered  not  a  tittle, 
If  those  brisjht  Una  had  quoted  Locko, 

I  might  iiave  thought  they  nmrmured 
Little. 

Through  sunny  May,  through  sultry  June, 

1  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 
I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

1  wrote  them  for  the  Sunday  Journal. 
My  mother  laughed ;  I  soon  found  out 

That  ancient  ladies  have  no  feeling. 
My  father  frowned ;  but  how  should  gout 

Find  any  happiness  in  kneeling  ? 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  dean. 

Rich,  fat,  and  rather  apoplectic ; 
She  had  one  brother,  just  tliirteen, 

Whose  color  was  extremely  hectic ; 
Her  grandmother,  for  many  a  year, 

Had  fed  the  parish  with  her  bounty ; 
Her  second-cousin  was  a  peer. 

And  loiti-lieutenant  of  the  county. 

But  titles  and  the  three  per  cents, 

And  mortgages,  and  great  relations, 
And  India  bonds,  and  tithes  and  ivnts, 

0,  what  are  they  to  love's  sensations? 
Black  eyes,  fair  forehead,  clustering  locks. 

Such     wealth,    such     honors,    Cupid 
chooses ; 
He  cares  as  little  for  the  stocks 

As  Baron  Rothschild  for  the  muses. 


She  sketched ;  the  vale,  the  wood,  the 
beach. 

Grew  lovelier  from  her  penciFs  shading: 
She  botanized ;  I  envied  each 

Young  blossom  in  her  boudoir  fading : 
She  warbled  Handel ;  it  was  grand,  — 

She  made  the  Catalani  jealous : 
She  touched  the  ora^n ;  I  could  stand 

For  houra  and  hours  and  blow  the 
bellows. 

She  kept  an  album,  too,  at  home. 

Well  filled  with  all  an  album's  glo- 
ries,— 
Paintings  of  butterflies  and  Rome, 

Patterns  for  trimming,  Persian  stories. 
Soft  songs  to  Julia's  cockatoo, 

Fierce  odes  to  famine  and  to  slaughter, 
And  autographs  of  Piiuce  Leboo, 

And  recipes  for  elder  water. 

And  she  was  flattered,  worshipped,  bored ; 

Her  steps  were  watched,  her  dress  wus 
noted; 
Her  poodle  dog-was  quite  adore<l ; 

Her  sayings  were  extremely  quoted. 
She  laughed,  — and  everj-  heart  was  glaJ, 

As  if  the  taxes  were  abolished ; 
She  frowned,  — and  every  look  was  sad. 

As  if  the  opera  were  demolishetl. 

She  smiled  on  many  just  for  fun,  — 

I  knew  that  there  was  nothing  in  it ; 
I  was  the  first,  the  only  one 

Her  heart  had  thought  of  for  a  minute : 
I  knew  it,  for  she  told  me  so, 

In  phrase  which  was  divinely  moulded ; 
She  wrote  a  charming  hand,  and  O, 

How  sweetly  all  her  notes  wei-e  folded ! 

Our  love  was  like  most  other  loves,  — 

A  little  glow,  a  little  shiver ; 
A  rosebud  and  a  pair  of  gloves. 

And  "Fly  Not  Yet,"  upon  the  river; 
Some  jealousy  of  some  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  lock  of  hair. 

The  usual  vows,  — and  then  we  parted. 

We  parted,  — months  and  years  rolled  by ; 

We  met  again  four  summers  after. 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh. 

Our  meetmg  was  all  mirth  and  laughter ; 
For  in  my  heart's  most  secret  cell 

There  had  been  many  other  lodgers. 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room  belle. 

But  only  Mrs. — Something — Rogers. 
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WILUAM  LEGGETT.  —  fVIZ-CKEESZ   HALLECK. 


WILLIAM  LEGGETT. 

[U.  hA.,  iBoi-lSjf.] 

LOVE  AKD  rBIBKIWEIP. 

TuR  birda,  when  winter  sbadu  the  iky, 

¥]y  oVt  the  mas  away, 
Wbera  loughiag  i>li-a  in  suDiliinc  lie. 

And  lamiua  brevaa  yiaj ; 

And  tlias  the  rrirnils  that  flutter  near 
Whilp  forliine. .un  is  mm 

A™  BUrlkJ  it  a  vtoad  npiiear, 
Ajtd  fly  hehcc  tlie  Mono. 

But  when  flora  winter's  howling  plaint 

Each  olh»r  wsrblirr  's  iiant, 
TliB  litllc  snow-bini  still  i*miun«, 

Anil  I'luiTuja  niiilit  the  blusL 

LoTF,  likr  that   bird,  when  (rirDilahii>'i 

With  fortunt's  auo  dqmrt, 
Still  lliifi*rx  with  it*  ch«rful  song, 
And  uratles  ou  thn  haarL 


EDWARD  COATE  PKKKEY. 

(U.S.  »...«=.-. !rt.J 

A  HKALTH. 

I  nu.  thia  CTin  to  one  made  up  of  loveli- 

nnw  aluntr, 
A  ■rotuMi.  uT  her  gantle  kx  the  nceming 

To  whom  the  tftlvr  ricinenta  and  kindly 

■tan  bare  (riven 
Afarmaafair.  that.  Iik<- the  air, 'til  len 

at  rmtih  than  heaven, 

Bm  rr^ry  tnne  n  moiic's  own,  like  those 
of  morning  bifdi, 
BFlhinic  lonr*  till 
'irr  in  hi  worJ« , 
TIm  coinatte  of  her  hmrt  aio  Ihey,  and 

from  her  lina  each  Duw* 
A»  on*  may  nee  the  bunlenad  bw  furtli 
(auM  Train  ibu  tcmc 


AHecliona  arc  as  ihoughu  to  her,  the 

measun's  of  her  boun; 
Her  fprliDsn   have    the    tragrancy,  the 

frennneaa  of  young  llnwert ; 
And  lovely  uaHSioiia,  chaDglUg  oft,  «o  fill 

h<-r,  slie  opfieKis 
The  imiu;e  uf  themtielvn  by  tnnu, — the 

idul  of  jiBAt  yean. 

or  her  bright  face 
a  picture  «u 
And   ot  h( 


Blance«-mt. 


the  bnin, 

in  echoing  hearts  a 
sound  miut  lonu  remain  i 
But  memoi^  sui-h  as  mine  uf  her  so  very 

When  death  is  nigh  my  latest  sigh  will 
not  be  UTu's,  but  hen. 

I  Gil  this  cup  to  one  lusde  np  of  loveli- 
A  WORIsn,  of  her  gentle  aex  the  aeeniing 


Her  health  I  and  would  a 
stowl  some  miiiii  of 

TIat  lifp  "light  be  all  i«.t 


FITZ-CBEENE  HALLECK. 


Hk  kept  his  honesty  and  tnitK 
His  indepcDdent  toneur  and  |>rn, 

And  moved  in  manhood  a*  in  yuuth, 
Pride  of  his  fellow-men. 

StmiigsenBe,  deep  feeling,  iiossioiis  strong 
A  hate  of  tytan  t  and  ol  hna>-e, 

A  love  of  riaht, «  nvani  of  wrong. 
Of  eoward  and  of  slarc,  — 

A  kind,  true  heart,  a  spirit  hish. 
That  eould  not  tear  and  «ould  uot  bow. 

Were  written  in  his  manly  eye 
And  on  his  manly  brow. 

rraiie  tu  the  \xrA  I  bis  word*  arc  driTwn, 
Like  flu«'rr-«-iHls  by  Ihefarwiudsn>wu, 

Where'er  1<eiieBth  the  sky  <>f  lieaTm 
The  birds  of  fame  hara  fluwu. 
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Praise  to  the  man !  a  nation  stood 
Beside  his  coffin  with  wet  eyes. 

Her  brave,  her  beautiful,  her  good. 
As  when  a  loved  one  dies. 

And  still,  as  on  his  funeral  day, 

Men  stand  his  cold  earth-coucharoond. 

With  the  mute  homage  that  we  pay 
To  consecrated  ground. 

And  consecrated  ground  it  is, 
The  last)  the  hallowed  home  of  one 

Who  lives  upon  all  memories. 
Though  with  the  buried  gone. 

Such  mves  as  his  are  pilgrim  shrines, 
Shrines  to  no  code  or  creed  confined,  — 

The  Delphian  vales,  the  Palestines, 
The  Meccas  of  the  mind. 


Oy  A  PORTRAIT  OF  RED  JACKET, 

CHIEF  OF  THE  TCSCARORAS. 

Cooper,  whose  name  is  with  his  country's 
woven, 
First  in   her    files,  her    Pioneer    of 
mind,  — 
A  wanderer  now  in   other  climes,  has 
provnn 
His  love  for  the  young  land  he  left 
behind ; 

And  throned  her  in  the  senate-hall  of 
nations, 
Robed  like  the  deluge  rainbow,  heaven- 
.  wrought. 
Magnificent  as  his  own  mind's  creations, 
And  beautiful  as  its  green  world  of 
thought ; 

And  faithful  to  the  Act  of  Congress, 
quoted 
As  law  authority,  it  passed  nem.  con. : 
He  writes  that  we  are,  as  ourselves  have 
voted, 
The    most    enlightened    people    ever 
known  ; 

That  all  our  week  is  happy  as  a  Sunday 
In  Paris,  full  of  song  and  dance  and 
laugh ; 
And  that,  from  Orleans  to  the   Bay  of 
Fundy, 
There  's  not  a  bailiff  or  an  epitaph ; 


And    furthermore  —  in    fifty    jean,  or 
sooner, 
We  shall  export  our  poetry  and  wine ; 
And  our  brave  fleet,  eight  frigates  and  a 
schooner. 
Will  sweep  the  seas  from  Zembla  to 
the  Lme. 

If  he  were  with  me.  King  of  Tuscarora  1 
Gazing,  as  I,  uiwn  thy  portrait  now. 
In  all  its  medalled,  fringed,  and  beaded 
glory. 
Its  eye's  dark  beauty,  and  its  thought- 
ful brow,  — 


Its  brow,  half  martial  and  half  diplo* 
matic ; 
Its   eye,    upsoaring   like    an    eagle's 
wings, — 
Well  might  he  boast  that  we,  the  Demo- 
cratic, 
Outrival  Europe,  even  in  our  kings ! 

For  thou  wast  monarch  born.    Tradition's 
l>ages 
Tell  not  the  planting  of  thy  jwrent  tree, 
But  that  the  forest  tribes  have  bent  for 
ages 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  sires,  the  subject 
knee. 


Thvname  is  princely,  —  if  no  poet's  magic 
Could  make   Rfd  Jacket  grace  an 
English  rhyme. 
Though  some  one  with  a  genius  for  the 
tragic 
Hath  introduced  it  in  a  pantomime, 


Yet  it  is  music  in  the  language  spoken 
Of  thine  own  land ;  and  on  her  herald 
roll, 
As  bravely  fought  for,  and  as  proud  a 
token 
As  Cceur  de  Lion's  of  a  warrior's  soul. 


Thy  garb,  —  though  Austria's  bosom-star 
would  frighten 
That  medal  pale,  as  diamonds  the  dark 
mine. 
And  George  the  Fourth  wore,  at  his  court 
at  Brighton, 
A  more  becoming  evening  dress  than 
thine ; 


FTTZ-GREENE  UALLECK. 

y,  TComiDg  wind  and   1  rnnnot  apari!  i 
TliutiiUthini 
field  «nd  «»em,— 


And  fttbil  lor  th; 
A>  Rob  Koj'i  tarUn  toe  tlia  Highliuid 


■trpngtb   a  monanh's  merit,  like  a 
whHlrr'iil 
Tbou  ait  u  uU,  u  tinewy,  and  as 

Aa  eanli't  Hnt  kings,  —  tlie  Ai;go'a  gallant 

Henma  in  liiatory,  and  goda  in  aong. 

labowtyf^Thino  liaa  witli  thy  youth 

di'partcd ; 
But  Ibn  love- legends  ot  thy  uiauliooJ'ii 
yrare, 
Andnlix  whii  peruthinl,  young  ami  brukun- 

ItF —     Hut  I  rhyme  for  smiUa  and 
not  fixtean. 


U  el«|u« 


-Her  spell  b  (Uii 


The  heart,  and  makes  the  wispst  head 

And  there  >  one  not,  strange  virtue  in 
thj  speeches. 
The  s^riwl  of  their  mastery,  —  ihey  are 

Ths  monareh  mind,  the  mystcTy  of  com- 
tnaniling, 
"hi-  lartli-h'mr  gift,  the  art  Napoleon, 
(Jf  winiiinu,  fPttrrinK,  niuuldiiig,  wield- 
ing, oaifiling 
The  bearta  of  tmllions  till  they  move 


Thou  halt  IL    At  ihy  bidding  men  have 

erowdnl 
^  The  Tiiad  to  death  u  to  a  feHtirnl : 
4  minativta,  at  their  srpukbree,  have 

sbrouilnl 
flth  banner-fold*  of  glory  the  dark 
palL 

s  nill  believe,  — not   I;  for  in  do- 
i-eiving 
s  the  douehann  of  life's  delightful 


Whowill  believe  tliBt,nilh»  smile  whc 

blexiug 
Would,  like  thn  Patriarch'*,  soothe  ft 

dying  bonr ; 
With  voiua  as  low,  as  gentle,  and  c«na»- 

I  moonlit 


With  look,  like  patient  Job'*,  eschewing 
With  motions  graceful  as  a  bin 

devil 


iri 


aenpti' 


Deodlii-r  than  that  nbcri!  bathca  the 
Upas-tree; 
And   in   thy  wralh,  a    nuning    eat 


knd  andemPHth  that  fHfe,  like  sutnme 
Its  lip  as  moveless,  and  its  cheek  a 
whirlwind  of  the  heart's  emo- 

■.-all 


Love— for  thy  land,  as  if  she 
daughter, 
Her  pipe  in  peace,  her  tomahawk 


ilr 


Hope — that  thy  wrongs  may  be  by  the 
Great  Sfirit 
Bemembereil  and  revenged  when  tba 

Sorrow — tjiat  none  are  left  UiM  (o  il 
heril 
Thy  name  thy  fame,  thy  p 
thy  throne  I 
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WILLIAM  LLOYD  GARRISON. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

SONNET. 

WRITTBV    WHILE    IN    PBI80N    FOR    DEKOUVCIHO 
THE  DOMESTIC  SLAVE-TRADE. 

High  walls  and  huge  the  body  may  con- 
fine, 
And  iron  gates  obstruct  the  prisoner's 
gaze, 
And  massive  bolts  may  baffle  his  design, 
And  vigilant  keepers  watch  his  devious 
ways; 
But  scorns  the  immortal  mind  such  base 
control : 
No  chains  can  bind  it  and  no  cell  en- 
close. 
Swifter  than  light  it  flies  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  in  a  flash  from  earth  to  heaven  it 
goes. 
It  leaps  from  mount  to  mount ;  from  vale 
to  vale 
It  wanders,  plucking  honeyed  fruits 
and  flowere ; 
It  visits  home  to  hear  the  fireside  tale 
And  in  sweet  converse  pass  the  joyous 
hours ; 
*T  is  up  before  the  sun,  roaming  afar. 
And  in  its  watches  wearies  every  star. 


JOHN  NEAL. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

AMBITION. 

I  LOVED  to  hear  the  war-horn  cry. 
And  panted  at  the  drum's  deep  roll. 
And  held  my  breath,  when,  floating  high, 
1  saw  our  staiTy  banners  fly, 
As,  challenging  the  haughty  sky, 
Tliey  went  like  battle  o'er  my  souL 
For  I  was  so  ambitioua  then, 
I  longed  to  be  the  slave  of  men  ! 

I  stood  and  saw  the  morning  light, 
A  stan«lard  swaying  far  and  free. 
And  loved  it  like  the  conc|uering  flight 
Of  angels,  floating  wide  and  bright 
Aliove  the  storm,  alwve  the  fight 
"Where  nations  strove  for  liljerty ; 
And  heard  afar  the  signal-cry 
Of  trumpets  in  the  hollow  sky. 


I  sailed  with  storm  upon  the  deep, 
I  shouted  to  the  eagle  soaring ; 
I  hung  me  from  the  rocky  steep 
When  all  but  spirits  were  asleep, 
To  feel  the  winds  about  me  sweep, 
And  hear  t^e  gallant  waters  roaring : 
For  every  sound  and  shape  of  stnfe 
To  me  was  as  the  breath  of  life. 

But  I  am  strangely  altered  now : 
I  love  no  ihore  the  bugle's  voice, 
The  rushing  wave,  the  plunging  prow. 
The  mountain  with  its  clouded  brow, 
The  thunder  when  the  blue  skies  bow 
And  all  the  sons  of  God  rejoice. 
I  love  to  dream  of  tears  and  sighs. 
And  shadowy  hair,  and  half-shut  eyes ! 


GEORGE  LUNT. 

[v.  S.  A.] 

PILGRIM  SONQ. 

Over  the  mountain  wave,  see  where  they 

come; 
Stonn-cloud  and  wintry  wind  welcome 

them  home ; 
Yet,  where  the  sounding  gale  howls  to 

the  sea. 
There  their  song  peals  along,  deep- toned 

and  free : 
''Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we 

come ; 
Where  tlie  free  dare  to  be,  — this  is  our 

home." 

England  hath  sunny  dales,  dearly  they 

bloom ; 
Scotia  hath   heather-hills,    sweet    their 

perfume  : 
Yet  through  the  wilderness  cheerful  we 

stray. 
Native  land,  native  land,  home  far  away  I 
*'  Pilgrims  and  wanderers,  hither  we 

couie  ; 
Where  the  free  dare  to  be, —  this  is  our 

home!" 

Dim  grew  the  forest-path  :  onward  they 

trod ; 
Firm  beat  their  noble  hearts,  trusting  in 

God! 
Gray  men  and  blooming  maids,  high  rose 

their  song ; 


CtlARtES  SPEAGUE.  —  HENRY   SCOTT  BIDDELL 


IC9 


Whrtv  the  free  dure  to  be,—  this  is  our 

Kot  tbein  iht  glurj'wrvalli,  torn  hy  the 

Unit; 
ivniwarJ  th-ur  holy  ttrya,  heavenwHrd 

Ihty  {lut. 
Gmii  Ik  llivjr  moeiiy  gnves  I  aim  be 

their  fami:, 
While  Ihvir  sung  [i«ilU  along  ever  the 

"  nigriin*  and  winjeron,  hither  we 

Wberr  the  riTw  dure  to  be^ — UusUour 


CHARLES  SPRAQUE. 


THK  rAKILY  MZZTINO. 

WK.n-.llhrre, 

FathtT,  iiiuthcr. 

Sifter,  brother, 
All  who  hold  eiwb  other  dear. 
Kai-h  i^halr  a  HUnl :  wn  're  itll  at  home  I 
To-night  tel  tiu  cold  iitnnt^r  come. 
It  ia  not  often  lliuit  around 

tOoT  old  Taniiliar  hearth  we  're  round. 
.Bkm,  then,  the  mrttititf  and  the  spot ; 
Ibr  Miee  be  cTcry  care  forgot; 
l«t  pnti*  i*ao*  aawrt  her  ]>ow«r, 
nd  Rlud  aflMion  nilu  the  liour- 
We'reaU  — allheni. 

We're  not  all  here  I 
Some  are  awav,  — the  dead  on™  dear, 
Who  thmniml  with  ua  thU  an  eient  hearth. 
And  guT*  the  hour  to  ([iiilelnaa  mirth. 
"    ■.  «ith  a  Kti^i,  relmtlcMi  hari<l. 

kni  <n,  and  thinnnl  our  little  tiaiid; 

w  like  a  ni^l-llaiih  piami  away. 
And  some  Mnt  linerring  day  by  day : 
The  ijuiet  ffraveynni.—  some  lie  there,— 
■-1  crtiel  ocean  has  hU  ibare. 


HoiT  life-like,  through  the  nuat  of  yeftn, 

KauU  well-nimembered  foue  ati)i«ira  < 
We  Bee  them,  as  in  tiniei  long  {Mat  i 
ITiDin  each  to  each  kind  looka  are  cu«t ; 
We  hear  their  wordi,  their  aniile* behold; 
Tliey  're  round  lis,  ■■  tlwy  were  of  old. 
Wg  are  all  here. 

We  are  all  here, 

Father,  mother, 

Siater,  brother, 
You  that  I  !ovi!  with  Iiivp  do  denr. 
This  may  not  long  of  uh  be  said ; 
Soun  must  we  join  the  gathered  dead, 
And  liy  the  hearth  we  now  alt  round 
Some  other  circle  will  be  found. 
O.  then,  that  winloni  may  we  know. 
Which  yielda  a  life  of  peace  below ; 
So,  in  the  world  to  follow  this. 
May  each  repent  in  wonl«  of  liliss, 

We'renli-aHbere! 


HENRY  SCOTT  RIDDELL. 

OUR  HA&T. 

Our  Mary  liket  woel  to  stray 
Where  clear  the  burn  was  rowin' ; 
And  troth  she  was,  tboutih  1  m;  ne, 
Aa  fair  as  aught  ere  made  o'  clay. 
And  pure  ua  ony  gowau. 


S\ie  ahnnned  the  ill  and  MUght  the  Bi 
E'en  mair  than  weel  whs  Understood 
And  a'  foak  liket  Mary. 


Though  she  was  gaon  to  Hearen. 

There  'a  fe«n  for  them  that  'a  far  airi 
And  fyk»  for  them  are  flitting : 
Rut  fean  and  carra,  hiith  grit  and  a 
We  by  and  hy  o'cr-pit  them  a' ; 
But  death  there  'a  niie  o'er-pitting. 

And  nature's  ties  are  hani  to  break. 
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And  e*en  the  form  we  loved  to  see, 
We  canua  laiig,  dear  though  it  be, 
Pixiserve  it  as  a  token. 

But  Mary  had  a  gentle  heart, 
Heaven  did  as  gently  free  her ; 
Yet  lang  afore  she  reached  that  part. 
Dear  sir,  it  wad  ha'e  made  ye  start 
Had  ye  been  there  to  see  her. 

S.ie  changed,  and  yet  sae  sweet  and  fair, 
And  growing  meek  and  meeker, 
Wi'  her  lang  locks  o'  yellow  hair, 
She  wore  a  little  angel's  air. 
Ere  angels  cam'  to  seek  her. 

And  when  she  couldna  stray  out  by, 
The  wee  wild  flowers  to  gather, 
She  oft  her  household  plays  wad  try, 
To  hide  her  illness  frae  our  eye. 
Lest  she  should  grieve  us  farther. 

But  ilka  thing  we  said  or  did 
Aye  pleased  the  sweet  wee  creature  ; 
Indeed,  ye  wad  ha'e  thought  she  had 
A  sonietning  in  her  made  her  glad 
Ay  out  the  course  o'  nature. 

But  death's  cauld  hour  cam*  on  at  last, 

As  it  to  a  is  coinin' ; 

And  may  it  be,  whene'er  it  fa's, 

Nae  waur  to  others  than  it  was 

To  Mary,  sweet  wee  woman  1 


SAMUEL  FERGUSON. 

THE  FORGING  OF  THE  ANCHOR. 

Come,  see  the  Dolphin's  anchor  forged  ; 

't  is  at  a  white  heat  now : 
The  bellows  cease<l,  the  tlames  decreased, 

though  on  the  forge's  brow 
The  little  flames  still  fitfully  play  through 

the  sable  mound ; 
And  fitfully  you  still  may  see  the  grim 

smiths  ranking  round, 
All  clad  in  leathern  panoply,  their  broad 

hands  only  l>are ; 
Some  rest  upon  their  sledges  here,  some 

work  the  windlass  there. 

The  windlass  strains  the  tackle-chains, 
the  black  mound  heaves  below ; 

And,  red  an«l  deep,  a  hundred  veins  burst 
out  at  every  throe  : 


It  rises,  roars,  rends  all  ontright,  —  O 

Vulcan,  what  a  glow ! 
'T  is  blindini^  white,  't  is  blasting  bright ; 

the  high  sun  shines  not  so ! 
The  high  sun  sees  not,  on  the  earth,  such 

fiery,  fearful  show,  — 
The  roof-nbs  swarth,  the  candent  hearth, 

the  ruddy,  lurid  row 
Of  smiths,  tliat  stand,  an  ardent  band, 

like  men  before  the  foe  ; 
As,  quivering  through  his  fleece  of  flame, 

the  sailing  monster  slow 
Sinks  on  the  anvil,  —  all  about  the  faces 

fiery  grow,  — 
"Hurrah!"  they  shout,  "leap  out,  leap 

out" ;  bang,  bang,  the  sledges  go: 
Hurrah !  the  jetted  lightnings  are  hissing 

high  and  low ; 
A  hailing  fount  of  fire  is  struck  at  every 

squashing  blow ; 
The  leathern  mail  rebounds  the  hail ;  the 

rattling  cinders  strew 
The  ground  around ;  at  every  bound  the 

sweltering  fountains  now ; 
And  thick  and  loud  the  s  win  king  crowd, 

at  every  stroke,  pant  *'Ho!" 

Leap  out,  leap  out,  my  masters ;  leap  out 

and  lay  on  load ! 
Let's  forge  a  goodly  anchor;  a   bower, 

thick  and  broail : 
For  a  heart  of  oak  is  hanging  on  every 

blow,  I  bode. 
And  I  see  the  good  ship  riding  all  in  a 

perilous  road ; 
The  low  reef  roaring  on  her  lea ;  the  roll 

of  ocean  poured 
From  stem  to  stem,  sea  after  sea;  the 

mainmast  by  the  boai"d; 
The  bulwarks  down;  the  rudder  gone; 

the  boats  stove  at  the  chains ; 
But  courage   still,  brave  mariners,  the 

bower  yet  remains. 
And  not  an  inch  to  flinch  he  deigns  save 

when  ye  pitch  sky-high. 
Then  moves  liis  head,  as  though  he  said, 

"Fear  nothing,  — heie  am  I !" 

Swing  in  your  strokes  in  order ;  let  foot 

and  hand  keej)  time, 
Your  blows  make  music  sweeter  far  than 

any  steeple's  chime: 
But  while  ye  swing  your  sledges,  sing; 

an<l  let  the  burden  be. 
The  Anchor  is  the  Anvil  King,  and  royal 

craftsmen  we ! 


FRASCI9   MAHOSY  {FATHEK   PROUT). 


Strike  in.  strike  in,  —  (lie  iparki  begin  to 

dull  their  rustling  rvd ; 
Our  iMuiitmrB  ring  with  Hturuer  Jin,  our 

work  wilt  soon  be  aped ; 
Out  ani-hnr  soon  mniit  cbtngi^  liii  bed  of 


Our  anclior  won  rand  change  the  by  of 

tnrrn'  cntflnnen  hrre. 
For  the  yao-heaTc-ho,  and  theheATe-away, 

and  The  aighiug  sesmeti'B  cbeer. 
Wbati,  weigliins  alow,  al  eve  they  go  far, 

far  bum  luve  and  horn'', 
Ami  tolibina  Bweethrarlii,  iu  a  row,  wail 

o'er  the  ocean  foam. 

In  lii'id  ami  oUlarate  glooni  he  d&rkcni 


dOHl 


A  iJiii|H'ly  one  lie  i^  anil  strong  as  e'er 

from  i-at  wiu  cast. 
Otmalnl  and  trustworthy  guard,  if  thou 

badit  life  like  me, 
What  iilewures  would  thy  toils  reward 

Wnealh  the  deep  green  nea  I 
O  dt<rp  nMHliver,  who  might  then  beliotd 

•uch  BiglitH  al  tbon  I 
The  hoary  niontters'  (lelai.'es!  tucthitikii 


ibly  oTthii  wbnle^ 
And  r<rl  the  I'-bnmed  net.  round  me  hail 

brneslb  Ibetr  sconrcing  iHiU  I 
Then  irvp  in  tangle-woods  to  light  the 

And  send  him  foiled  and  bellowing  back, 

for  all  hla  ivory  bom  ; 
Tn  \r*ve  the  subtle  svoider-Gah  of  bony 

blailn  forlorn ; 
And  for  the  justly-grinning  shirk  to 

laugh  Ins  jaws  to  srom  ; 
To  lea])  don-n  on  the  kraken'a  back,  where 

mid  Norwegian  islea 
He  lies,  a  lubber  ■nehanige  for  sudden 

shallownt  Intlr^ 
Till  snorting,  like  an  under-sea  voloano. 

off  lie  roll*  1 
Hranwhile  lo  swing,  a-buHetiug  the  br- 
ant oni«hpil  shoala 
Of  hb  liack-hrowMBg  ocnn  cnlveai  or, 

haiily  in  a  core, 
SheU-BtrEwn,Rndconsectitteofoldtosome 

I'naine'*  love, 
Tu  find  the  long-faflired  nicTmaidens;  or. 


banl  W  iry  landx, 
Titateittewith  theieu-serpentu] 


irpent  uiion  ueru- 


O  hroad-nnned  fisher  of  tbe  deep,  whose 

sports  can  equal  thine) 
The  Dolphin  weigbs  a  tbouiuud  tons  t 

tugs  thy  cable  line; 
And  night  by  night 't  in  thy  delight,  tby 


giant  game  to  play  ; 
But,  shamer  of  onr  little  spurtsl  forgive 

the  name  I  gave, — 
A  Haher'a  joy  is  to  destroy,  Ibiue  office  is 

0  lodger  in  tbe  aea-lcing's  halls,  couldst 

thou  but  understand 
Whose  be  the  white  bones  by  thy  side, 

or  who  that  dripping  Wnd, 
Slow  swaying  in  tlie  heaving  waves  that 

round  about  thee  Ix-inl, 
With  EountU  like  breakers  in  a  dnaro 

bleisiug  their  ancient  friend : 
0,  eouhUt  thou  know  what  berars  glide 

with  tai;ger  stem  round  thee, 
Tliine  iron  side  would  swell  with  pride; 

thou  'dst  leap  within  tbe  sea  I 
Rive  honor  to  their  memories  who  left  the 


of  fatherland. 

Who  left  their  chatice  of  qnict  age  and 

gimay  churchyard  grave 
So  freely  for  a  restless  bed  amid  the  loss 

O,  though  our  anchor  may  not  be  all 

have  fondly  sung. 
Honor  him  for  their  memory,  whose  bone 

he  goes  among  I 


FRASCIS  MAHON'T  (PATIIEIt 
PROITJ. 


THE  BEL1£  OF  SHAKDON. 

W[TU  deep  alTeclioQ 
And  recollection, 
I  often  think  of 
The  Shandon  belK 
Whose  lounda  so  ulld  would 
In  day*  of  childhood 
Fling  round  my  ciadle 
Their  magic  snetls 
On  this  I  i»nder. 


(In  tbis  I  uindrr, 
Wheie'n  I  wander, 
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And  thus  grow  fonder, 
Sweet  Cork,  of  thee ; 
With  thy  bells  of  Shandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 

I  've  heard  bells  chiming 
Full  many  a  clime  in, 
Tolling  sublime  in 
Cathedi-al  shrine, 
While  at  a  glib  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibrate; 
But  all  their  music 
Spoke  naught  like  thine ; 
For  memory,  dwelling 
On  each  proud  swelling 
Of  thy  belfry,  knelling 
Its  bold  notes  free, 
Made  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 

I  've  heard  bt»lls  tolling 
Old  Adrian's  Mole  in, 
Their  thunder  rolling 
From  the  Vatican ; 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  gorgeous  turrets 
Of  Notre  Dame : 
But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
Flings  o'er  the  Tiber, 
Pealing  solemnly. 
0,  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee  ! 

There's  a  bell  in  Moscow; 

While  on  tower  and  kiosk  0 

In  St.  Sophia 

The  Turkman  gets, 

And  loud  in  air 

Calls  men  to  prayer, 

From  the  tai)ering  summits 

Of  tall  minarets. 

Such  empty  phantom 

I  freely  grant  them  ; 

But  there  's  an  anthem 

More  dear  to  me,  — 

'T  is  the  bells  of  Shandon, 

That  sound  so  grand  on 

The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  river  Lee. 


NATHANIEL  PARKER  WEUa 

[U.S.  A.,  1807-1867.] 

UNSEEN  SPIRITS. 

The  shadows  lay  along  Broadway,  — 
'T  was  near  the  twilight  tide,  — 

And  slowly  there  a  lady  fair 
Was  walking  in  her  pride. 

Alone  walked  she ;  but,  newlessly, 
Walked  spirits  at  her  side. 

Peace  charmed  the  street  beneath  her  feet, 
And  Honor  charmed  the  air, 

And  all  astir  looked  kind  on  her, 
And  called  her  good  as  fair ; 

For  all  God  ever  gave  to  her 
She  kept  with  chary  care. 

She  kept  with  care  her  beauties  rare 
From  lovers  warm  and  true  ; 

For  her  heart  was  cold  to  all  but  gold. 
And  the  rich  came  not  to  woo : 

But  honored  well  are  charms  to  sell. 
If  priests  the  selling  do. 

Now  walking  there  was  one  more  fair,  — 

A  slight  girl,  lily-pale ; 
And  she  had  unseen  commny 

To  make  the  spirit  quail : 
'Twixt  Want  and  Scorn  she  walked  for- 
lorn, 

And  nothing  could  avail. 

No  mercy  now  can  clear  her  brow 
For  this  world's  i)eace  to  pray ; 

For,  as  love's  wild  prayer  dissolved  in  air, 
Her  woman's  heart  gave  way ! 

But  the  sin  forgiven  by  Christ  in  heaven. 
By  man  is  cursed  alway. 


FROM  MELANIE. 

A  CALM  and  lovely  paradise 

Is  Italy,  for  minds  at  ease; 
The  sadness  of  its  sunny  skies 

Weighs  not  upon  the  lives  of  thesn. 
The  mined  aisle,  the  ciiimbling  fane, 

The  broken  columns  vast  and  prone,  — 
It  may  be  joy,  it  may  be  pain. 

Amid  such  wrecks  to  walk  alone. 
The  saddest  man  will  sadder  be. 

The  gentlest  lover  gentler  there,  — 


The  h«rt  stoo  grows  to  mounirul  ihJngB ; 

And  ICiUy  liu  nul  ■  bnvze 
[tut  CDtDDt  oD  ineUm^holy  wiiiga; 

Anil  even  bet  nii^eitii;  Ireea 
SlDiid  gliODtlikc  in  ihc  (.'Kstra'  hnme, 
Aa  il  ili>-ir  couMiouB  routs  wtru  aet 
In  til'  uld  gn*m  ot  giint  Ruini-, 

And  ilriw  thrir  uji  all  kiiifcly  vet ', 
And  pverj  iton*  your  Ivtl  Iwucath 

U  iitukim  from  tamr  nighty  tbouglit : 

And  tculptam  iu  the  duKi  still  lireutlic 

T^  fire  with  whivh  tlitir  lines  uvre 

wrought : 

■underiHl  arch,  and  plundered  tomh, 

ni  thunder  Wh  the  twbo,  "Uotue." 


CAKOLINE   ELIZABETH   NORTON. 


The  dying  noldier  fnlt'-red,  i 

that  comnide's  hand, 
And  lis  said,  ' 

oivn,  niy  native  1 
Tnke  a  mesaagc,  auJ  ■ 

distant  friends  of  niin 
For  I  wait  Iiom  at  Bingen, — 

on  the  Kliine. 


It 


T«l  ga^ly  o'er  ^rta's  Toant 
Tlie  |T)r  niiigii  III  ememld  veil. 

And  flowers  grow  fair  on  Numa'amount. 
And  light -sprung  arches  »|>an  the  dale; 

And  toFl.  from  Cuncalla's  l«tliii, 
The  herlaraau'a  aolig  cornea  down  tlif 

While  rlimb  hia  grats  the  giddy  paths 
To  (cnM-fcrown  architmTes  and  frieie ; 

And  gn(M>riilIy  Albano'a  hill 
Cnrrea  into  the  hnriton's  line. 

And  ««eetl]r  sings  that  chusio  rill, 
Andbirlv  alandithat  namelpu  shrine: 
d  here,  O,  many  a  anltry  noon 
4lid  n^rry  eve,  that  liaiijiy  June, 
;  VtiUK  Aitxrto  and  tl>-liniE ! 
Ji  earth  bnis  wasall  in  tan<%  — 
■Dmhile  Lore  talked  with  them. 
Hope  walked  u|«rt  with  nit% 


lAROLDIE   ELIZABETH   NOR- 
TON. 

BIKOEK  OK  TBS  SHtKE. 

R  of  the  Ij-^on  lay  dvlng  in 
Aljricts. 
BWuUr'k  of  woman's  nil rtintc,  then' 

*■•  dmnh  of  woman's  tents ; 
•  oMDrad*  aliiod  bmads  him,  while 
..      hi*  llfe-blowl  ebW  away, 
llbaut,  witb  pitying  glance*,  to  hear 
wtutt  be  might  my. 


"TcUni 
To  hear 


Tbatw 


■  brothera  and  nompanionB,  when 
I  the  pleas- 


my  moumrul  story,  ■ 

nt  vineyard  irround, 

fought  the  battle  )> 

when  the  day  was  doiip. 

Full  many  a  cotne  lay  ghastly  luUe  beneath 

the  netting  sun ; 
And,  mid  the  drad  and  dying, 

The  death -wound  on  their  gallant  brusls, 
the  last  of  many  sear* : 

And  aome  wrre  young,  and  suddenly  be- 
held life'a  inotn  decline. - 

And  one  had  conie  fivni  Bingen,  —  fair 
BiugeD  on  the  Khiui'. 


"Tell  my  mother  that  her  olhtraon  shall 

comfort  her  old  age  ; 
Fori  was  still  a  truant  bird,  tbattliuught 

bis  home  a  cage. 
For  inv  father  was  a  toldier,  and  eren  ss 

'a  child 
Uy  heart  leaped  forth  to  hear  him  tell  ol 

Btniggles  Berce  and  wild  ; 
And  when  he  died,  and  left  na  to  divld« 

his  sranly  hoard, 
I  let  them  take  wbatc'er  they  would,  but 

krpl  m^  father's  swonl ; 
And  with  boyish  love  I  hung  it  when  the 

bright  light  used  to  sliinr. 
On  the  coluge  wall  at  Biiigen,  —  calm 

Bingen  on  the  Khiue. 

"Tell  my  sister  not  to  weep  for  me,  slid 

sob  with  drooping  hi'ad. 
When  troops  come  nisrehing  home  again 

with  glad  and  gallant  irrad. 
But  to  look  upon  them  proudly,  with  a 

calm  and  steadfast  eye, 
For  her  brother  was  a  soldier  too,  and 

not  afraid  to  din ; 
And  if  a  comraile  seek  her  lore,  1  aik  t.cr 


I 
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And  to  hang  the  old  sword  in  its  place 
(my  father's  sword  and  mine), 

For  the  honorof  old  Bingen, — dear  Bingen 
on  the  Rhine. 


"There 's  another,  —  not  a  sister;  in  the 

happy  days  gone  by 
You  *d  have  known  her  by  the  meriiment 

that  sparkled  in  her  eye ; 
Too  innocent  for  coquetry,  —  too  fond 

for  idle  scorning,  — 

0  friend !  I  fear  the  lightest  heart  makes 

sometimes  heaviest  mourning ! 
Tell  her  the  last  night  of  my  life  (for,  ere 

the  moon  be  risen, 
My  body  will  be  out  of  pain,  my  soul  be 

out  of  prison) 

1  dreamed  I  stood  with  her,  and  saw  the 

yellow  sunliirht  shine 
On  the  vine-clad  hills  of  Bingen,  —  fair 
Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 

**I  saw  the  blue  Rhine  sweep  along;  I 
heaixl,  or  seemed  to  hfar, 

The  German  songs  we  used  to  sing,  in 
chonis  sweet  and  dear ; 

And  down  the  pleasant  river,  and  up  the 
slanting  hill, 

The  echoing  chorus  sounded,  through  the 
evening  ealm  and  still ; 

And  her  glad  blue  eyes  were  on  me,  as 
we  piussed,  with  friendly  talk, 

Down  many  a  jmth  beloved  of  yore,  and 
well- remembered  walk ! 

And  her  little  hand  lay  lightly,  confid- 
ingly in  mine,  — 

But  we  '11  meet  no  more  at  Bingen,  — 
loved  Bingen  on  the  Rhine." 


Ilis  trembling  voice  grew  faint  andlioarso, 

his  gi*asp  was  childish  weak,  — 
His  eyes  put  on  a  dying  look,  — he  sighed, 

and  ceased  to  sj^eak  ; 
His  comrade  bent  to  lift  him,  but  the 

8i)jirk  of  life  had  Hed,  — 
The  soldier  of  the  Legion  in  a  foreign 

land  is  dead ! 
And  the  soft  moon  rose  up  slowly,  and 

calmly  she  looked  down 
On  the  red  sand  of  the  battle-field,  with 

blooily  corses  strewn ; 
Yes,  calmly  on  that  dreadful  scene  her 

pale  light  seemed  to  shine. 
As  it  shone  on   distant  Bingen,  —  fair 

Bingen  on  the  Rhine. 


EDWARD  LORD  LYTTON. 

THE  SABBATH. 

Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale. 
Yet  yonder  halts  the  quiet  mill ; 

The  whirring  wheel,  the  nishing  Hail, 
How  motionless  and  still ! 

Six  days*  stem  labor  shuts  the  poor 
From  Nature's  careless  banquet^hall ; 

The  seventh  an  angel  opes  the  door, 
And,  smiling,  welcomes  all ! 

A  Father's  tender  mercy  gave 
This  holy  respite  to  the  breast. 

To  breathe  the  gale,  to  watch  the  wave, 
And  know — the  wheel  may  rest! 

Six  days  of  toil,  poor  child  of  Cain, 
Thy  strength  thy  master's  slave  most 
be; 

The  seventh  the  limbs  escape  the  chain,  — 
A  Grod  hath  made  thee  free ! 

The  fields  that  yester-morning  knew 
Thy  footsteps  as  their  serf,  survey ; 

On  thee,  as  them,  descends  the  dew, 
The  baptism  of  the  day. 

Fi-esh  glides  the  brook  and  blows  the  gale. 
But  yonder  halts  the  quiet  mill ; 

The  whiiTing  wheel,  the  rushing  sail, 
How  motionless  and  still ! 

So  rest,  0  weary  heart !  —  but,  lo. 
The    church -spire,  glistening    up  to 
heaven. 

To  warn  thee  where  thy  thoughts  shouldgo 
The  day  thy  God  hath  given  ! 

Lone  through  the  landscape's  solemn  rest. 
The  spire  its  moral  ])oint«  on  high. 

0  soul,  at  peace  within  the  breast, 
Rise,  mingling  with  the  sky ! 

Thev  tell  thee,  in  their  dreaming  school, 
Of  |M)WHr  from  old  dominion  hurled, 

When  rich  and  poor,  with  juster  rule, 
Sliall  share  the  altered  workL 

Alas !  since  time  itself  began. 

That  fable  hath  but  fooled  the  hour; 

Each  age  that  ripens  power  in  man 
But  subjects  man  to  power. 

Yet  every  day  in  seven,  at  least. 
One  bright  republic  shall  be  known ; 
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llan't  world  awhile  hath  sorely  ceased. 
When  God  proclaims  his  own  I 

Six  days  may  rank  divide  the  poor, 
O  Dives,  from  thy  banquet-hall ; 

The  seventh  the  Father  opes  the  door, 
And  holds  his  feast  for  all  I 


FRANCES  ANNE  KEMBLK 

FAITH. 

Better  trust  all  and  be  deceived. 
And  weep  that  trust  and  that  deceiving, 
Than  doubt  one  heart  that  if  believed 
Had  Messed  one's  life  with  true  believing. 

O,  in  this  mocking  world  too  fast 
The  doubting  fiend  o'ertakes  our  youth ; 
Better  be  cheated  to  the  last 
Than  lose  the  blessed  hope  of  truth. 


JOHN  STERLING. 
[1806-1844.1 


O  XTKsiEEN  Spirit !  now  a  calm  divine 
Comes  forth  from  thee,  rejoicing  earth 
and  air ! 
Trees,  hills,  and  houses,  all  distinctly 
shine. 
And  thy  great  ocean  slumbers  every- 
where. 

Themonntain-ridge  against  the  purple  sky 
Stands  clear  and  strong,  with  darkened 
rocks  and  dells, 
And  cloudless  brightness  opens  wide  on 
hi0i 
A  home  aerial,  where  thy  presence 
dwells. 

The  chime  of  beUs  remote,  the  murmuring 


The  song  of  birds  in  whispering  copse 
ana  wood, 
The  distant  voice  of  children's  thoughtless 

gfee. 
And  maiden's  soog^  are  all  one  voice 
of  good. 


Amid  the  leaves'  green  mass  a  sunny  play 

Of  flash  and  shadow  stirs  like  inward 

life; 

The  ship's  white  sail  glides  onward  far 

away, 

Unhaunted  by  a  dream  of  storm  or  strife. 

0  Thou,  the  primal  fount  of  life  and  peace. 

Who  shedd'st  thy  breathing  quiet  all 

around, 

In  me  command  that  pain  and  conflict 

cease. 

And  turn  to  music  every  jarringsound ! 

How  longseach  pulse  within  the  weary  sout 
To  taste  the  life  of  this  benignant  hour. 

To  be  at  one  with  thy  untroubled  whole. 
And  in  itself  to  know  ^y  hushing 
power. 

In  One,  who  walked  on  earth  a  man  of  woe. 
Was  holier  peace  than  even  this  hour 
inspires ; 
From  him  to  me  let  inward  quiet  flow, 
And  give  the  might  my  TaiHng  wiU 
requires. 

So  this  great  All  around,  so  he,  and  thou, 

The  central  source  and  awftil  bound  of 

things,  '' 

May  fill  mv  heart  with  rest  as  deep  as  now 

To  land  and  sea  and  air  thy  presence 

brings. 


FRAKCES  8.  OSGOOD. 

[U.  S.  A.,  1813-1850.] 

LABOR. 

Pause  not  to  dream  of  the  future  before 

us; 
Pause  not  to  weep  the  wild  cares  that 

come  o'er  us ; 
Hark  how  Creation's  deep,  musical  chon1^ 
Unintermitting,  goes  up  into  heaven  ! 
Never  the  ocean-wave  falters  in  flowing ; 
Never  the  little  seed  stops  in  its  growing ; 
More  and  more  richly  the  rose  heart  kee|>s 

fflowing, 
Till  from  its  nourishing  stem  it  isriven. 


•< 


Labor  is  worship!"  the  robin  is  ting- 
ing; * 
"Labor  is  worship  I"  the  wild  bee  is 
ringing: 


k 
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Listen  I  that  eloquent  whisper,  npspring- 
ing 
Speaks  to  thy  soul  from  out  nature's 
ffreat  heart. 

From  tne  dark  cloud  flows  the  life-giving 
shower ; 

From  the  rough  sod  blows  the  soft-breath- 
ing flower ; 

From  the  small  insect,  the  rich  coral 
bower; 
Only  man,  in  the  plan,  shrinks  from 
his  part. 

Labor  is  life  1  —  'T  is  the  still  water  fail- 
eth; 

Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewaileth ; 

Keep  the  watch  wound,  for  the  dark  rust 
assaileth ; 
Flowers  droop  and  die  in  the  stillness 
of  noon. 

Labor  is  glory ! — the  flying  cloud  light- 
ens; 

Only   the   waving   wing    changes   and 
brightens ; 

Idle  hearts  only  the  dark  future  fright- 
ens : 
Play  the  sweet  keys,  wouldst  thou  keep 
them  in  tune  I 

Labor  is  rest  from  the  sorrows  that  greet 
us, 

Rest  from  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  us, 

Kest  from  sin -promptings  that  ever  en- 
treat us, 
Rest  from  worid-sirens  that  lure  us  to 
ill. 

Work,  — and  pure  slumbers  shall  wait  on 
thy  pillow ; 

Work,  —  thou  shalt  ride  over  Care's  com- 
ing billow ; 

Lie  not  down  wearied  'neath  Woe's  weep- 
ing willow ! 
Work  with  a  stout  heart  and  resolute 
will ! 

Labor  is  health  ! — Lo !  the  husbandman 
reaping, 

How  through  his  veins  goes  the  life-cur- 
rent leaping ! 

How  his  strong  ann  in  its  stalwart  pride 
sweeping, 
True  as  a  sunbeam  the  swift  sickle 
guides. 

Labor  is  wealth,  —  in  the  sea  the  pearl 
groweth ; 

Rich  the  queen's  robe  from  the  frail  co- 
coon floweth ; 


From  the  fine  acorn  the  strong  forest 
bloweth; 
Temple  and  statue  the  marble  block 
hides. 

Droopnot,thoughshame,  sin,  andangnish 

are  round  thee ; 
Bravely  fling  otf  the  cold  chain  that  hath 

bound  thee ! 
Look  to  yon  pure  heaven  smiling  beyond 

thee: 
Rest  not  content  in  thy  darkness,  —  a 

clod! 
Work  for  some  good,  be    it    ever   so 

slowly; 
Cherish  some  flower,  be  it  ever  so  lowly : 
Labor  1 —  all  labor  is  noble  and  holy ; 
Let  thy  great  deeds  be  thy  prayer  to 

thy  God. 


JONES  VERY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  PRESENT  HEAVEN. 

Fatheh  !  thy  wonders  do  not  singly  stand, 
Nor  far  removed  where  feet  liave  sel- 
dom straved ; 
Around  us  ever  lies  the  enchanted  land. 
In  marvels  rich  to  thine  own  sons  dis- 
played. 

In  finding  thee  are  all  things  round  us 
found ; 
In  losing  thee  are  all  things  lost  beside ; 
Ears  have  we,  but  in  vain  sweet  voices 
sound. 
And  to  our  eyes  the  vision  is  denied. 

Open  our  eyes,  that  we  that  world  may 
see! 
Open  our  ears,  that  we  thy  voice  may 
hear. 
And  in  the  spirit-land  may  ever  be. 
And  feel  thy  presence  with  us,  alwap 
near. 


TO  THE  PAINTED  COLUMBINE. 

Bbioht  image  of  the  early  years 
When  glowed  my  cheek  as  red  as 
thou. 


THOMAS   MILLEB. — JOHN   KEBLE. 


Tlimi  hluslusl  rmm  tliri  miiiti>r'B  page, 

Kubnl  in  thr  miniii-  tilitu  i>f  nrl ; 
hiir  Kkliini'H  hsnU  in  yuiitli't  gtvvii  tge 
Willi  fsln-r  hunt  first  Iracnl  th«  oa  my 
hmrt. 

The  niorning'sUa«h,«hcniRileit  thine; 
Thr  tnoni'a  twiiit  brealh,  the  mve 

And  in  thy  look,  aij  Culumliinc  I 
Each  ruiiJ-r*aiember«U  spot  slis  bule  me 


t  ««  thf  hiU'i  Tar-guing  hrail, 

Wbcrrgiiy  ihou  uodilivt  in  thegnle; 

1  bru  tighl-ltoanding  foobtti^p  trriul 

Tlw'gnuiyiiiilli  that  AiniisaluiijjtliEViJe. 

I  hnr  llif  voii»  of  wooillind  cons 
BtiMik   from  eacli   biub  and  U'ell- 

And,  ou  liftht  [liiiions  borne  along, 
COmr*  tavli  tbff  bugh  hi)Ri  L-biUliuod'it 
bnm  of  glee, 

O'er  the  ibirk  rock  ^\^f  ilwbiiig  brook, 

Wlih  lunk  uf  anger,  tripe  igitin, 

And,  hiul>*iiiiig  to  pucb  llowery  nook, 

Iti  dtitatil  roioe  is  lirard  (>r  itovu  the 

,1... 


And  iiu«b«l  tbe  mofk.  of  tbnt  day, 
ICbrn  inf  n[n>  mingled  witli  the  btrear 
Irt'n  chime : 

Itui  III 

Shall  lire  when 
n<>it'. 
Anil,  rich   witb  mninory'*  twent  per- 

ai^l  pVr  iitt  gnvr  thy  tributp  incense 

Then  itult  tboD  lira  and  Rake  the 
gUe 
Tbat  trhaul  on  tby  nattvr  bill ; 
And  whi-n,  IhtwI  Howfirt  1  tliink  of 

IbH>, 
Us  Infant  fwt   will  aeem  to  SrcV   tbee 

rtUL 

IS 


THOMAS  MILLER. 

EVEKINO  SOMO. 

How  mnny  day™  with  miilr  nilirn 
Hare  gniii^  down  yon  niilrojilcn  >ky, 
And  Mill  it  look*  at  clrar  and  bine 
At  when  it  lirat  was  hung  on  bigh. 
Tli«  rolling  nun,  tbn  frowning  cluud 
That  draw  the  lightning  in  it*  mir. 
TliF  lhui»ler  imniiiitig  devp  and  loud, 
Harii  left  no  Fuot'tnark  thcr& 

The  i-illage-bells.  with  silver  chlma. 
Come  Boni'Ded  by  ibr  dinlaiil  abon>; 
Though  1  hare  b<-ard  thetn  nuny  *  time, 
Tbrv  nemr  rnng  k>  a«eet  hcforv. 
A  sQcnce  ntU  uiwn  the  bill, 
A  liateniiie  awe  pFrvailea  the  air; 
The  very  Howrn  »ir  ahut  and  atill. 
And  bowed  as  if  in  prayer. 

And  in  thin  hushrd  and  InrathlmacloM, 
O'er  earth  and  nir  Hnd  iikv  aiid  wa, 
A  itill  low  vo>,'C  in  Hi1i-n.'r  gim, 
Which  »|H-iika  alum-,  grral  IJoii,  ofilieh 
The  w!ii»[»!ririg  l«vi.K,  tht-  f.r-ofT  brt^k. 
Tlw  IFnuel'a  wiirble  fainter  gmwn. 
The  hivi'-bonnd  l-w.  the  building  rook,  — 
All  thew  tbeir  Maker  oin>. 

Sow  Nature  sinki  in  mft  rp|a)w. 
A  living  srmbUuce  of  tli*  RnVr; 
The  dew  alnU  noiiwIeB  on  iba  luv. 
The  bough*  have  nlmoal  rnuvil  to  ware ; 
Tlie  silent  akT,  lb'  ibie|diig  nrtli. 
TnT,  mouTilaUi,  alnqirn,  llii'  bumble  nod. 
All  tell  fninj  nboiii  tbrv  bad  tbeir  birtb. 
Auderj-,  ■■Ik-hold  a  (iuU;- 


JOHN  KEBLE. 

KORtnUQ. 
0,  TIVEI.T  ha|ipy,  tiinety  wiac. 
Hearts  that  Willi  rlMni'moni  nriK  I 
E\p»  that  t]ie  beam  erleolial  riiw. 


luakea  all  tblngo  nen  1 
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Through    sleep    and    darkness    safely 

brought, 
Restored  to  life  and  power  and  thought. 

New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray ; 
New  j)erils  past,  new  sins  foi^ven. 
New  thoughts  of  God,  new   hopes    of 
heaven. 

If,  on  our  daily  course,  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find. 
New  treastires  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

Old  friends,  old  scenes,  will  lovelier  be, 
As  more  of  Heaven  in  each  we  see ; 
Some  softening  gleam  of  love  and  prayer 
Shall  dawn  on  every  cross  and  care. 

As  for  some  dear  familiar  strain 
Untircd  we  ask,  and  a^k  again, 
Ever  in  its  melodious  store 
Finding  a  spell  unheard  before,  — 

Such  is  the  bliss  of  souls  serene, 

"When   they  have   sworn,  and  steadfast 

mean, 
Counting  tlie  cost,  in  all  to  espy 
Their  God,  in  all  themselves  aeny. 

0,  could  we  learn  that  sacrifice, 
"What  lights  would  all  around  us  rise ! 
How  would  our  hearts  with  wisdom  talk 
Along  life's  dullest,  dreariest  walk  I 

We  noed  not  bid,  for  cloistered  cell. 
Our  neighbor  and  our  work  farewell. 
Nor  strive  to  wind  ourselves  too  high 
For  sinful  man  beneath  the  sky. 

The  trivial  round,  the  common  task, 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask ; 
Room  to  d«Miy  ourselves ;  a  road 
To  bring  us,  daily,  nearer  God. 

Seek  we  no  more :  content  with  these, 
Let  present  rapture,  comfort,  ease, 
As  Heaven  shall  bid  them,  come  and  go ; 
The  secret  this  of  i-est  below. 

Only,  0  Lord,  in  thy  dear  love 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above ; 
And  help  us,  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray  I 


INWARD  MUSIC. 

There  are  in  this  lend  staniiiiig  tide 

Of  human  care  and  crime, 
With  whom  the  melodies  abide 

Of  the  everlasting  chime ; 
Who  carry  music  in  their  heart 
Through  dusky  lane  and  wrangling 
mart. 
Plying  their  daily  toil  with  busier  feet, 
Because  their  secret  soals  a  holy  strain 
repeat 


SIR  ROBERT  GRANT. 

[1814-  183&} 

O  SAVI0X7RI  WHOBE  KERCT. 

0  Saviour  I  whose  mercy,  severe  in  its 
kindness, 
Hath  chastened  my  vanderinga  and 
guided  my  way. 
Adored  be  the  power  that  illumined  my 
blindness. 
And  weaned  me  from  phantoms  that 
smiled  to  betray. 

Enchanted  with  all  that  was  dazzling 
and  fair, 
I  followed  the  rainbow,  I   caaght  at 
the  toy ; 
And   still   in   displeasure  thy  goodness 
was  there, 
Disapi>ointing  the  hope  and  defeating 
the  joy. 

The  blossom  blushed  bright,  but  a  worm 
was  below ; 
The  moonlight  shone  fair,  there  was 
blight  in  the  beam  ; 
Sweet  whis])ered  the  breeze,  but  it  whis- 
pered of  woe ; 
And  bitterness  flowed  in  the  soft-flow- 
ing stream. 

So  cured  of  my  folly,  yet  cured  but  in 
part, 
I  turned  to  the  refuge  thy  pity  dis- 
played ; 
And  still  did  this  eager  and  credulous 
heart 
Weave  visions  of  promise  that  bloomed 
but  to  fade. 


DEAN  OF  CANTBRBUBY.  —  BBTAK  WALLER  PROCTER.    179 


I  thought  that  the  course  of  the  pilgrim 
to  he*Teii 
Would  be  bright  as  the  summer  and 
fflad  as  the  mom : 
Thou  showedst  me  the  path ;  it  was  dark 
and  uneven, 
All  ru(omed  with  rock  and  all  tangled 
witk  thonik 

I  dreamed  of  celestial  rewards  and  re- 
nown, 
I  grasped  at  the  triumph  that  blesses 
the  brave ; 
I  asked  for  the  palm-branch,  the  robe, 
and  the  crown, 
I  asked,  and  thou  showedst  me  a  cross 
and  a  grave ! 

Subdued  and  instructed,  at  length  to  thy 
•        wiU 
Hy  hopes  and  my  wishes  I  freely  re- 
sign; 
O,  give  me  a  heart  that  can  wait  and  be 
still, 
Kor  know  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but 
thine. 

There  are  mansions  exempted  from  sin 
and  from  woe. 
But  they  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals 
untrod; 
There  are  rivers  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not 
below; 
There  is  rest,  but  'tis  found  in  the 
bosom  of  Qod. 


DEAN  OP  CANTERBUBY. 

ntUBT. 

I  KNOW  not  if  or  dark  or  bright 

Shall  be  my  lot; 
If  that  wherein  my  hopes  delight 

Be  best,  or  not. 

It  may  be  mine  to  drag  for  years 

Toil's  heavy  chain ; 
Or  day  and  night  mv  meat  be  tears 

On  bed  of  pain. 

Dear  laees  may  surround  my  hearth 
With  smiles  and  glee ; 

Or  I  mar  dwell  alone,  and  mirth 
Be  ttfuge  to  me* 


My  bark  is  wafted  to  the  strand 

By  breath  divine ; 
And  on  the  helm  there  rests  a  hand 

Other  than  mine. 

One  who  has  known  in  storms  to  sail 

1  have  on  board ; 
Above  the  raving  of  the  gale 

1  hear  my  Lord. 

He  holds  roe  when  the  billows  smite,  — 

I  shall  not  fall. 
If   sharp,  't    is   short ;   if  long,  't  is 
light,- 

He  tempera  alL 

Safe  to  the  land,  safe  to  the  land,  — 

The  end  is  this ; 
And  then  with  Him  go  hand  in  hand 

Far  into  bliss. 


BRYAN  WALLER  PROCTER 
(BARRY  CORNWALL). 

(1787- 1874.1 

A  PETITION  TO  TIME. 

Touch  us  gently,  Time ! 

Let  us  glide  adown  thy  stream 
Gently,  —  as  we  sometimes  glide 

Through  a  quiet  dream ! 
Humble  voyagers  are  we. 
Husband,  wife,  and  children  three, — 
(Oue  is  lost,  —  an  angel,  fled 
To  the  azure  overhead!) 

Touch  us  gently,  Time  ! 

We  've  not  proud  nor  soaring  wings; 
Our  ambition,  our  content. 

Lies  in  simple  things. 
Humble  voyagers  are  we. 
O'er  life's  dim,  unsounded  sea. 
Seeking  only  some  calm  clime; — 
Touch  us  gently,  gentle  Time ! 


A  PRATER  IK  SICKNESS. 

Send  down  thy  winged  angel,  God ! 

Amid  this  night  so  wild ; 
And  bid  him  come  where  now  we  watch. 

And  breathe  upon  our  child ! 
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She  lies  upon  her  pillow,  pale, 
And  moans  within  her  sleep. 

Or  wakeneth  with  a  ])atient  smile, 
And  striveth  not  to  weep. 

How  gentle  and  how  good  a  child 
She  in,  we  know  too  well, 

And  dearer  to  her  {Mirents'  hearts 
Than  our  weak  words  can  telL 


We  love, — we  watch  throughout  the  night 

To  aid,  when  need  may  be ; 
We  ho^M*,  —  and  have  despaired,  at  times, 

But  now  we  turn  to  thee  I 


Send  down  thy  sweet-soul ed  angel,  God ! 

Amid  the  darkness  wild. 
And  bid  him  soothe  our  souls  to-night. 

And  heal  our  gentle  child ! 


RICHARD   MONCKTON   MILNES 
(LORD  nOUGHTOS). 

THE  BROOKSIDE. 

I  WANDKRED  by  the  brookside, 

I  wamlered  by  the  mill ; 

I  could  not  hear  the  brook  flow, — 

The  noisy  wheel  was  still ; 

There  was  no  burr  of  grasshopper. 

No  chirp  of  any  bird. 

But  the  lH*ating  of  my  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

I  sat  beneath  the  elm-tree ; 

I  watched  the  long,  long  fiha<le. 

And,  as  it  grew  still  longer, 

I  (lid  not  feel  afraid ; 

For  I  listened  for  a  footfall, 

I  listeui'tl  for  a  word,  — 

But  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 

Was  all  the  sound  I  lieard. 

He  came  not, — no,  he  came  not, — 
The  ni«(ht  came  on  alone,  — 
The  little  sUws  sJit  one  by  one. 
Each  on  bis  golden  throne ; 
The  evening  wind  passed  by  my  cheek. 
The  leaves  above  were  stirred,  — 
B\it  the  Ix'uting  of  my  own  heart 
AVas  all  the  sound  1  heard. 


Fast  silent  tears  were  flowing. 
When  something  stood  behind ; 
A  hand  was  on  ray  shoulder,  — 
I  knew  its  touch  was  kind : 
It  drew  me  nearer, — nean*r, — 
We  did  not  speak  one  word. 
For  the  beating  of  our  own  hearts 
Was  all  the  sound  we  beard. 


THE  MEN  OF  OLD. 

I  KNOW  not  that  the  men  of  old 

Were  better  than  men  now. 
Of  heart  more  kind,  of  hand  more  bold, 

Of  more  ingenuous  brow : 
I  heed  not  those  who  pine  for  force 

A  ghost  of  time  to  raise. 
As  if  they  thus  could  check  the  coarse 

Of  these  appointed  days. 

Still  is  it  true  and  over-true, 

That  I  delight  to  done 
This  book  of  life  self-wise  and  new, 

And  let  my  thoughts  repose 
On  all  that  humble  happiness 

The  world  has  since  foregone,  — 
The  tlaylight  of  contentedness 

That  on  those  faces  shone  ! 

With   rights,    though    not    too    closely 
scanned. 

Enjoyed  as  far  as  known,  — 
With  will,  by  no  i-everse  unmanned, — 

With  pulse  of  even  tone,  — 
They  from  to-day  and  from  to-night 

Ex|)ectpd  nothing  more 
Than  vesterday  and  yest4*might 

Had  proffered  them  before. 

To  them  was  life  a  simple  art 

Of  duties  to  be  done, 
A  game  where  each  man  took  his  part, 

A  race  where  all  must  run  ; 
A  battle  whose  great  scheme  and  scope 

They  little  care<l  to  know. 
Content,  as  men-at-anns,  to  cope 

Each  with  his  fronting  foe. 

Man  now  his  virtue's  diadem 
Puts  on,  and  proudly  wears,  — 

Great  thoughts,  great  feelings,  came  to 
them, 
Like  instincts  unawares; 

Blending  their  souls*  sublimest  needs 
With  tasks  of  every  day, 


A  mui'B  lirst  thingH  »n:  t 


min  an^  ne 

It  in  thf  rlJNUIlt  mill  rlir.iilil 

Tlint  w<>  aiS-  airk  to  giviit'. 
For  Howpn  Uut   graw  our  hiuids  be- 
nnlb 

W»  fctniggle  •nd  itcpire,  — 
Our  liFula  luutt  die,  except  they  breaUie 

The  uir  ur  fnnb  ttxnire. 

But,  liruthers,  who  up  rvason'a  bill 

Ailvdiicv  witli  lioiwrul  ritinr, — 
O,  loiter  not,  tboae  liciglitji  an  chill. 

At  cbiti  tm  tbrjr  an-  uUnr; 
Anil  nil!  mtmiu  voiir  hitoghty  giue 

Th«  loftirr  thitt  ye  ga. 
BrrurnihrritiK  i!istuiiL-u  liutves  a  haze 

"u  all  lh»l  lin>  Iwlow. 


THE  PALM  AND  THK  nNE. 

Bekeatr  m  Indian  palm  a  girl 

Of  other  blood  rppoirs ; 
Her  I'-hret  h  clnir  and  pale  as  pearl. 

Amid  UiM  wild  of  rosea. 


Awaits  the  inipatietit  hound. 

Cool  fiTowa  the  aiek  and  feverish  cnltn, 
Rrlaxed  the  frotty  twiiiP.— 

The  pinr-tr«  drmmeth  of  the  palm. 
The  p«hn-tree  of  the  pine. 

Aa  KKXi  rihall  nature  interlnw 
ThoM-  dtmly  vjaloned  l>ouKh^ 

A*  Ihrar  roung  Invvni  {fu-e  to  face 
Bennr  their  early  tows  ! 


MART  HOWITT. 


E  maua 


IL 

^^M      Thronch  aan  and  atormy  weather, 
^^BSb'  k''pt  npon  tlir'  hrnoinv  hilla 
^^H     Her  fath«r'»  Hix-k  together. 


Sixteen  summers  lind  slie  wen, 
A  roaebud  jnal  niiqenlingi 

Without  sorrow,  without  ftnr, 
lu  her  mouTitain  ahealiug. 


She  bad  l«ir  as  deeply  blaufc 
As  the  cluud  of  Itiniider ; 

She  had  bimrs  so  beaiitiful, 
Aud  dark  ey«  ftaabiiig  under. 


ShK  was  aittinf;  'mong  the  enga. 
Wild  nnd  niomed  and  Iiobt^; 

fii'ading  in  an  ani'ient  hook 
Some  old  uartyr  atory. 

Tea™  were  iitartin(;  to  her  eyes. 
Solemn  tliunicht  noB  o'er  her ; 

When  alie  saw  in  that  lonii  plnoe 
A  atmnger  stand  befon:  her. 

CriniHin  was  her  aunnv  ebeelt. 

And  her  Iip»  seenieif  moving 
With  the  besting*  of  her  Ijenrt; — 

tlow  could  I  help  loviugl 

On  n  crag  I  aat  me  don  n, 
l^inn  the  mountain  huary, 

And  made  her  nad  ajcain  to  me 
That  old  pathetic  story. 


Then  ihe  aang  nie 

Till  Ihe  air  was  ringins 
With  her  clear  and  warding  vuic«. 

Like  a  skylark  singing. 

And  when  evo  mme  on  at  length, 
Amonfi  the  blooming  heather. 

AVe  henled  an  the  monutajn-sida 
Her  father's  Hock  together. 

And  near  unto  her  fnther'a  hauv 
I  said  "Ownl  night ;"  with  aonow. 

And  inlv  wished  that  I  might  «y, 
"We^ll  meet  again  lo-niorrow. 
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"Among  a  thoasand  maids,"  I  cried, 
"There  is  not  sach  another!" 

I  wandered  to  my  schokr's  home, 
It  lonesome  looked  and  dreary ; 

1  took  my  books,  bnt  could  not  read, 
Methought  that  1  was  weary. 

I  laid  me  down  upon  my  bed. 
My  heart  with  sadness  laden ; 

I  dreamed  but  of  the  mountain  wold, 
And  of  the  mountain  maiden. 

I  saw  her  of  the  ancient  book 

The  pages  turning  slowlv ; 
I  saw  her  lovely  crimson  cheek. 

And  dark  eye  drooping  lowly. 

The  dream  was  like  the  day*s  delight, 
A  life  of  pain's  o'erjtayment : 

I  rose,  and  with  unwonted  care, 
Put  on  my  Sablmth  raiment. 

To  none  I  told  my  secret  thoughts. 

Not  even  to  my  mother, 
Nor  to  the  friend  wlio,  from  my  youth, 

Was  dear  as  is  a  brother. 

I  got  me  to  tlie  hills  again ; 

The  little  llo<;k  was  feeding: 
And  there  youn^  Tibbie  Inglis  sat, 

But  not  the  old  book  reading. 

She  sat  as  if  absorbing  thought 
With  heavy  sj>ell.s  had  bound  her, 

As  Hilent  as  the  mossy  crags 
Uix>n  the  mountains  round  her. 

I  thought  not  of  my  Sabbath  dress ; 

I  thought  not  of  my  learning : 
I  thought  but  of  the  gentle  maid 

Who,  I  believed,  was  mourning. 

Bonny  Tibbie  Inglis ! 

How  her  beauty  brightened. 
Looking  at  me,  half  abashed, 

With  eyes  that  tlamed  and  lightened! 

There  was  no  sorrow,  then  I  saw. 
There  was  no  thought  of  sadness : 

0  life  !  what  after-joy  hast  thou 
Like  love's  first  certain  gladness? 

1  sat  me  down  among  the  crags, 

\J\x)n  the  mountain  hoary ; 
But  read  not  then  the  ancient  book,— 
Love  was  our  pleasant  story. 


And  then  she  sang  roe  songs  again. 
Old  songs  of  love  and  sorrow ; 

For  our  sufficient  happiness 
Great  charm  from  woe  could  borrow. 

And  many  hours  we  talked  in  joy. 
Yet  too  much  blessed  for  laughter : 

I  was  a  happy  man  that  day. 
And  happy  ever  after  I 


WILLIAM  HOWITT. 

THE  DEFARTUBB  OF  THE  SWALLOW. 

And  is  the  swallow  gone? 

Who  beheld  it? 

Which  wa^  sailed  it? 
Farewell  bade  it  none  ? 

No  mortal  saw  it  go ; — 

But  who  doth  hear 

its  summer  cheer 
As  it  flitteth  to  and  fro  ? 

So  the  freed  spirit  flies  1 

From  its  surrounding  clay 
It  steals  away 

Like  the  swallow  from  the  skies. 

Whither?  wherefore  doth  it  go? 

'T  is  all  unknown ; 

W^e  feel  alone 
That  a  void  is  left  below. 


WILLIAM  LAIDLAW. 
[1780-1845.] 

LUCY'S  FLITTDr. 

*T  WAS  when  the  wan  leaf  frae  the  birk- 

tree  was  fa'in, 
And  Mailiumas  dowie  had  wound  up 

the  vear, 
That  Lucy  rowed  up  her  wee  kist  wi'  her 

a'  m  't, 
And  left  her  auld  maister  and  neibours 

sae  dear: 
For  Lucy  had  served  i'  the  glen  a'  the 

simmer ; 
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TilF  DEPARTURB  OF  TUB  SWALiiOi 
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She  cMti  tliere  afon  the  bloom  cam  on 

An  orplwn  wkn  sbt,  uiil  Ihey  hkd  been 
KUile  till  hpT, 
Snre  tlmt   ww  Ihu  thing  brocht  the 
tpar  to  brr  ee. 

She  gacil  by  the  »Uble  where  JiUDle  wu 

Bicbt  uir  wu   hii  kiud  heart    her 
tlittin'  to  ate. 
"F«rH  ye  wnel,  Lury!"  quo'  Jui]ie,uid 


The  gRtlivc 


■  triukled  fast  friv 


Jkt  down  the  Inimaidc  she  gaed  ilow  yd 

her  iliitjn', 
"  Fare  ye  ireel,  Luey  1 "  wi»«  ilka  bitil'i 
nng: 
She  heard  the  nrmw  laym  't,  high  oa  thi 

And  llif  roliin  wu  uhirpin  "t  the  browni 
leaves  aniang. 

"O,  what  xs't  that  pitumy  puir  hemt  ii 

And  what  gara  the  teara  come  sac  fas 


'      The  hare  Mkn  tbe  brake  and  the  braird 

OD  the  lea ; 

But  Luey  likeit  Jamie;— she  turned  and 

she  look  it, 

She  Ihofht  tlie  dear  plaM   ihc  > 

Ah,  weel  may  young  Jamie  gang  duKie 

anil  cheerlefu '. 
And  weel  may  he  greet  on  Ihe  bitnk  o' 

the  hum ; 
For  bonnie  Bweet  Luey,  we  gentle  and 

Lies  eauld  in  hergmre,  and  will  never 
rntoml 


FN  KNOWN. 

SUHHXR  DATS. 


1  'm  just   like  a  lammie  that  loaes  il 
niilher; 
I!*e  inilhxr  or  Triend  the  puir  laninii 


"Wi'  ib(  nsl  0*  my  elaea  I  hae  rowed  up 
the  riblmn. 
The  Uinuin  blue  ribbun  that  Jamie  gne 

Teslimi,  nhrn  h'  aae  mo  't,  and  saw  I 
i>  ubLin'. 

rtr  forget  the  war  blink  o' his  ee. 
Thongb  now  he  nid  naething  but  'Fare 
ye  wvel,  I.ucy!' 
nuule  me   I   neither  could  speak, 

nair  but  just,  '  Faro  ye 


Ih  sununer,  when  the  days  were  long. 
We  walked  together  in  the  woo<l ; 

Ourhenrtwuilight.our>trpwahirtroug 
Sweet  fluttering*  were  in  our  btonl. 

In  siuamer,  when  the  days  weiu  long. 

We  atnyed  from   morn  till  evening 

Wo    gathered    flowets,    and   wove    na 

Wu  walked  mid  poppies  red  as  flame, 
Or  sat  unoB  the  vbIIow  dowm; 
And  slvcHyg  wishtd  our  life  the  sune. 

In  summer,  when  the  daj-a  were  long, 
,    We   \vapetl    tbe  hedge-row,  croswd    the 

And  still  her  Toiee  flowed  forth  in  song. 
Or  elM  she  read  some  gtaoTul  lawk, 
lu  snmtiier,  when  the  days  were  lung. 

And  then  we  <at  beneath  the  trres. 
With  (hadowi  lesAFuing  in  the  noon ; 

And  in  the  sunlight  and  the  Ltvcta 
We  fratted,  many  a  gorftraus  June, 

While   larks   were   singing   o'er   the 


In  summer,  when  the  days  were  long. 
On  dainty  I'hickea,  snow- while  bread. 

We  feastnl,  with  no  grace  but  viDg; 
Ws  plucked  wild  slrawberriea,  ripe  and 

In  summer,  when  the  days  were  long. 
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We  found  a  heaven  In  every  spot ; 
Saw  angels,  too,  in  all  good  men  ; 
And  dreamed  of  God  in  grove  and  grot. 

In  summer,  when  the  days  are  long. 
Alone  I  wander,  muse  alone. 

I  see  her  not ;  but  that  old  song 
Under  the  fragrant  wind  is  blown, 

In  sununer,  when  the  days  are  long. 

Alone  I  wander  in  the  wood : 
But  one  fair  spirit  hears  my  sighs ; 

And  half  I  see,  so  glad  and  good. 
The  honest  daylight  of  her  eyes. 

That  charmed  me  under  earlier  skies. 

In  summer,  when  the  days  are  long, 
I  love  her  as  we  loved  of  old. 

My  heart  is  light,  my  step  is  strong ; 
For  love  brings   back  those  hours  of 
gold. 

In  summer,  when  the  days  are  long. 


TRANCES  BROWNE. 

LOSSES. 

Upoy  the  white  Rea-sand 
There  sat  a  pilgrim  band. 
Telling  the  losses  that  their  lives  had 
known ; 
While  evenin<j  waned  away 
From  breezy  cliff  and  bay. 
And  the  strong  tides  went  out  with  weary 
moan. 

One  spake,  with  quivering  lip, 
Of  a  fair  freightetl  ship, 
With  all  his  household  to  the  deep  gone 
down ; 
But  one  had  wilder  woe,  — 
For  a  fair  face,  long  ago 
Lost  in  the   darker  depths  of  a  great 
town. 

There   were  who   mourned  their 

youth 
With  a  most  loving  ruth. 
For  its  brave  liopes  and  memories  ever 
green ; 
And  one  uponjthe  we^st 
Tumed  an  eye  that  would  not  rest, 
For  far-off  hills  whereon  its  joys  had 
been. 


Some  talked  of  vanished  gold. 
Some  of  proud  honors  told. 
Some  spake  of  friends  that  were  their 
tnist  no  more ; 
And  one  of  a  gi*een  grave. 
Beside  a  fotvign  wave. 
That   made  him  sit  so  lonely  on  the 
shore. 

But  when  their  tales  were  done, 
There  spake  among  them  one, 

A  stranger,  seeming  from  all  sorrow  free: 
*'Sad  losses  have  ye  met. 
But  mine  is  heavier  yet ; 

For  a  believing  heart  hath  gone  from 
me." 

"Alas!"  these  pilgrims  said, 

"For  the  living  and  the  dead,— 
For  fortune's  cruelty,  for  love's  suif  cross, 

For  the  wrecks  of  land  and  sea ! 

But,  however  it  came  to  thee. 
Thine,  stranger,  is  life's  last  and  heaviest 
loss." 


ROBERT  NICOLL. 
[1814-1837.] 

WE  ARE  BRETHREN  A'. 

A  HAPPY  bit  hanie  this  auld  world  would 

bt% 
If  men,  when  tliey 're  here,  could  make 

shift  to  aijree, 
An'  ilk  said  to  his  neighbor,  in  cottage 

an   ha , 
"Come,  gi'e   me    your   hand, — we  are 

brethren  a'." 

I  ken  na  wliy  anc  wi'  anither  should  fight, 
When  to  'gree  would  make  ae  body  oosie 

an'  right. 
When  man  meets  wi'  man,  't  is  the  best 

way  ava, 
To  say,  "Gi'e  me  your  hand, — we  are 

brethren  a*." 

My  coat  is  a  coarse  ane,  an'  yours  may 
be  fine, 

And  I  maun  drink  water,  while  you  may 
drink  wine ; 

But  we  baith  ha'e  a  leal  heart,  unspotted 
to  shaw : 

Sae  gi'e  me  your  hand,  —  we  are  breth- 
ren a*. 


BICHARD  H.  DANA. 
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The  knave  ye  would  scorn,  the  unfaithfu* 
deride ; 

Ye  would  stand  like  a  rock,  wi*  the  truth 
on  your  side ; 

Sae  would  I,  an'  naught  else  would  I 
value  a  straw : 

Then  gi'e  nie  your  hand,  —  we  are  breth- 
ren a*. 

Ye  would  scorn  to  do  fausely  by  woman 
or  man ; 

I  hand  by  the  right  aye,  as  weel  as  I  can ; 

We  are  ane  in  our  joys,  our  affections, 
an'  a' : 

Conic,  gi'e  me  your  hand,  — we  are  breth- 
ren a'. 

Your  mother  has  lo'ed  you  as  mithers  can 
lo'e ; 

An'  mine  has  done  for  me  what  mithers 
can  tlo ; 

We  are  ane  high  an'  laigh,  an'  we 
shouldna  be  twa : 

Sae  gi'e  me  your  hand,  —  we  are  breth- 
ren a*. 

We  love  the  same  simmer  day,  sunny 
and  fair; 

Hame !  0,  how  we  love  it,  an'  a'  that  are 
there  1 

Frae  the  pure  air  of  heaven  the  same  life 
we  draw  : 

Come,  gi'e  me  your  hand,  —  we  are  breth- 
ren a'. 

Frail  shakin'  anld  age  will  soon  come 
o'er  us  baith. 

An'  creeping  alang  at  his  back  will  be 
death ; 

Syne  into  the  same  mither-yird  we  will 
fa': 

Come,  gi'e  me  your  hand,  — we  are  breth- 
ren a'. 


RICHARD  H.  DANA. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

(From  "Thk  BrccAMSKm,"  pablithed  in  1827.) 
THE  KLAKD. 

The  island  lies  nine  leagues  away. 

Along  its  solitary  shore, 
Of  ^raggy  rock  and  sandy  bay, 

No  sound  but  ocean's  roar, 


Save,  where  the  bold,  wild  sea-bird  makes 

her  home. 
Her    shrill    cry    coming    through    the 

sparkling  foam. 

But  when  the  light  winds  lie  at  rest, 

And  on  the  glassy,  heaving  sea 
The  black  duck,  with  her  glossy  breast, 
Sits  swinging  silently ; 
How  beautiful !  no  ripples  break  the  reach. 
And  silvery  waves  go  noiseless  up  the 
beach. 

And  inland  rests  the  green,  warm  dell ; 
I         The  brook  comes  tinkling  down  its 
side; 
From  out  the  trees  the  Sabbath  bell 
Rings  cheerful,  far  and  wide. 
Mingling  its  sound  with  bleatings  of  the 

flocks, 
That  feed  about  the  vale  among  the  rocks. 

Nor  holy  bell  nor  pastoral  bleat 

In  former  davs  within  the  vale ; 
Flap])ed  in  the  liay  the  pirate's  sheet ; 
Curses  were  on  the  gale ; 
Rich  goo<ls  lay  on  the  sand,  and  murdered 

men; 
Pirate  and  wrecker  kept  their  revels  then. 

But  calm,  low  voices,  words  of  grace, 

Now  slowly  fall  upon  the  ear; 
A  quiet  look  is  in  each  face, 
Subtlued  and  holv  fear : 
Each  motion  gentle ;  all  is  kindly  done ; — 
Come,  listen,  how  from  crime  this  isle 
was  won. 


THE  FIRATK. 

Twelve  years  are  gone  since  Matthew. 
Lee 
Held  in  this  isle  unquestioned  sway ; 
A  dark,  low,  brawny  man  was  he; 
His  law,  —  **It  is  my  way." 
Beneath  his  thick-set  brows  a  sharp  light 

broke 
From  small  gray  eyes ;  his  laugh  a  triumph 
spoke. 

Cruel  of  heart  and  stronc  of  arm, 

Loud  in  his  sport  an«l  Keen  for  spoil. 
He  little  n'ckeJ  of  gootl  or  harm. 
Fierce  both  in  mirth  anil  toil; 
Yet  like  a  dog  o^uld  fawn,  if  need  there 

were  ; 
Speak  mildly,  when  he  would,  or  look  in 
fear. 
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Amid  the  uproar  of  the  stonn, 
And  by  the  lightning's  sharp,  red 
glart?. 
Were  seen  Lee's  face  and  sturdy  form ; 
His  axe  glanced  quick  in  air : 
Whose  corpse  at  mom  is  floating  in  the 

sedge? 
There 's  blood  and  hair,  Mat,  on  thy  axe*8 
edge. 

THE  SPECTRE  HORSE. 

He  's  now  upon  the  spectre's  back, 

With  rein  of  silk  and  curb  of  gold. 
'Tis  fearful  speed! — the  nnn  is  slack 
Within  his  senseless  hold ; 
Upborne  by  an  unseen  power,  he  onward 

rides. 
Yet  touches  not  the  shadow  •beast  he 
strides. 

He  goes  with  speed ;  he  goes  with  dread  I 
And  now  they're  on  the  hanging 
steep! 
And,  now !  the  living  and  the  dead, 
They  'II  make  tlie  iiorrid  leap! 
The  horse  stops  short;  —  his  feet  are  on 

the  verge. 
He  stands,  like  marble,  high  above  the 
surge. 

And,  nigh,  the  tall  ship  yet  bums  on, 
With  red,  hot  spura,  and  crackling 
flame. 
From  hull  to  gallant,  nothing 's  gone. 
She  burns,  and  yet 's  the  same ! 
Her  hot,  red   flame   is   beating,  all  the 

night. 
On  man  nnd  horse,  in  their  cold,  phos- 
phor light. 

Through  that  cold  light  the  fearful  man 

Sits  looking  on  the  burning  ship. 
He  ne'er  again  will  curse  and  ban. 
How  fast  he  moves  the  lip ! 
And  yet  he  does  not  sjieak,  or  make  a 

sound ! 
What  s(fe  you,  Lee?  the  bodies  of  the 
drowned  ? 

**  I  look  where  mortal  man  may  not,  — 

Into  the  chambers  of  the  deep. 
I  see  the  dead,  long,  long  forgot ; 
I  see  them  in  their  sleep. 
A  dreadful  power  is  mine,  which  none 

can  know 
Save  he  who  leagues  his  soul  with  death 
and  woe.'* 


Thou  mild,  sad  mother, — waningmooiiy 

Thy  last,  low,  melancholy  ray 
Shines  toward  bim.     Quit  him  not  so 
soon! 
Mother,  in  mercy,  stay ! 
Despair  and  death  are  with  him;  and 

canst  thou. 
With  that  kind,  earthward  look,  go  leave 
him  now  ? 

O,  thou  wast  bom  for  things  of  love ; 

Making  more  lovely  in  thy  shine 
Whate'er  thou  look'st  on.    Stars  above. 
In  that  soft  light  of  thine. 
Bum  softer ;  earth,  in  silvery  veil,  seems 

heaven. 
Thou'rt  going  down!  —  hast  left  him 
unioi^ven  1 

The  far,  low  west  is  bright  no  more. 

How  still  it  is !  No  sound  is  heard 
At  sea,  or  all  along  the  shore, 
But  cry  of  passing  bird. 
Thou  living  thing,  — anddar'st  thou  come 

so  near 
These  wild  and  ghastly  shapes  of  death 
and  fear? 

Now  longthat  thick,  red  light  has  shone 
On  stern,  dark  rocks,  and  deep,  still- 
hay. 
On  man  and  horse,  that  seem  of  stone. 
So  motionless  are  they. 
But  now  its  lurid  fire  less  fiercely  bums : 
The  night  is  going,  —  faint,  gray  dawn 
returns. 

That  spectre-steed  now  slowly  pales. 

Now  changes  like  the  moonlit  cloud ; 
That  cold,  thin  light  now  slowly  fails. 
Which  wrap^ied  them  like  a  shroud. 
Both  ship  and  horse  are  fading  into  air. 
Lost,  mazed,  alone,  —  see,  Lee  is  stand- 
ing there ! 

The  morning  air  blows  fi*esh  on  him ; 

The  waves  dance  gladly  in  his  sight : 
The   sea-birds   call,   and    wheel,  and 
skim,  — 
O  blessed  morning  light ! 
He  doth  not  hear  their  joyous  call ;  he 

sees 
No  beauty  in  the  wave,   nor  feels  the 
breeze. 
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WILLIAM   CCLLEN   BliYAST. 


WILLIAM  CULLES  BRYANT. 

TO  A  WATERFOWL. 

WiimiKR.  mMst  renins  d"w, 
Wbile  glon-  thv  limvaoi  with  the  loM 

ilf  fH  of  Jay, 
Fsr,  thrnufih  their  my  depth*,  da«t  thou 

Thy  solitary  Tiyt 

Vniiily  tUs  fnwli-rV  fVe 
Might  iiiHrk  tliy  Uiiilatil  (light  to  do  thee 


Si-rk'at  thou  the  p]tain  brink 
Of  iviwly  Inkr,  or  mnrrn  of  river  wiije, 
Or  where  tliu  rocking  billowi  riwuid  sink 

On  the  cbofctl  ocwa  liile  t 


All  iliijr  Ifay  wingx  bare  fhnneil, 
At  that  far  height,  the  cohl,  tliin  atmos- 
phere: 
Tet  *tno|ini>t,  weary,  bithe  weleome  land, 

Tbiiu|^  the  dark  night  is  neu. 

And-. 


And  *i<fBiii   among   Ihy  Tellows;  reeds 
■hall  Ixiid 
Soun  o'er  llij  sheltered  ncsL 

Thoti  'rt  gon«,  thn  thffa  oT  heavm 
Hath  miallowcd  up  ihy  torm ;  yet  iiii  my 

Dcrply  hitb  wink  tht  IrsKQ  thou  hwt 
given. 
And  ah>U  nut  toon  depsrt : 


He  who.  rrom  mnr  tn  xonc. 
Guidta  Ihtough   thi'  butindltas  skr  thy 

crruin  flitlht, 
la  thr  hmg  H«y  that  I  inii"!  trend alono, 

WUJ  Wd  ujr  iti^  aright. 


To  him  who  in  the  lov*  of  Xnlure  ha)i)« 
Communion  with  her  vu>iblu  TormB,  she 

A  T«rioii»  langutge ;  for  his  payer  hour* 
Slu!  hi<»  •  voiw!  uf  gladness,  and  •  smile 
And  eloi|nt-ni'E  of  beauty;  aud  she  Elides 
Into  his  darker  muai tip  with  a  - 
And  gentle  lyinlvth?  thrt  *  ' 
Their  shorpnt^ss  ere  he  is  a< 

tlioiishls 

or  the  list  hitler  Iraur  ronie  LIki  b  blight 
Over  thy  «piril.  ami  kmI  imnges 
or  the  "trn  oKony.  and  Bhroml,  and  pal). 
And  breulhlem  darkness,  sud  the  narrow 

Make  theu  to  shudder  and  grow  sick  at 

Go  forth  under  Die  i)|ien  i>kv,  and  list 
To  Nalum's  tnehings,  wfiili  froin  all 

around — 
Earth,  anil  her  waten,  and  tlie  deptli*  of 

C«mn  a  still  Toice,  —Yet  a  fiiw  days, and 

thee 
Tlie  atl-beholding  ann  shall  see  no  mnt« 
1u  all  hiH  course;  nor  ytt  in  the  eoM 

Where  ihy  pole  form  was  laid  with  many 

trim. 
Nor  in  tJie  enihrare  of  orean.  •hall  <'ti»t 
TliTimngB.     Eurlh,  thai  mmrishrd  th>i>, 

iJiall  elnim 
Thy  growth,  to  Wresolveillo  earth  again. 
And,  lust  eaiJi  huinan  inure,  nirrvtuiEiing 

up 
Thine  individual  Iwiiifb  shalt  tiion  go 
To  mix  loTvver  with  Ih*  •dmwnla; 
Tu  l»  a  brother  to  tlw  inarnsild*  rvek. 
And  U>  the  aluggish  dwl  wliivh  ihn  ruds 

Tnms  with  his  aliare  and  treada  njioti. 

Theonk 
Shall  send  his  mots  abroatl,  and  pierco 

thy  mould. 
Vi't  Dot  til  Ihili<>  eternal  n»ting-pUre 
Shall  lliua   n-tire   slun^~UDr   couldkC 

lh'>u  wisli 
Couch  mure  magniliiirnt.     Thou  ahalt  lie 

With  pnlrinrrhs  of  the  infant  world.  — 

witli  kinoi, 
Tlie  ponerful  of  the  earth,  — tlic  iiat. 

Fair  fomiB,  and  hosrj  Eren  of  ocr*  |«9t. 
All  in  ODC  might;  aepilchn. — Tbchill^ 
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Rock-ribbed,  and  ancient  as  the  sun ;  the 

vales 
Stretching    in    pensive    quietness   be- 
tween ; 
The  venerable  woods ;  rivers  that  move 
In  majesty,  and  the  complaining  brooks 
Tliat  make  the   meadows  green;  and, 

poured  round  all, 
Old  ocean's  gray  and  melancholy  waste,  — 
Are  but  the  solemn  decorations  all 
Of  the  great  tomb  of  man.     The  golden 

sun. 
The   planets,  all  the   infinite   host  of 

heaven. 
Are  shining  on  the  sad  abodes  of  death 
Through  the  still  lapse  of  ages.    All  that 

tread 
The  globe  are  but  a  handful  to  the  tribes 
That  slumber  in  its  boiiom.     Take  the 

wings 
Of  morning,  and  the  Barcan  desert  pierce. 
Or  lose  thyself  in  the  continuous  woods 
Where  rolls  the  Oregon,  and  hears  no 

sound 
Save  his  own  dashings,  — yet  the  dead  are 

there  ! 
And  millions  in  those  solitudes,  since 

first 
The  flight  of  years  began,  have  laid  them 

down 
In  their  last  sleep,  — the  dead  reign  there 

alone ! 
So  shalt  thou  rest, — and  what  if  thou 

Shalt  fall 
Unnoticed  by  the  living,  and  no  friend 
Take  note  of  thy  departure?    All  that 

breathe 
"Will  shai-e  thy  destiny.     The  gay  will 

laugh 
When  thou  art  gone,  the  solemn  broo<l 

of  care 
Plod  on,  and  each  one,  as  before,  will 

chase 
His  favorite  phantom  ;  yet  all  these  shall 

leave 
Their  mirth  and  their  employments,  and 

shall  come 
And  make  their  bed  with  thee.     As  the 

long  train 
Of  ages  glide  away,  the  sons  of  men  — 
The  youtli  in  life's  green  spring,  and  he 

who  goes 
In  the  full  strength  of  years,  matron  and 

maid, 
The  bowpd  with  age,  the  infant  in  the 

smiles 
And  beauty  of  its  innocent  age  cut  off — 


Shall  one  by  one  be  gathered  to  thy 

side 
By  those  who  in  their  turn  shall  follow 

them. 
So  live,  that  when  thy  snmmons  comes 

to  join 
The  innumerable  caravan  that  moves 
To  the  pale  realms  of  shade,  where  each 

shall  take 
His   chamber   in    the    silent    halls   of 

death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry-slave  at 

night, 
Scoui^ged  to  his  dungeon,  but,  sustained 

and  soothed 
By  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy 

grave 
Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his 

couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant 

dreams. 


THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWERS. 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  sad- 

dest  of  the  year, 
Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and 

meadows  broWn  and  sere. 
Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the 

withered  leaves  lie  dead ; 
They  rustle  to  the  ed<lying  gust,  and  to 

the  rabbit's  tread. 
The  robin  and  the  wivn  are  flown,  and 

from  the  slirubs  the  jay  ; 
And  from  the  woo<l-top   calls  the  crow 

through  all  the  gloomy  day. 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young 
flowers,  that  lately  sprang  and 
stood, 

In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beau- 
teous sisterhood  ? 

Alas !  they  all  are  in  their  graves  ;  the 
gentle  mce  of  flowers 

Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the 
fair  and  good  of  ours. 

The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie;  but 
the  cold  November  rain 

Calls  not  from  out  the  gloomy  earth  the 
lovely  ones  again. 

The  wind-flower  and  the  violet,  they  per- 
ished long  ago ; 

And  the  brier-rose  and  the  orchis  died 
amid  the  summer  glow ; 


TmXUM  CUUEK  BRYANT. 


Bnt  on  tb«  hill  tlie  goMrn-roJ,  ati<t  th« 

utrr  in  tb»  wood. 
And  the  yrnttw  wnflowrr  liy  tho  hrook 

in  niitumn  heniity  staid. 
Till  teU  the  troet  from  the  clnr,  cold 

hnivnn,   as   fiilla   the  (lUgue  oD 


And  now,  vchra  conKttbe  calm,  mild  day, 

M  «till  such  dayH  nil)  come. 
To  call  th*  w|Dlrrt>l  and  the  beo  from  out 

their  niotar  hoio»i 
WhenllieaoundordroppingnaUiaheard, 

ihoagh  ill  the  tr«e8  are  still, 
Andtwinklp  in  the  imokylight  the  water* 

of  the  rill,  - 
Tho  »(mth-wind  »«iro1ie»  for  the  flowers 

whcH'  fracrance  Inli-  he  borv. 
And  aigh*  to  HimI  thitn  in  the  nood  and 

hj  Uie  Mream  no  tnore. 

And  then  I  think  ofonewhnin  her  youth- 
ful Icanly  ditd. 

The  fair,  tnwk  tdomom  that  grew  up  and 
faded  by  my  sidtr: 

In  IIm  colli,  luoist  earth  we  laid  h<r  when 
the  foreat  mhI  the  leaf, 

And  we  wrpt  that  One  ao  lovely  ahould 
hivo  a  life  10  brief; 

Yet  Dot  <innie«t  it  was  tliat  one,  like  that 
younc  friend  of  unra. 

So  gonlk  nnd  n  bnutiful,  should  perish 
with  the  flowCTs. 


TO  THE  FRDJOED  OKNTIAW. 


Is  the  kern  and  froaty  night,  — 

Thou  ™m™t  ntt  when  violrti  Imn 
nw  wandering  hnHiksandapHngsouaeca, 
{'r  --olumliiiM'a,  in  purple  dmil, 
Slid  OCT  thir  gniand-hird's  hidden  neat. 

Tboa  «ail>^  late,  and  com'al  alone, 
When  woudtareliarv,  indbirdanre  Hown, 
And  froirt*  and  ihortening  daya  portend 
The  igod  year  la  nnt  Its  end. 


I  would  that  thna,  when  I  shall  lee 
The  hour  of  death  draw  near  to  me, 
Hope,  blossoniing  within  my  lieort. 
May  look  to  hrjvi'u  as  I  dejurt. 


THE  BATTLE-tTELD. 

Once  this  soft  hirf,  this  riTalefa  aanilit, 
Were  tmtnpled  hy  a  hurrying  rrowd. 

And  fiery  hearts  and  anneU  hnnds 
Encountered  in  the  Inttle-cload. 

Ah  !  never  shall  the  land  fal;get 
How   guihed    the    life-blood   of  her 


ith  hone  andci 
they  fought  ti 


Upou  the  Mril 

Now  all  is  calm  and  fn&h  and  atill; 

Alone  tlie  chirp  of  flitting  bird. 
And  talk  of  children  on  the  hill. 

And  bell  of  wandering  kine,  are  heard. 

No  Rotemn  host  goea  trailing  by 
The  black -mouthed  guu  and  ilagger- 


Soon  rested  those  «ho  fought ;  but  thon 
Who  mingleat  in  the  harder  atrife 

For  tralhs  whivh  men  receive  not  now. 
Thy  warfan)  only  enda  with  life. 

A  friendless  warfare  !  lingering  long 
Through  weary  day  and  weary  year; 

A  wild  and  niany-weaponed  llironft 
Hang  on  Ihy  front  and  dauk  and  rear. 

Vet  nerve  Ihy  spirit  to  the  proof. 
And  bleneh  not  at  thy  chosen  lot: 

The  timid  good  may  stand  aloof, 

Tlie  sage  may  frowu,  — yet  faint  thoa 

SnT  heed  the  ■liaft  loo  surely  coat, 
Tlie  foul  and  hissing  bolt  i^  acorn ; 

For  with  Ihy  side  sliall  durell.  at  hut. 
The  vietory  of  enjunince  bom. 
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But  Error,  wounded,  writhes  iu  pain. 
And  dies  among  his  worshippers. 

Yea,  thouffh  thon  lie  upon  the  dust, 
When  tney  who  helped  thee  flee  in  fear, 

Die  full  of  hofte  and  manly  trust. 
Like  those  who  fell  in  battle  here  1 

Another  hand  the  sword  shall  wield. 
Another  hand  the  standard  wave, 

Till  from  the  trumpet's  mouth  is  pealed 
The  blast  of  tiiumph  o'er  thy  grave. 


FROM  "THE  RIVULBT." 

And  I  shall  sleep ;  and  on  thy  side, 
As  affes  after  agi's  glide. 
Children  their  early  sports  shall  try. 
And  pass  to  hoary  aee,  and  die. 
But  thou,  unchanged  from  year  to  year, 
Gaylv  shalt  play  and  glitter  here : 
Amid  young  flowers  and  tender  grass 
Thy  endless  infancy  shalt  pass ; 
And,  singing  down  thy  narrow  glen, 
Shalt  mock  the  fading  race  of  men. 


THE  BX7RIAL  OF  LOVE. 

Two  dark-eyed  maids,  at  shut  of  day. 
Sat  where  a  river  rolled  away. 
With  calm,  sad  brows,  and  raven  hair; 
And  one  was  pale,  and  both  were  fair. 

Bring  flowers,  they  sang,  bring  flowers 

unblown ; 
Bring  forest  blooms  of  name  unknown  ; 
Bring  biKldinj:^  sprays  from  wood  and  wild, 
To  strew  the  bier  of  Love,  the  child. 

Close  softly,  fondly,  while  ye  weep, 
His  eyes,  that  death  may  seem  like  sleep  ; 
And  fold  his  hands  in  sign  of  rest, 
His  waxen  hands,  across  his  breast. 

And  make  his  grave  where  violets  hide, 
Wherestar-flowers strew  the  rivulet'sside. 
And  bluebirds  in  the  misty  spring. 
Of  cloudless  skies  and  summer  sing. 

Place  near  him,  as  ye  lay  him  low, 
His  idle  shafts,  his  loosened  bow, 
The  silken  fillet  that  around 
His  waggish  eyes  in  8iK)rt  he  wound. 

But  we  shall  mourn  him  long,  and  miss 
His  ready  smile,  his  it^ady  kiss, 


The  patter  of  his  little  feet. 
Sweet  frowns   and  stamntered 
sweet; 


phrasei 


And  graver  looks,  serene  and  high» 
A  light  of  heaven  in  that  young  eye : 
All  these  shall  haunt  us  till  the  heart 
ShaUache  andache,  ~  and  tears  willstart 

The  bow,  the  band,  shall  fall  to  dust; 
The  shining  arrows  waste  with  rust ; 
And  all  of  Love  that  earth  can  claim 
Be  but  a  memory  and  a  name. 

Not  thus  his  nobler  part  shall  dwells 
A  prisoner  in  this  narrow  cell ; 
But  he,  whom  now  we  hide  from  men 
In  the  dark  ground,  shall  live  again,— 

Shall  break  these  clods,  a  form  of  light, 
With  nobler  mien  and  purer  sight, 
And  in  the  eternal  glory  stand 
Highest  and  nearest  God's  right  hand. 


ELIZABETH   BARRETT 
BROA\TJING. 

[1809- 1861.] 

THE  SLEEP. 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar, 
Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep. 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this,  — 
"He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep"  ? 

Wliat  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved ; 
The  poet's  star-tuned  hnq>,  to  sweep ; 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse; 
The    monarch's    crown,    to    light    the 

brows  ? 
"He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved? 
A  little  faith,  all  undisproved ; 
A  little  dust,  to  overweep; 
And  bitter  memories,  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake, 
"He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep." 

"Sleep soft,  beloved ! "  we  sometimes aayi 
But  have  no  tune  to  charm  away 
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"  He  givetb  Ha  li!lovEit  ilrrp." 

O  rarth,  so  Tull  of  drmry  nnuwB  I 
U  men,  with  wailing  iii  your  Tuiiieat 
0  dptWd  kdI<1.  Ihc  wtilera  W|>! 

0  alriri!.  0  cone,  that  o'er  it  fall  •. 
God  atrikea  a  tiliiice  throueh  yon  all, 
And  "gireth  His  belovnl  Aet\\." 

ilU  dewa  drop  mnlely  un  the  hill, 
Hia  cloud  above  it  aaileth  atili. 
Though  on  its  slope  men  sow  aud  rrap. 
Marc  wnlT  thun  Ifae  den  U  bIk-J, 
Or  cloud  i^  Hoated  oveihead. 
"lie  givelh  Uu  beloved  sleep." 

Ay,  men  me^  wonder  while  Ihry  acan 
(liinkins,  ferling  mui, 
1  in  sucfi  ft  imC  to  kepp; 

But  angela  >ay,  and  through  the  word 

1  tlijnlc  their  happy  nuile  it  Aenrrf,  — 
"He  gireth  His  beloved  sleep." 


ThM  we  Ihrongh  tean  the  r 


And,  friendi.  dear  Triendi,  when  it  shall 

be 
Thai  thia  Inw  1>mith  ia  gone  rrotn  tne. 
Anil  mund  my  liier  yr  come  to  weep, 
Irf-t  one,  iTHMt  loving  of  you  all, 
S-y.  "Notateannnsio'er  hfi  fall,— 
He  ^ftX)!  His  belored  sle^-p." 


BKRTHA  I 


THE  LAKS. 


VvT  the  broidery- fmnip  awny. 
For  my  wuinR  is  nil  done : 

The  Lut  tlirend  is  uaed  lo-ilay, 
And  I  ni-nl  not  join  it  on. 
ThouKli  tlie  clovV  KUnda  at  the  no 
I  ani  wenryt  I  haT«  aewn, 
8irerl,  Tor  ther,  ■  wedding -gown. 

Si«t'r,  h»lp  mr  to  th»  bed. 

And  iiand  near  mi",  dMrest-sweet 
D  not  Hhriiik  nor  W  afraid, 
Bluahinn  with  ■  nudileu  heat  I 
Jio  one  atandeth  in  the  street!  — 


k 


Lean  thy  face  down  I  drop  it  in 
Thnw  two  huiids,  thnt  I  may  hold 

'Twixt  their  palms  thy  cheek  and  chin, 
Stroking  Uiek  the  turlt  or  gold. 
T  is  11  lair,  fair  face,  in  sooth,  — 
Ijirger  eyes  and  redder  moiitli 
Than  mine  were  in  my  firat  youtli  I 

Thou  art  youneer  by  aeven  yeara  — 

All  I  so  bashful  at  my  gaia 
That  the  lasliea,  hung  with  team, 

Ciraw  too  heavy  to  upraiae '. 

I  would  wound  thee  by  no  touch 

Which  thy  sliyness  fepla  u  mch— 

Dost  thou  luiud  me,  dear. 


it? 


Have  1  not  been  nigh  a  mother 
To  thy  sweetness. — tell  me,  dear, 

Have  we  not  luved  oiie  another 
Tenderly,  froni  year  to  yi>ar  \ 
Sinee  our  dying  molhar  mild 
Said,  with  aceenis  andefiled, 
"Child,  be  mother  to  this  chSd!" 

Mother,  mother,  up  In  heaven. 
Stand  uji  on  the  jasper  sea, 

And  bo  witness  I  have  i^ven 
All  the  fprta  required  of  me ; — 
Hope   that    blessed    tne,    blin    tba 

Love  that  left  me  with  a  wound. 
Life  itself,  that  turned  around  I 

Mother,  mother,  thou  srt  kind. 
Thou  art  standing  in  the  room. 

In  a  molten  glory  alirined. 
That  niys  olT  into  tlie  gloom '. 
But  thy  smile  is  blight  and  bleak. 
Like  cold  waves,  — I  cannot  apeak  ; 
I  sob  in  it,  and  grow  weak. 

Ghostly  mother,  keep  aloof 


Earth's  wami-lieating  joy  and  dolel 


Little  sister,  than  art  pale  \ 
Ah,  )  have  a  wandering  brain, — 

But  I  lose  that  frverbale. 
And  my  thonithts  grow  ralm  ag«in. 
Lean  down  closer,  closer  still ! 
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I  have  words  thine  ear  to  fill, 
And  would  kiss  thee  at  my  will. 

Dear,  I  heard  thee  in  the  spring, 
Thee  and  Robert,  througti  the  trees, 

When  we  all  went  gatheiing 

Boughs  of  May-bloom  for  the  bees. 
Do  not  start  so !  think  instead 
How  the  sunshine  overhead 
Seemed  to  trickle  through  the  shade. 

What  a  day  it  was,  that  day ! 

Hills  and  vales  did  oiwnly 
Seem  to  heave  and  throb  away. 

At  the  sight  of  the  great  sky ; 

And  the  silence,  as  it  stood 

In  the  glory's  golden  flood. 

Audibly  did  bud — and  bud ! 

Through  the  winding  hedge-rows  green. 
How  we  wandered,  I  and  you,  — 

With  the  bowery  tops  shut  in, 
And  the  gates  that  showed  the  view ; 
How  we  talked  there !  thrushes  soft 
Sang  our  pauses  out,  or  oft 
Bleatiugs  took  them  from  the  croft. 

Till  the  pleasure,  grown  too  strong, 
I^eft  me  muter  evermore ; 

And,  the  winding  road  being  long, 
1  walked  out  of  sight,  before ; 
And  so,  wrapt  in  musings  fond. 
Issued  (past  the  wayside  pond) 
On  the  meadow-lands  beyond. 

I  sat  down  beneath  the  beech 
Which  leans  over  to  the  lane. 

And  the  far  sound  of  your  speech 
Did  not  promise  any  pain  ; 
And  1  blessed  you  full  and  free. 
With  a  smile  stooped  tenderly 
O'er  the  May-flowers  on  my  knee. 

But  the  sound  grew  into  worvl 
As  the  sjieakers  drew  more  near — 

Sweet,  forgive  me  that  I  heard 
What  you  wished  me  not  to  hear. 
Do  not  weep  so,  do  not  shake  — 
O,  I  heard  tnee,  Bertha,  make 
Good,  true  answers  for  my  sake. 

Yes,  and  he  too  !  let  him  stand 

I  n  thy  thoughts,  untouched  by  blame. 

Could  he  help  it,  if  my  hand 

He  had  claimed  with  hasty  claim  I 
That  was  wrong  perhaps,  but  then 
Such  things  be,  —  and  will,  again  I 
Women  cannot  judge  for  men. 


Had  he  seen  thee,  when  he  swore 
He  would  love  but  me  alone  ? 

Thou  wert  absent,  — sent  before 
To  our  kin  in  Sidmouth  town. 
When  he  saw  thee,  who  art  best 
Past  compare,  and  loveliest, 
He  but  judged  thee  as  the  rest 

Could  we  blame  him  with  grave  words, 
Thou  and  I,  dear,  if  we  might  t 

Thy  brown  eyes  have  looks  like  birds 
Flying  straightway  to  the  light ; 
Mine  are  older.  — Hush ! — look  out— 
Up  the  street  I    Is  none  without  I 
How  the  poplar  swings  about  I 

And  that  hour — beneath  the  beech— 
When  I  listened  in  a  dream. 

And  he  said,  in  his  deep  speech. 
That  he  owed  me  all  esteem,  — 
Each  word  swam  in  on  my  brain 
With  a  dim,  dilating  pain. 
Till  it  burst  with  that  last  strain. 

I  fell  flooded  with  a  dark, 
In  the  silence  of  a  swoon  : 

When  1  rose,  still,  cold,  and  stark. 
There  was  night,  —  I  saw  the  moon ; 
And  the  stars,  each  in  its  place. 
And  the  Ma^-blooms  on  the  grass. 
Seemed  to  wonder  what  1  was. 

And  I  walked  as  if  apart 

From  myself  when  I  could  stand. 

And  1  pitied  my  own  heart. 
As  if  I  held  it  in  my  hand 
Somewhat  coldly,  with  a  sense 
Of  fulfilled  benevolence, 
And  a  **  Poor  thing  "  negligence. 

And  I  answered  coldly  too, 
When  you  met  me  at  the  door ; 

And  I  only  heard  the  dew 

Dripping  from  me  to  the  floor; 
Ana  the  flowers  I  bade  you  see 
Were  too  withered  for  the  bee,  — 
As  my  life,  henceforth,  for  me. 

Do  not  weep  so  —  dear — heart- warm ! 
It  was  best  as  it  befell ! 

If  I  say  he  did  me  harm, 

I  speak  wild,  —  I  am  not  well. 
All  his  w^ords  were  kind  and  good,  — 
He  esteemed  me !     Only  blood 
Runs  so  faint  in  womanhood. 

Then  1  always  was  too  grave, 
Liked  the  saddest  ballads  sung, 
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Ifh  thflt  l*jk,  brsidca.  we  haro 

in  our  (■««  who  die  yoiing. 

I  3  bid  dird,  drar,  all  ^e  «iime,  — 

I  life's  long,  joj'oiii,  JDatUna  piiue 

I  Is  too  laud  fur  m;  uKek  sliiiuie. 

We  an-  to  unlike  each  other, 
TUou  and  1,  ttmt  none  could  gaat 

We  were  ehildrea  of  one  mother, 
But  for  mutual  teudemeM. 
Thou  art  row-lined  from  the  cold. 
And  meant,  verily,  to  hold 
Life'*  intv  pleasures  laaiiifold. 

I  am  [Nde  ••  cnicna  gnnrs 
^Close  beside  «  rose-tree's  root  t 
nwaoe'er  would  reach  the  rose 
KTivtid*  the  crocus  underfoot ; 
W  U  like  Hay-blootn  on  Ihom-tree, 
Thou,  like  mem-  summrr-bee  ( 
Fit,  that  I  be  plueked  for  tliec. 

Yet  nho  nlucka  mel  — no  one  mourns; 
1  hare  lived  mj  KBson  out, 

Aoi  now  die  of  mf  own  thoma, 

:  Which  I  could  not  live  wiihont. 
■  Bweet,  be  merry !  How  the  li«ht 
mCamta  and  goea  I  If  It  be  nt);ht, 
r Keep  the  eandles  in  my  sight. 

At*  them  footttepa  at  the  door  1 
I^aok  onl  i]uiokly.     Yea  or  nnjl 

Some  one  might  lie  waiting  for 
ISoma  last  word  tlut  I  might  Hy. 
Kay  I    So  best  t— So  atieela  would 
Stand  olT  cl.-ar  from  deathly  roud, 
Xot  to  croaa  the  sight  of  God. 

CoUer  grow  tny  handa  and  feet : 
^  "When  I  wear  tho  shroud  I  made, 
le  folds  lie  slra[i;ht  and  neat, 
I  Ihe  rosemary  tie  apn^d, 
it  if  nay  friend  shfliild  come, 
>e«  ther,  swe«t ! )  all  tlie  room 
lay  b«  lin«il  out  of  gloom. 

i,  dear  IWtha,  let  me  keeji 
>n  my  hnnd  this  little  riit^, 
itcli  at  nights,  when  othera  sleef^ 
-      -■'"  nee  glilterilig. 

vr  it  out  nf  (light. 
B  the([wve,  —  where  it  will  linht 
'Q  the  dark  up,  day  and  night. 


Bather  smile  there,  blessed  one, 
Thinking  of  me  in  the  aun,  — 
Or  forget  tne,  smiling  on  J 

t  than  near  mel  ne»rerl  sol 
KIes  me  close  upon  the  eyea. 
That  the  earthly  light  may  go 
Sweetly  as  it  used  to  rise, 
When  I  watched  the  morning  gmv 
Strike,  betvfixt  the  hilU.  Uie  way 
He  was  sure  to  come  that  day. 

So  —  no  more  vain  words  be  said ! 
The  hosaunas  nearer  rail  — 

Mother,  smile  now  on  thy  dead,  — 
I  am  ilenth-fllrong  in  my  soul ! 
Mystic  Dove  slit  on  cmss. 
Guide  the  poor  bird  (^  the  anowi 
Through  the  snow-wind  above  loss! 

Jem,  Tictim,  comprehending 
I.ove'a  divine  self-nbDegatiun, 

deause  my  love  in  its  »plJ'-i>[>i'U'ling 
And  absorb  the  poor  libation  < 
Wind  my  thread  of  life  up  higher. 


A  UtTBICAL  IMSTRnKENT. 
Wn 
V 

Spreading  ruin  iind  watttriiig  ban, 
Splashing  and  jMddling  with  hoofs  of  a 

gMt, 

And  brmkinK  the  golden  lilies  afloat 
With  tlie  dragon-lly  ou  the  riverl 

He  tore  oat  a  reeil,  the  grvai  god  Han, 
From  the  deep,  enol  heil  of  the  ri^'er. 
The  limpid  water  tiirhiilly  ran. 
And  the  broken  lilies  a-ilying  lay. 
And  Ihe  dragon-fly  hod  fled  awa^, 
Ere  he  brought  it  out  of  the  nvet. 

nifih  on  Ihe  shore  sat  the  great  god  Pan, 
While  turWdly  flowe.1  111*  river, 
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'  Then  drew  the  pith  like  the  heart  of  a 
man, 
Steadily  from  the  outside  ring, 
Then  notched  the  poor  dry  empty  thing 
In  holes,  as  lie  sate  by  the  nver. 

"This  is  the  way,**  laughed  the  great  god 
Pan, 
(Laughed  while  he  sate  by  the  river!) 
"The  only  way  since  gods  began 
To  make  sweet  music,  they  could  suc- 
ceed.'* 
Then  dropping  his  mouth  to  a  hole  in 
the  reed. 
He  blew  in  power  by  the  river. 

Sweet,  sweet,  sweet,  O  Pan, 

Piercing  sweet  by  the  river ! 
Blinding  sweet,  O  great  god  Pan  1 
The  sun  on  the  hill  forgot  to  die, 
And  the  lilies  revived,  and  the  dragon-fly 
Came  back  to  dream  on  the  river. 

Yet  half  a  beast  is  the  great  god  Pan, 
To  laugh,  as  he  sits  by  the  river. 

Making  a  {>oet  out  of  a  man. 

The  true  gods  sigh  for  the  cost  and  the 
pain,  — 

For  the  reed  tfiat  grows  nevermorp  again 
As  a  reed  with  the  reeds  of  the  river. 


COWPER'S  GRAVE. 

It  is  a  place  where  poets  crowned  may 

feel  the  heart's  decaying. 
It  is  a  place  where   happy  saints  may 

weep  amid  their  praying : 
Yet  let  the  grief  and  humbleness,  as  low 

as  silence  languish ! 
Earth  surely  now  may  give  her  calm  to 

whom  she  gave  her  anguish. 

0  poets!   from  a  maniac's  tongue  was 

poured  the  deathless  singing ! 
0  Christians!   at  your  cross  of  hope  a 

hopeless  hand  was  clinging ! 
0  men !  this  man  in  brotherhood  your 

wear}'  paths  beguiling. 
Groaned  inly  while  he  taught  you  peace, 

and  died  while  ye  were  smiling ! 

And  now,  what  time  ye  all  may  read 
through  dimming  tears  his  story, 

How  discord  on  the  music  fell,  and  dark- 
ness on  the  glory. 


And  how,  when  one  by  one  sweet  sounds 
and  wandering  lights  departed. 

He  wore  no  less  a  loving  face  because  so 
broken-hearted ; 

He  shall  be  strong  to  sanctify  the  poet's 

high  vocation. 
And  bow  the  meekest  Christian  down  in 

meeker  adoration ; 
Nor  ever  shall  he  be,  in  praise,  by  wise 

or  good  forsaken ; 
Named  softly  as  the  household  name  of 

one  whom  God  hath  taken. 

With  quiet  sadness  and  no  gloom  I  learn 

to  think  upon  him. 
With  meekness  that  is  gratefulness  to 

God  whose  heaven  hath  won  him , — 
Who  suifered  once  the  madness-cloud  to 

His  own  love  to  blind  him ; 
But  gently  led  the  blind  along  when) 

breath  and  bird  could  find  him ; 

And  wrought  within  his  shattered  brain 
such  quick  poetic  senses 

As  hills  have  language  for,  and  stars 
harmonious  influences  I 

The  pulse  of  dew  upon  the  grass  kept 
his  within  its  number ; 

And  silent  shadows  from  the  trees  re- 
freshed him  like  a  slumber. 

Wild  timid  hares  were  drawn  from  woods 

to  share  his  home-caresses, 
Uplooking  to  his  human  eyes  with  sylvan 

tendernesses : 
The  very   world,  by   God's  constraint, 

from  falsehood's  ways  removing, 
Its  women  and  its  men  became,  beside 

him,  true  and  loving. 

But  though  in  blindness  he  remained 

unconscious  of  that  guiding. 
And  things  provided  came  without  the 

sweet  sense  of  providing. 
He  testified  this  solemn   truth,   while 

frenzy  desolated,  — 
Nor  man  nor  nature  satisfy  whom  only 

God  created ! 

Like  a  sick  child  that  knoweth  not  his 

mother  while  she  blesses. 
And  drops  ujwn  his  burning  brow  the 

coolness  of  her  kisses ; 
That  tunis  his  fevered  eyes  around,  "My 

mother!  where 's  my  mother?"  — 
As  if  such  tender  words  and  deeds  could 

come  from  any  other  I — 
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The  ffver  a 

Her  fiue  sll  pule  fniiu  wiiti^hAiI  luve,  tlie 
umrmrj  \avt  she  bore  biiu!  — 

Tliiis  wokp  tlie  poet  from  th«  ilrciuu  his 
lirp's  long  feviT  save  him, 

BrncBth  tho«(!  deep  ]ialhetic  Eves,  which 
dosvil  in  death  to  uveliiui ! 

TliiM?   O,  nolUtu.' no  typeot  eBrthcna 

JliiHgK  tlist  iwukiag. 
wherein  lie  scarcelj  heard  the  chant  of 

crmplis,  rautiil  him  breaking, 
Or  Ml  tlie  new  iuiiiiortoJ  throb  of  soiil 

from  bojy  ptrtiil; 
But  felt  ei«E  egu  alone,  and  knew  "  Jfy 

Saviour  I  not  dcMrteii '. " 

DeMrteill  wlio  hath  dreamt  that  when 

thp  oroa  in  darkness  rrstcd 
Tpon  the  Viutim'a  hidden  bco,  no  love 

waa  manifriMd  r 
VThM   frantic  bantb  ontetTelched  have 

e'er  the  atoning  droiM  averted. 
What  tears  have  washnt  tLem  fruai  thi- 

auul,  tlisl  inu  should  be  desertoil  I 

Dcwrtrd  ?  OaL  could  Bepamta  from  his 

own  eaaence  rather: 
And  Ailam's  nins  Antu  swept  between  the 

righteouB  Son  and  Father  i 
Vea,  onr^e.  Inunannel't  orphaned  cr;  hin 

nuiverec  halh  ahaken,  — 

am  foiaaken  I " 

It  went  lip  fmm  the  Holy's  lipa  unid  Iiik 

lost  creation, 
That,  of  the  lobt,  no  aon  ahould  use  those 

words  of  deaolntion ; 
That  earlh'ii  worst  frvniies,  marring  hope, 

ahonld  mar  wol  hope's  fniition. 
And  1,  on  ('nwner'B  grave,  should  nee  hit 


WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE 
THACKERAY. 


AT  IBB  CBxntCH  OATR. 

At.THouoH  I  enter  not, 
Y«t  rounrl  ahoiit  the  <pot 
Ontitnea  I  hover ; 


And  near  the  Hacred  gate. 

With  longing  eyen  I  wait, 

Experlaut  of  her. 

The  miuster  bell  tolls  out 
Above  the  city's  rant, 

And  nuiae  and  humming; 
They've  huahed  the  miiisler  bell: 
The  organ  'gins  to  swell ; 

Sue  'a  coming,  the  'a  coming  t 

My  lady  comes  at  laat. 
Timid  and  Ble|iping  fiat. 

And  hastening  hither, 
With  niodcBl  eyes  downcast. 
She  comes,  —  she  'a  hero,  alie  'a  put, 

May  Heaven  go  with  her ) 

Kneel  andisturbed,  fair  saint  I 
Pour  out  vonr  praise  or  nliiinl, 

MeekV  and  duly  1 
I  will  not  enUr  there. 
To  sully  your  pure  prayer 

With  thoughta  unruly. 

But  suffer  me  to  pace 
Round  the  forbidden  plave. 

Lingering  a  minute 
Lihe  outcast  Bgnrits  who  wait 
And  «ee  through  heaven's  goto 

Angels  within  it. 


AlFKED  TESSTSON. 


With  blankest  mon  the  finwer-plota 

Were  thickly  crusted,  one  anil  all, 

The  rusted  nails  fell  from  the  koots 

That  held  the  pevh  to  the  garden- wal 
The  broken  sheds  looked  sad  and  ctraiige, 
ITnlifted  was  the  cliuking  latch. 
Weeded  and  wort)  the  ancient  thatch 
t'pon  the  lonely  moated  gfvnge. 

She  only  said,  "  Mv  life  is  dreary, 

He  comelh  not,''Bbe  said  ; 

She  »oid,  "I  am  aweary,  aweary; 

1  would  that  1  were  dead  :  " 

Her  teats  fell  with  the  dews  «t  crcn ; 

Her  tran  fell  err  the  drwa  Were  dried  ; 
She  eonld  not  look  on  the  aweet  hca 

Either  al  uiura  or  cvoulide. 
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After  the  flitting  of  the  bats, 

When  thickest  dark  did  trance  the  sky, 
She  drew  her  casement-curtain  by, 
And  glanced  athwart  the  glooming  Hats. 
She  only  said,  "The  night  is  dreary, 

He  coroeth  not,*'  she  said ; 
She  said,  *'l  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  deadl** 

Upon  the  middle  of  the  night. 

Waking  she  heard  the  night-fowl  crow ; 
The  cock  sung  out  an  hour  ere  light : 

From  the  (Urk  fen  the  oxen's  low 
Came  to  her :  without  hope  of  change, 
In  sleep  she  seemed  to  walk  forlorn^ 
Till  cold  winds  woke  the  gray-eyed  mom 
About  the  lonely  moated  grange. 

She  only  said,  "The  day  is  dreary, 

He  Cometh  not,"  she  said ; 
She  said,  "I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
And  I  would  that  1  were  deiid  I" 

About  a  stone-cast  from  the  wall 

A  sluice  with  blackened  waters  slept, 
And  o'er  it  many,  round  and  small, 

The  clustered  marish-mosst's  crept. 
Hard  by  u  poplar  shook  ahvay. 
All  silver-green  with  gnarl^  bark, 
For  leagues  no  other  tree  did  dark 
The  level  waste,  the  rounding  gray. 
She  only  said,  "My  life  is  dreary. 

He  cometh  not,'  she  said; 

She  said,  "1  am  aweary,  aweary, 

I  would  that  1  weredead!" 

And  ever  when  the  moon  was  low, 

And  the  shrill  winds  were  up  and  away. 
In  the  white  curtain,  to  and  and  fro. 

She  saw  the  gusty  shadow  sway. 
But  when  the  moon  was  very  low, 
And  wild  winds  bound  within  theircell. 
The  shadow  of  the  poplar  fell 
Upon  her  bed,  across  her  brow. 

She  only  said,  "The  night  is  dreary, 

He  cometh  not,"  she  said ; 
She  said,  "I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  dead !" 

All  day  within  the  dreamy  house, 
The  doors  upon  their  hinges  creaked. 

The  blue  fly  sung  i*  the  pane ;  the  mouse 
Behind     the     mouldering     wainscot 
shrieked. 

Or  from  the  crevice  peered  al>out. 

Old  faces  glimmered  through  the  doors. 
Old  footsteps  trod  the  up}K»r  floors. 

Old  voices  called  her  from  without. 


She  only  said,  "My  life  ib  dreary. 
He  cometh  not,'  she  said; 

She  said,  "I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
I  would  that  I  were  diead !" 

The  sparrow's  chirrup  on  the  roof. 

The  slow  clock  ticking,  and  the  sound 
Which  to  the  wooing  wind  aloof 

The  poplar  made,  did  all  confound 
Her  sense ;  but  most  she  loatRed  the  hour 
When  the  thick-moted  sunbeam  lay 
Athwart  the  chambers,  and  the  day 
Was  sloping  toward  hia  western  bower. 
Then,  said  she,  "I  am  very  dreary. 

He  will  not  come,"  she  said ; 
She  wept,  "I  am  aweary,  aweary, 
O  Ood,  that  I  were  dead!" 


«*BRBAK,  BRBAX,  BRXAKl" 

Break,  break,  break. 

On  thy  cold  gray  stones,  0  Sea ! 
And  I  would  that  my  tongue  could  ntter 

The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me. 

0  well  for  the  fisherman's  boy. 
That  he  shouts  with  his  sister  at  play ! 

0  well  for  the  sailor  lad. 

That  he  sings  in  his  boat  on  the  bay ! 

And  the  stately  ships  go  on 
To  their  haven  under  the  hill ; 

But  0  for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand, 
And  the  sound  of  a  voice  that  is  still ! 

Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  O  Sea ! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 

Will  never  come  back  to  me. 


MEMOBT. 

I  CT.TMB  the  hill :  from  end  to  end 
Of  all  the  landscape  underneath, 
1  find  no  place  that  does  not  breathe 

Some  gracious  memory  of  my  friend ; 

No  gray  old  grange,  or  lonely  fold. 
Or  low  morass  and  whispering  reeil. 
Or  simple  stile  from  mead  to  mead. 

Or  sheepwalk  up  the  windy  wold ; 

Nor  hoary  knoll  of  ash  and  haw 
That  hears  the  latest  linnet  trill. 
Nor  quarry  trenched  along  the  hill. 

And  haunted  by  the  wrangling  daw. 
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ALFHKD   TESXT80S. 


The  tcndiT  bluiHim  Huttvr  don ii ; 
UuIovhI,  lliftl  liepch  will  ffHitet  luutrn, 
Till*  niajile  burn  iUelf  awny ; 


Utilovnl,  bv  nianj  a  mnilT  bar, 
The  broolt  shall  Inlible  ilown  tlie  {ilaiii, 
At  nonn  ur  «Ii«ii  th«  li'surr  Wain 

1b  twisting  round  tlie  [olar  atari 

I'neaRd  for,  gird  the  winJy  grovp. 
And  Qood  the  hauati  of  bernnud  crake ; 
Or  into  lilver  arruna  break 

Tlie  iBtliBg  moon  iu  crc«k  and  cot«  ; 

ill  from  llw  ijardrn  and  thp  wild 
A  frcih  anuciation  blow, 


ir  by  year  the  land 
'ie  6ttxQger' 


Isi'Hpe  grow 


_  . ,  .ir  by  yrar  tlie  laborer  tills 
iJia  KonliHl  glfbe,  or  lops  the  pUdw, 
And  ymr  by  ymr  our  memory  fades 

"    n  all  the  circle  of  the  bills. 


I  know  Dot :  one  indeed  1  knew 
In  niany  a  aublle  <(ne>tiDn  rrraed. 
Who  toiiched  a  jarring  lyre  at  Brit, 
put  rv«r  itrove  to  make  it  true ; 

Rrrplpxt  iti  faith,  bat  pure  in  deeds, 
At  hut  he  Vat  his  mane  out, 
There  live*  more  futb  in  hone>t  doobt, 

ViieTe  nie,  than  iu  htlF  the  i-n-eds. 

>   fonitht    hia   doubts   and    gathered 

■trrngth. 
He  would  Dot  makehiajudfrnenthtind. 
He  fared  the  apectres  of  the  mind 
And  laid  them  :  tlius  he  came  at  length 


Which   nukes  the  darkness  and  tha 
light. 

And  dwells  nut  in  the  light  alone, 


Although  the  trumpet  bl 


TBS  UUtOEB  HOPE. 

O  VKT  we  trust  that  aomehow  good 
Will  be  the  Bnsl  goal  ut  ill, 
Tn  pangs  of  nature,  sins  of  will. 

Defects  of  doubt,  and  tailiU  of  blood ; 

That  nothing  walks  with  ainilew  feet ; 
That  not  one  life  shall  be  destroyed, 
Or  ra«t  ai  mbbisli  to  the  void. 

When  God  hath  made  the  |>ilc  complete ; 

Thst  not  a  worm  U  cloven  in  vain  ; 
Tliat  not  a  niuth  with  vuin  desire 
Is  bhrivelled  in  a  fruitless  fire. 

Or  but  sobaerveH  another's  gain. 


So  runs  niy  dream :  hut  what  am  1 
An  infant  crjing  in  the  night : 
An  infant  crying  for  the  light : 

And  with  no  language  but  a  cry. 


Tub  wish,  that  of  the  lirina  whole 
No  life  may  fail  beyond  the  gnre. 
Derives  it  not  from  uliat  wc  have 

'The  likesl  God  within  the  soulf 

Are  God  and  Nolun-.  then,  at  strifov 
Tlwt  Nature  lends  such  ei-il  divamtl 
So  careful  of  the  tyi*  she  seeuw. 

So  careleaa  of  the  single  life ; 

That  1,  considering  everj'where 
Her  sreret  meaning  in  her  d«H!a, 
And  finding  that  of  liny  eenls 

She  often  brings  but  one  to  bear. 


«k 
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Upon  the  flreat  world's  alter-ttein 
That  slope  through  darkness  up  to  God, 

I  stretch  lame  hands  of  faith,  and  grope. 
And  gather  dost  and  chafl^  and  call 
To  what  I  feel  is  Lord  of  all, 

And  laintly  trust  the  laiger  hope. 


**8o  careful  of  the  tvpef "  but  na 
From  scarps  clilf  and  quarried  stone 
She  cries,  ^*  A  thousand  m)es  are  gone : 

I  care  for  nothinjg^  ail  shall  gow 

"Thou  mahest  thine  appeal  to  me: 
I  bring  to  Ufe,  I  bring  to  death : 
The  Kpirit  does  but  mean  the  breath : 

I  know  no  more.**    And  he,  shall  he^ 

Man,  her  last  work,  who  seemed  so  lair, 
Bnch  splendid  purpose  in  his  eyes, 
Who  rolled  the  psalm  to  wintry  skies, 

Who  built  him  fiuies  of  fruitless  prayer, 

Who  trusted  God  was  love  indeed 
And  love  Creation's  final  law,  — 
Though  Nature,  red  in  tooth  and  claw 

With  ravin,  shrieked  against  his  creed,  — 

Who  loved,  who  suffered  countless  ills. 
Who  battled  for  the  True,  the  Just, 
Be  blown  about  the  desert  dust. 

Or  sealed  within  the  iron  hills? 

No  more  ?    A  monster  then,  a  dream, 
A  discord.     Dragons  of  the  prime, 
That  tare  each  other  in  their  slime. 

Were  mellow  music  matched  with  him. 

0  life  ss  futile,  then,  as  frail ! 

0  for  thy  voice  to  soothe  and  bless ! 

What  hope  of  answer,  or  redress? 
Behind  the  veil,  behind  the  veil. 


OABDSN  80KO. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
For  the  black  bat,  night,  has  flown. 

Come  into  the  garden,  Maud, 
1  am  here  at  the  gate  alone ; 

And    the   woodbine    spices  are  wafted 
abroad. 
And  the  musk  of  the  roses  blown. 


For  a  bieeie  of  moraing  mova, 
And  the  planet  of  Love  ia  on  high. 

Binning  to  faint  in  the  li|^t  that  she 
loves 
On  a  bed  of  daffodil  sky. 

To  faint  in  the  MAt  of  theaan  shelofMb 
To  faint  in  hia  lig^t,  and  to  diA. 

All  night  have  the  roaes  heard 

The  flute,  violin,  bsaaoon ; 
All  night  haa  the  caaement  jeasamise 
atirred 

To  the  danoers  dancing  in  tnne ; 
Till  a  silence  fell  with  the  waking  bird. 

And  a  huah  with  the  aettiug  moon. 

I  said  to  the  lily,  "There  ia  bat  one 

With  whom  she  haa  heart  to  be  gay. 
When  will  the  dancers  leave  her  alone  > 

She  is  wearr  of  dance  and  pUy." 
Now  half  to  the  setting  moon  are  gone, 

And  half  to  the  rising  day ; 
Low  on  the  sand  and  loud  on  the  stone 

The  last  wheel  echoes  away. 

I  said  to  the  rose,  "The  brief  night  goes 
In  babble  and  revel  and  wine, 

0  young  lord-lover,  what  si^hs  are  those, 
For  one  that  will  never  be  thiue  ? 

But  mine,  but  mine,"  so  I  swore  to  the 
rose, 
"For  ever  and  ever,  mine." 

And  the  soul  of  the  rose  went  into  my 
blood, 
As  the  music  clashed  in  the  hall ; 
And  louff  by  the  garden  lake  I  stood. 

For  1  neard  your  rivulet  fall 
From  the  lake  to  the  meadow  and  on  to 
the  wood. 
Our  wood,  that  is  dearer  than  all ; 

From  the  meadow  your  walks  have  left 
so  sweet 

That  whenever  a  March-wind  sighs 
He  sets  the  jewel-print  of  your  feet 

In  violets  blue  as  your  eyes. 
To  the  woody  hollows  in  which  we  meet 

And  the  valleys  of  Paradise. 

The  slender  acacia  would  not  shake 
One  long  milk-bloom  on  the  tree ; 

The  white  lake-blossom  fell  into  the  lake 
As  the  pimpernel  dozed  on  the  lea ; 

But  the  rose  was  awake  all  night  for  your 
sake. 


IVALDO    EMERSOS. 


Knowing  your  promiw  to  me; 
Thr  lilii-it  *[i'<l  roMs  w«r»  all  switkp, 
Tbvf  Mgjlitnl  for  th«  dawn  and  tbee. 

Qil>Tn  ttm  at  tlip  r«eebii<1  nrden  of  sirl«. 
Come  liSthiT.  tbf  JiincrB  ure  donf. 

In  k'o**  of  •■tin  and  glimmer  of  iK'urK 
Qu«n  lily  ■ndiwc  ill  one; 

Shine  out,  lltlle  head,  auuiiing oier  witli 

To  the  Howen,  and  be  their  bub. 

There  Iia*  fallea  •  apkndid  tear 

Frotu  the  pwaioii-flowvr  U  the  gnle. 

She  is  coiuiiK,  my  dovv,  my  dt-ar ; 
Shr  in  ronung,  uij  life,  my  fule ; 

The  r«d  roue  ctiea,  "She  is  Dear,  sliu  is 


And   the  white   i 


3  weejia,  "She   ia 


Sbt  to  coming,  my  own,  my  si 


<ltr 


<i>d. 


lent, 
hy  l».l ; 

_  _..'  >lu(t  would  h««r  bcr  uid  U'lt, 
H>il  I  lain  fnr  a  century  J»d ; 
Would  kUrt  and  trrmhle  iiiidi-r  her  feet, 
And  blowoDi  in  (luriile  and  red. 


BVOLI  BONO. 


M  ndmdot  blla  on  i-asttr  tnlln 
And  maWT  aummiti  old  in  ittoiy : 
7t>*  long  ligtil  idiakM  acroM  thr  liikea, 
And  Ihe  wild  rataTai,-l  ir*\»  iu  glory. 
Blow,  IniKl'i  hlow,  Mit  the  wilil  it'lion 

flying, 
Btnw.  bugle;  annrer,  echoes  dying,  dy. 
ing.  dnng. 

n  liark,  0  h«r!  how  thin  and  clrar. 

And  thinner,  clearer,  fartlivr  ^ing  I 
0  »wect  uid  far  ffoni  olilT  and  acar 

The  boms  or  Kinand  fainlly  UowinK^ 
Blow,  Irt  ua  brar  llie  purple  glinis  reply, 
illg: 


Thf»  faint  on  hill  < 

Our  H-)>ui«  roll  from  nnl  W  soul, 

Aod  gruw  foraver  and  (onTCi. 


Blow,  bugle,  blon-,  set  the  wild  ecL 
HyTiiR, 

And  answer,  eobop!',  unawer,  dying,  dy- 
ing, dying. 


RALPH  WALDO  EMER80K. 


Think  me  not  unkind  and  rude. 
That  1  walk  alone  in  grove  and  glen ; 

1  ir>  to  thn  god  of  the  wood 
To  fetch  bis  word  to  niru. 

Tax  not  my  doth  that  I 

Kuld  my  arms  beside  the  brook ; 
Eaeh  uloud  that  floated  in  the  aky 

Writes  a  Utter  in  my  hook. 


There  was  never  mystery 

But 't  is  figuml  in  thr  flowen ; 

Was  never  aecret  hialory 

But  birds  tell  it  iu  the  bowm. 

One  harvest  from  thy  field 

Homewant  bronght  the  oxen  strong ; 
A  second  crop  thy  aon«  yield. 

Which  I  gather  in  a  suug. 


TO  RVA. 

O  Tair  and  slutrly  maiil,  wboM  eyea 
Were  kinclled  in  the  uiiprr  >.kir-* 

At  the  same  torch  that  lighted  mini 
For  so  I  must  interpRt  atill 
Thy  iweet  dominion  o'er  uiy  will, 

A  sympathy  divine. 

Ah,  let  me  blameless  gnie  apnn 
Features  thai  erem  at  heart  my  own ; 

Nor  fear  Ibosr  watrbfnl  senllnrls. 
Who  charm  the  more  their  elanceforliidis 
Chnste-glowing,  undemeath  their  liiU, 

With  fire  that  draws  while  it  rrpeU. 
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THINE  EYES  STILL  SHONE. 

Thine  eyes  still  shone  for  me,  though  far 
I  lonely  roved  the  land  or  sea : 

As  I  hehold  yon  evening  star, 
Which  yet  beholdB  not  me. 

This  mom  I  climbed  the  misty  hill. 
And  roamed  the  pastures  through  ; 

How  danced  thy  fonn  before  my  path, 
Amidst  the  deep-eyed  dew ! 

When  the  red-bird  spreail  his  sable  wing. 
And  showed  his  side  of  flame,  — 

When  the  rosebud  ripened  to  the  roae,  — 
In  both  I  read  thy  name. 


EACH  AND  ALL. 

Little  thinks,  in  the  field,  yon  red- 
cloaked  clown 
Of  thee  from  the  hill-top  looking  down ; 
The  heifer  that  lows  in  the  upland  farm, 
Far-heard,  lows  not  thine  ear  to  chann; 
The  sexton,  tolling  his  b('ll  at  noon, 
Deems  not  that  great  NajMileon 
Stops  his  horse,  and  lists  with  delight, 
Whilst  his  files  sweep  round  yon  Alpine 

height ; 
Nor  knowest  thou  what  argument 
Thy  life  to  thy  neigh Iwr's  creed  has  lent. 
All  are  neede<l  by  each  one; 
Nothing  is  fair  or  good  alone. 
1  thought  the  sparrow's  note  from  heaven, 
Singing  at  dawn  on  the  alder  bough  ; 
1  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even  ; 
He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now, 
For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and 

sky;— 
He  sang  to  my  ear,  —  they  sang  to  my 

eve. 
The  delieate  shells  lay  on  the  shore ; 
The  bubbles  of  the  latest  wave 
Fresh  pearls  to  their  enamel  gave ; 
And  the  bellowing  of  the  savage  sea 
Greeted  their  safe  escape  to  me. 
1  wiped  away  the  weeds  and  foam, 
1  fetche<l  my  sea-boni  ti'easures  home ; 
But  the  poor,  unsightly,  noisome  things 
Had  left  their  beauty  on  the  shore, 
With  the  sun  and  the  sand  and  the  w^ild 

uproar. 
The  lover  watched  his  graceful  maid. 
As  mid  the  virgin  train  she  strayed, 
Nor  knew  her  beauty's  best  attire 


Was  woven  atill  by  the  snow-white  choir. 
At  last  she  came  to  his  hermitatfe. 
Like  the  bird  from  the  woodlands  to  tiie 

cage;— 
The  gav  enchantment  was  undone, 
A  gentle  wife^  but  fairy  none. 
Then  I  said,  "  I  covet  truth ; 
Beauty  is  unripe  childhood's  cheat ; 
I  leave  it  benind  with  the  games  of 

youth." 
As  I  spoke,  beneath  my  feet 
The  ground-pine  curled  its  pretty  wreath. 
Running  over  the  club-moss  buns ; 
I  inhaled  the  violet's  breath ; 
Around  me  stood  the  oaks  and  firs; 
Pine-cones  and  acorns  lay  on  the  ground; 
Over  me  soared  the  eternal  sky. 
Full  of  light  and  of  deity ; 
Again  I  saw,  again  I  heard. 
The  rolling  river,  the  morning  bird ; — 
Beauty  through  my  senses  stole ; 
I  yielded  myself  to  the  perfect  whole. 


THE  PROBLEM. 

I  LIKE  a  church,  I  like  a  cowl, 
I  love  a  prophet  of  the  soul. 
And  on  my  heart  monastic  aisles 
Fall  like  sweet  strains  or  pensive  smiles 
Yet  not  for  all  his  faith  can  see 
Would  I  that  cowled  churchman  be. 

Why  should  the  vest  on  him  allure. 
Which  I  could  not  on  me  endure  ? 

Not  from  a  vain  or  shallow  thought 
His  awful  Jove  young  Phidias  brought; 
Never  from  lim  of  cunning  fell 
The  thrilling  Delphic  oracle ; 
Out  from  the  heart  of  nature  rolled 
The  burdens  of  the  Bible  old ; 
The  litanies  of  nations  came. 
Like  the  volcano's  tongue  of  flame. 
Up  from  the  burning  core  below,  — 
The  canticles  of  love  and  woe. 
The  hand  that  rounded  Peter's  dome, 
And  groined  the  aisles  of  Christian  Rome, 
Wrought  in  a  sad  sincerity. 
Himself  from  God  he  could  not  free; 
He  builded  better  than  he  knew; 
The  conscious  stone  to  beauty  grew. 

Know'st  thou  what  wove  yon  wood* 
bird's  nest 
Of  leaves,  and  feathers  from  her  breast; 
Or  how  the  fish  outbuilt  her  shell. 
Painting  with  mom  each  annual  cell ; 
Or  how  the  sacred  pine-tree  adds 
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Til  W  olil  Irarrenew  mjriiuh! 
Siinli  MiJ  m  givw  thme  holy  pile*, 
^Vliilal  loTp  lud  tPTTot  Uitl  tlw  titet. 
Karlh  proudly  wran  the  Parthenon 
Ai  tile  Imt  gem  upon  her  lone ; 
And  morning  opca  with  hule  her  liib 
Tn  Bue  upon  the  PyruuiilA; 
Or  Englnnd'i  Abbev*  bend*  the  iky 
A*  on  its  fri)iudi  witn  kindred  eye ; 
YoT,  oat  of  Thought's  interior  aphere 
Th>w  woudcrs  rose  to  upjier  ktr. 
And  Katan;  gladly  save  then  pboe, 
Aitoptad  tbem  into  her  race, 
Atufgnuiteil  them  ui  n^ual  date 
With  Andes  and  with  Ararat. 

Thne  tcitiiilea  sreir  as  groirs  the  gnu* ; 
Art  miglit  ouey,  but  not  turwiss. 
The  pi^ve  Maater  lent  lib  band 
To  the  <raat  Soul  th*t  o'er  him  ptanned. 
And  the  Mme  poirer  that  reared   the 

Bertrode  the  tribes  that  knelt  within. 
Etct  the  fiery  Pentecost 
Girds  with  one  flame  the  countli'SH  host, 
Tranors    the   heart    through    chonting 

And  Ihrouich   the  priest  the  mind  in- 

The  wunl  onto  the  prophet  apoken 
Was  writ  on  tables  yvl  unbroken ; 
The  word  by  seera  or  libyts  told. 
In  (crnTcs  01  oak  or  fanes  of  gold, 
Sitll  fioatu  u|>on  the  morning  wind. 
Still  whiaperi  to  the  willing  mind. 
One  amenl  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
The  beedUn  world  hath  nerer  lost. 
I  know  what  sav  the  Fathers  wise, — 
Th*  book  itself  before  me  lies,— 
Old  (,'hrysoatom,  heat  Augustine, 
And  be  who  Urnt  both  in  hia  line. 
Tlio  younger  Ootden  lipi  or  minea, 
Tayhir,  the  Shakespeare  of  dirines; 
His  words  are  music  in  mr  ear, 
I  M*  hi.  c«wlwl  portrait  dear, 
And  tei,  for  all  hin  failli  coubl  tee, 
I  would  not  the  good  Ualiup  be. 


BOSTON  HTHX. 
TnF  wfir.1  (.f  the  T^itI  by  night 

To  the  wstrliiiig  Pilgritn*  came, 
Aa  Ibry  in t  by  the  lenride. 

Anilfilleil  their  henrta  with  Hainan 


Up  to  my  ear  the  tnomiiig  brings 
The  outrage  of  the  jioor. 

Think  ye  I  made  Ihia  hall 

A  field  of  havor  and  war, 
WhiTe  tyrants  gn-at  and  lyraials  tmall 

ilight  harry  the  weak  and  i>oorI 

My  angel,  —  bit  name  is  Freedom, — 
Cliooae  him  lo  be  your  king: 

lie  slinll  cut  pathways  east  and  west. 
And  fend  you  with  hia  King. 

Lof  1  uncover  the  land, 

Which  1  hid  of  old  time  in  the  Wral, 
As  the  sculptor  nncover*  the  statue 

When  he  iLaa  wrouglit  his  best; 

I  show  Columbia,  of  the  rocka 
Wliich  dip  their  foot  in  the  aeaa. 

And  M«T  to  the  air-Iwnie  Hoeka 
Of  clonda,  and  the  boreal  Beeoe.  , 

1  will  divide  my  goods ; 

Call  in  the  wretch  and  the  slave: 
None  shall  rule  but  the  humble. 

And  none  but  Toil  shall  have. 


Qo,  cut  down  trees  in  (he  forest. 
And  trim  the  tlraightest  iKiugha  ; 

Cut  down  trees  in  the  forfuit. 
And  build  me  a  wooden  house. 

Call  the  people  together. 
The  youn^  men  and  the  airea. 

The  dinger  in  the  barveat-fiold, 
Uirelmg,  and  him  that  hiiMj 

And  here  in  a  pine  slate-house 
They.ahall  choose  men  to  rule 

In  every  needful  faeulty. 
Id  churvh  and  state  and  school. 


And  ve  shall  succor  na 
'T  ja  nobleutm  lii  ai-r' 

Help  them  who  rnnnot 
Beware  tttiut  right  to 
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I  break  your  bonds  and  masterships, 

And  I  uur.hain  the  slave : 
Free  be  his  heart  and  baud  henceforth 

As  wind  and  wandering  wave. 

I  cause  from  every  creature 

His  proper  good  to  flow ; 
As  much  as  he  is  and  doeth, 

So  much  he  shall  bestow. 

But,  laying  hands  on  another. 
To  coin  his  labor  and  sweat. 

He  goes  in  pawn  to  his  victim 
For  eternal  years  in  debt. 

To-day  unbind  the  captive, 

So  only  are  ye  unbound ; 
Lift  up  a  people  from  the  dust, 

Trump  of  their  rescue,  sound ! 

Pay  ransom  to  the  owner, 
And  flU  the  bag  to  the  brim. 

Who  is  the  owner  ?  The  slave  is  owner. 
And  ever  was.     Pay  him. 

0  North  '  give  liira  beauty  for  rags, 
And  honor,  0  South !  for  his  shame ; 

Nevada !  coin  tliy  golden  crags 
With  Freedom's  image  and  name. 

Up !  and  the  dusky  race 

That  sat  in  darkness  long,  — 

Be  swift  their  feet  as  antelopes. 
And  as  behemoth  strong. 

Come,  East  and  West  and  North, 

By  races,  as  snowflakes, 
And  carry  my  purix)se  forth, 

Which  neither  halts  nor  shakes. 

My  will  fulfilled  shall  be, 
For,  in  daylight  or  in  dark. 

My  thunderbolt  has  eyes  to  see 
His  way  home  to  the  mark. 


THE  SOUL'S  PROPHECY. 

All  before  us  lies  the  way ; 

Give  the  ])ast  unto  the  wind ; 
All  before  us  is  the  day, 

Night  and  darkness  are  behind. 

Eden  with  its  angels  bold, 

Love  and  flowers  and  coolest  sea, 
Is  less  an  ancient  story  told 

Than  a  glowing  prophecy. 


'  In  the  spirit*8  perfect  air. 

In  the  passions  tame  and  kind. 
Innocence  from  selfish  care. 
The  real  Eden  we  shall  find. 

When  the  soul  to  sin  hath  died. 
True  and  beautiful  and  sound. 

Then  all  earth  is  sanctified, 
Upsprings  paradise  around. 

From  the  spirit-land  afar 
All  disturbing  force  shall  flee ; 

Stir,  nor  toil,  nor  hope  shall  mar 
Its  immortal  unity. 


EDGAE  A.  POE. 

[U.S.  A.,  181Z-1849.] 

THE  BELLB. 

Heak  the  sledges  with  the  bells,  — 
Silver  bells,  — 
What  a  world  of  merriment  their  melody 
foretells ! 
How  they  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle. 

In  the  icy  air  of  night ! 
While  the  stars  that  oversprinkle 
All  the  heavens  seem  to  twinkle 

With  a  crystalline  delight ; 
Keeping  time,  time,  time. 
In  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme. 
To  the  tintinnabulation  that  so  musically 
wells 
From  the  bells,  bells,  bells,  bells. 
Bells,  bells,  bells,  — 
From  the  jinsjling  and  the  tinkling  of 
the  bells. 

Hear  the  mellow  wedding  bells, 
Golden  bells  ! 
Whata  world  of  happiness  their  harmony 
foretells ! 
Through  the  balmy  air  of  nisfht 
How  they  ring  out  their  delight ! 
From  the  molten-golden  notes, 

And  all  in  tune. 
What  a  liquid  ditty  floats 
To  the  turtle-dove  that  listens,  while 
she  gloats 
On  the  moon ! 
0,  from  out  the  sounding  cells, 
What  a  gush  of  euphony  voluminously 
wells  1 


BOBEKT  BKOWNINO. 


Row  it  Bwi'IU  I 
Bow  it  dwrite 
On  the  Futuni!  how  it  tells 
or  the  ni|itiire  that  impFU 
To  IhF  swinging  and  the  ringing 

OrtheU'lls.belU.tvllB, 

or  ih<>  belU<,  bello,  WtU.  bells, 

Brll^belhi.  hells,— 

To  the  rhyming  aud  the  cliiiuiiig  of  the 

Heat  the  load  ntarora  hslU,  — 
Brazen  belU ', 
%lul  a  t«le  of  terror,  now,  their  turbu- 
lencytelU! 
In  the  atutled  ear  »r  night 
How  thf y  Bcrtsam  out  their  aHnglit  I 
Too  much  hurrifieJ  to  Bucak, 
They  ™n  only  shriek,  shriek, 
Out  of  tune, 

■  clamoroui  apjiraling  to  the  meny 

■  mid  expostulation  with  the  deaT 
and  frautiu  fire. 


By  (he  siile  of  the  imle-feo'd  moon. 
0.  Ihs  bells.  belU.  bells. 
What  ■  Ule  their  termr  tdb 
OrOfl 
How  iheycl    ^, 
What  m  homir  they  outpour 
On  the  bosom  of  the  palpitating 
Yet  the  ear  it  fully  ktiows. 


Yet  th-  «r  distinctly  tell*. 
In  (he  jangling. 
And  tlie  wrangling, 
How  the  danftrr  sinlis  and  swells. 
By  the  sinking  or  the  swelling  in  the 
anger  of  the  bells  — 
Of  the  bell.— 
or  lb"  hells,  bells,  bells,  bells, 
Bells,  bells.  heUs,— 
]n  the  clamor  and  the  clangor  of  the 
bells  I 

Hmt  the  tntlinz  of  the  beUs,— 


At  the   nielancholy  menace  of  their 


And  the  people,  — ah,  the  people, — 
They  that  dwell  up  in  the  steeple. 

All  alone. 
And  who,  tolling,  tolling,  tolling. 

In  that  muffled  monotone. 
Feel  a  glory  in  «a  rolling 

On  the  human  heart  a  stone,  — 
They  are  neither  man  nor  woman,  — 
They  are  neither  bmtenorhuinan, — 

ThevareGhonU: 
And  tbrir  king  it  is  who  tolls ; 
And  he  rolls,  rolla,  rolls, 
Kolis 

A  mean  from  the  bells ! 
And  liis  menj  bosom  swells 

With  the  [xean  of  the  bells! 
And  be  dsnces  and  be  yells ; 
Keeping  time,  time,  time. 
In  a  sort  of  Bunic  rhyme. 

To  the  pieao  of  the  bells,— 
Of  the  bells: 
Keeping  time,  time,  Hme, 
Id  a  sort  of  Runic  rhyme. 

To  the  throbbing  of  the  bells,  — 
OftheUll»,bells,lwll9,— 

To  the  sobbing  of  the  belli ; 
Keeping  time,  time,  time. 

As  he  knells,  knells,  knells, 
In  a  happy  Runic  rhvme, 

To  the  raltinR  of  the  bells,  — 
Of  the  bells.  beUs.  bells,— 

To  the  tolling  of  the  bells. 

Of  the  bells,  belts,  bells,  belk,  — 

Bells,  belU.  bells,  — 

To  the  moaning  and  the  groaning  of  the 


ROBERT  BROWUISG. 

KTBLTK  HOPE. 


_.  .hldf.!* 

world  of  solemn  thought  their 
monody  eomjwls  1 


What 

lody 
In  the  rilenre  nt  the  uight. 
Bow  we  abirer  with  affri^t 
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The  shutters  are  shut,  no  light  may  pass 
Save  two  long  rays  throu^  the  hiiige's 
chink. 

Sixteen  years  old  when  she  died ! 

Perhai)s  she  had  scarcely  heard  my 
name,  — 
It  was  not  her  time  to  love :  beside. 

Her  life  had  many  a  hope  and  aim, 
Duties  enough  and  little  cares, 

And  now  was  quiet,  now  astir,  — 
Till  God's  hand  beckoned  unawares, 

And  the  sweet  white  brow  is  all  of  her. 

Is  it  too  late  then,  Eveljm  Hope  f 

What,  your  soul  was  pure  and  true. 
The  good  stars  met  in  your  horoscope. 

Made  you  of  spirit,  fire,  and  dew,  — 
And  just  because  I  was  thrice  as  old. 

And  our  paths  in  the  world  divei'ged 
so  wide. 
Each  was  naught  to  e4ich,  must  I  be  told  ? 

We  were  fellow  mortals,  naught  beside  f 

No,  indeed  !  for  God  above 

Is  great  to  grant  as  mighty  to  make, 
And  creates  the  love  to  reward  the  love,  — 

I  claim  you  still,  for  my  own  love's  sake  ! 
Delayed  it  may  be  for  more  lives  yet. 

Through  worlds  I  shall  traverse,  not  a 
few, — 
Much  is  to  learn  and  much  to  forget 

Ere  the  time  be  come  for  taking  you. 

But  the  time  will  come,  — at  last  it  will, 
When,  Evelyn  Hope,  what  meant,  I 
shall  say. 
In  the  lower  earth,  in  the  years  long  still. 
That  body  and  soul  so  pure  and  gay? 
Why  your  hair  was  amber,  I  shall  divine. 
And  your  mouth  of  your  own  gera- 
nium's red,  — 
And  what  you  would  do  with  me,  in  fine. 
In  the  new  life  come  iu  the  old  one's 
stead. 

I  have  lived,  I  shall  say,  so  much  since 
then. 

Given  up  myself  so  many  times. 
Gained  me  the  gains  of  various  men, 

Ransacked     the     ages,     spoiled     the 
climes  ; 
Yet  one  thing,  one,  in  my  soul's  full  scope. 

Either  I  missed  or  itself  missed  me  — 
And  I  want  and  find  you,  Evelyn  Hope! 

What  is  the  issue  ?  let  us  see ! 


I  loved  you,  Evelvn,  all  the  while  ; 

My  heart  seemed  full  as  it  could  hold,  — 
There  was  place  and  to  spare  for  the  frank 
young  smile 
And  the  red  yoxmg  month  and  the 
hair's  young  gold. 
So,  hush,  —  I  will  give  you  this  leaf  to 
keep, — 
See,  I  shut  it  inside thesweetcold  hand. 
There,  that  is  our  secret !  go  to  sleep ; 
You  will  wake,  and  remember,  and 
understand. 


RABBI  BEN  EZRA. 

Grow  old  along  with  me ! 

The  best  is  yet  to  be. 

The  last  of  life,  for  which  the  first  was 

made: 
Our  times  are  in  His  hand 
Who  saith,  "  A  whole  I  planned. 
Youth  shows  but  half;   trust  God:  see 

all,  nor  be  afraid!" 

Not  that,  amassing  flowers. 
Youth  sighed,  "Which  rose  make  ours, 
Which  lily  leave  and  then  as  l>e.st  recall!" 
Not  that,  admiring  stars, 
It  yearned,  **  Nor  Jove,  nor  Mars; 
Mine  be  some  figured  flame  which  blends, 
transcends  them  all !  '* 

Not  for  such  hopes  and  fears. 
Annulling  youth's  brief  years. 
Do  I  remonstrate,  —  folly  wide  the  mark ! 
Rather  I  prize  the  doubt 
Low  kinds  exist  without. 
Finished  and  finite  clods,  untroubled  by 
a  spark. 

Poor  vaunt  of  life  indeed. 
Were  man  but  formed  to  feed 
On  ioy,  to  solely  seek  and  find  and  feast: 
Such  feasting  ended,  then 
As  sure  an  end  to  men ; 
I  rks  care  the  crop-full  bird  ?    Frets  doubt 
the  maw-crammed  beast  ? 

Rejoice  we  are  allied 
To  That  which  doth  provide 
And  not  partake,  effect  and  not  receive! 
A  spark  aisturbs  our  cdod ; 
Nearer  we  hold  of  God 
Who  gives,  than  of  his  tribes  that  take, 
I  must  believe. 


kn.  welcotnf  eiich  rebuff 

Tlwl  turnn  mrtli's  liiiioothlicK  nmglit 
Each  lUni;  tliut  buU  nor  lit  dot  tund, 


cry,  "All  g<Kxl  Iliinra 

rs,  nor  vuiil  liclpn  Bp3i  more,  now, 

th*n  flcBli  hd[)s  BoiU!" 


Tf,  Hud  ]ioM  cl 
Lcnrn,  poricuiuni  tliv  puDg;  iUre,>i 
grudjje  Ibe  tbriwl 

For  thmce —  «  paradax 
Whkh  comrorti  wliilo  it  mocks — 
Shall  life  inf  oHiI  in  that  it  Kema  to  fail : 
What  1  ufrtreil  to  be, 
Anil  wu  not,  comforti  me  : 
A  brute  1  luiebt  h*Te  bKD,  bnt  wonid 
not  (inli  i'  tbg  Kale. 

What  U  hP  but  ■  brute 

Whow  flcih  halh  soul  to  (tiit. 

Whow  ipirit  work*  lesl  arms  and  legs 

want  play  F 
To  man,  pr«|w»e  tbia  test,  — 
Thy  iKMly  at  ita  brst, 
H<>w  (sT  can  that  [irojecl  thy  soul  on 

lone  way  t 

Vet  gifts  thnulil  prove  tbeir  ate; 
1  own  the  I'ast  profuse 

Of  |mwcr  eat^h  side,  perfection  every  tii 
Eyej,  earn  took  in  their  dole, 
Brain  Imunml  up  the  whole; 
ShuQld  not  the  heart  beat  once,  "how 
gooil  to  live  and  ieam  I" 

Not  once  bnt,  "Praise  be  Thins  I 

1  s«  thr  whole  dfiusn. 

I,  who  WW  I'ower,  ahall  see  Lore  perfect 

FVrfmt  1  .-.II  Thy  pUn  : 
Thank*  tint  I  was  a  msn  I 
Uaker,  ri-makr,  eonipletf,  —  1  trost  what 
thouihaltdo!" 

For  pleasant  is  this  Hesh ; 
Out  aiiul,  in  its  roar-nmh 
Pnllnl  ever  to  lbs  earth,  still  yearaa  for 
»»t; 
'iAuM  we  oDnie  priie  might  hold 
~  match  tb<iae  nianifold 

of  the  brute,  — gain  most,  as 
we  did  Wst ! 

iM  u*  DUt  alwaTi  isv, 

"Spits  of  tItltrieshto-tUy 

I  itraiv,  mads  head,  gained  ground  upon 

th«  whole!" 
As  the  btnl  wing>  and  sings. 


Therefore  I  ex 
"'oHmnt 

jfe'a  str 
te 
Thence  shall  I  {lass,  approved 
A  man,  far  aye  removed 
From  the  developnl  brute;  aGod  though 
iu  tbo  germ. 

And  I  shall  thereupon 
Tnke  rest,  ere  I  be  gone 
Once  more  on  my  advenlare  hruve  and 

Fearless  and  unprT]i1eied, 
When  I  wage  battle  next. 
What  weapons  to  select,  what  a 


is  gold: 


Youth  cnde.1.  I  shnlllry 
My  gain  or  lo«  tlicreby ; 
Br  the  tire  aobes.  what  Rnrrivi 
And  I  shall  weigh  the  Hme, 
(Jive  life  its  praise  or  blame  r 
Young,  all  Uy  in  dispute ;  1  shall  knoir, 
beuig  old. 


For  11' 


■,  when  evening  abuts. 


Thi'  dted  ott.  calls  the  gloiy  from  the  gray : 

A  wliisper  from  the  west 

Shoots,  "Add  this  to  the  mt. 

Take  It  and  try  its  worth  :  hen  dlesanother 

day," 

So,  still  within  this  life. 

Though  lifted  o'er  ila  strife, 

Let  me  discern,  compare,  pronounce  a' 

but, 
"This  nge  was  right  i'  the  main, 
That  acquiescence  vain : 
The  Fnliire  [  mar  face  now  I  ban  provci 

the  Past." 

For  mote  is  not  naervd 
To  man,  with  soul  just  Ti»rved 
To  act  to-morrow  what  he  leanu  toSaf 
Here,  work  enough  W  watch 
The  Muter  aork,  and  catch 
Hints  of  the  pn>prr  ctitft,  tricks  of  the 
tool's  true  play. 
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Toward  making,  than  repose  on  aught 

found  made ; 
So,  better,  age,  exempt 
From  strife,  should  know,  than  tempt 
Further.    Thou  waitedst  age ;  wait  death 

nor  be  afraid ! 

Enough  now,  if  the  Right 

And  Good  and  Infinite 

Be  named  here,  as  thou  callest  thy  hand 

thine  own. 
With  knowledge  absolute, 
Subject  to  no  dispute 
From  fools  that  crowded  youth,  nor  let 

thee  feel  alone. 

Be  there,  for  once  and  all. 
Severed  great  minds  from  small. 
Announced  to  each  his  station  in  the 

Past! 
Was  I,  the  world  arraigned, 
Were  they,  my  soul  disdained. 
Right?    Let  age  speak  the  truth  and 

give  us  peace  at  last ! 

Now,  who  shall  arbitrate  ? 

Ten  men  love  what  1  hate, 

Shun  what  I  follow,  slight  what  I  re- 
ceive ; 

Ten,  who  in  ears  and  eyes 

Match  me  :  we  all  suraiise, 

They,  this  thing,  and  1,  that :  whom  shall 
my  soul  believe? 

Not  on  the  vulgar  mass 

Called  "work,"  must  sentence  pass, 

Things  (lone,  that  took  the  eye  and  had 

the  price ; 
O'er  which,  from  level  stand, 
The  low  world  laid  its  hand. 
Found   straightway  to   its   mind,  could 

value  in  a  trice : 

But  all,  the  world's  coarse  thumb 
And  finger  failed  to  plumb. 
So  passed  in  making  up  the  main  account ; 
All  instincts  immature. 
All  purposes  unsure, 
Tiiat  weighed  not  as  his  work,  yet  swelled 
the  man's  amount : 

Thoughts  hardly  to  be  packed 

Into  a  narrow  act. 

Fancies  that  broke  through  language  and 

escaped ; 
All  I  could  never  be. 


All  men  ignored  in  me. 
This  1  was  worth  to  God,  whose  wheel 
the  pitcher  shaped. 

Ay,  note  that  Potter's  wheel. 

That  metaphor !  and  feel 

Why  time  s[)in8  fast,  why  pasnye  lies  oar 

clay,  — 
Thou,  to  whom  fools  propound. 
When  the  wine  makes  its  round, 
''Since  life  fleets,  all  is  change ;  the  Past 

gone,  seize  to-day  I  '* 

Fool !    All  that  is,  at  all. 

Lasts  ever,  past  recall ; 

Earth  changes,  but  thy  soul  and  God 

stand  sure : 
What  entered  into  thee, 
TluU  was,  is,  and  shall  be : 
Time's  wheel  runs  back  or  stops :  Potter 

and  clay  endure. 

He  fixed  thee  mid  this  dance 

Of  plastic  circumstance, 

This  Present,  thou,  forsooth,  wouldst  fain 

arrest : 
Machinery'  just  meant 
To  give  tiiy  soul  its  bent. 
Try  thee  and  turn  thee  forth,  sufficiently 

impressed. 

What  though  the  earlier  grooves 
Which  ran  the  laughing  loves 
Around  thy  base,  no  longer  pause  aod 

press? 
What  though,  about  .thy  rim. 
Skull-things  in  ortler  grim 
Grow  out,   in  graver  mood,  obey  the 

sterner  stress? 

Look  not  thou  down,  but  up ! 

To  uses  of  a  cup. 

The  festal  boanl,  lamp's  flash,  and  tnun* 

pet's  peal. 
The  new  wine's  foaming  flow. 
The  Master's  lips  aglow ! 
Thou,  heaven's   ronsnmmate   cup.  vh*^ 

needst  thou  with  earth's  wheel? 

But  I  need,  now  as  then. 

Thee,  God,  who  mouldest  men ; 

And  sini^e,  not  even  while  the  whirl  wi» 

worst, 
Did  I  —  to  the  wheel  of  life 
With  shapes  and  colors  rife. 
Bound    dizzilv  —  mistake    my  end,  to 

slake  l!hy  thirst : 
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So,  Uk»  uid  nsr  Thy  work  I 
Amend  what  IIbkd  may  lurk, 
Wbkt  iitnuu  o'  the  HtufT,  ukat  warintigB 

nut  [he  •iin ', 
M;  liitii-*  l«  tu  Thy  haud  I 
pprfMt  the  cu|-  u  iilmjned  ! 
Let   nge    H|>[iravE   of  yoiilh,  and   death 


c  the  s< 


THE  LOST  LEADER. 

Jl-^  f»r  »  Ln<..lf,il  of  si1v.T  h^  left  ns; 

Jml  fur  ■  HIiImii  tu  slit'k  ill  liifl  coat, - 

Toand  llir  our  giii  of  uhidi  fartUDL-  tx 


Bag*  —  were    tley  pnrpte,  hit  heart 
bod  bora  pioud ! 
Vk  that  hail  loved  tiim  bo,  Tolloved  him, 
hoiiom]  him, 
litni  in  hU  niiW  and  magnitlcent  e\t, 
Learltnl  hi*  gniit  Ittngiii^e,  caught  his 
duo  »i:iint«, 
Ma<Jp  hini  our  imttcm  to  liv«  and  to 


-they 


dip! 
ShakesjirBie  nru  of  til.  Uilton 
Bama.  ShfUey.  wriy  wiih 
wal'-h  frnm  their  sivvi 
n*  tlout  limki  from  the  van  and  the 
IWtum ; 
1I«   D|iirii<   aioks  to  th«  rear  and  the 
alarnt! 
Weahill  raarahiimspering,  — Dot  through 
Ilia  pl^arnce ; 
Songs  may  iiitjiirit  ua,  —  not  from  his 

DatdainlllwiloDc,  —  while  he  bonata  his 

Still  Irlilding  cnnich  whom  the  rest 
Inde  aanirc. 


Blot  mit  hia  name,  then. 
One  talk  mora  decUncd, 

I«ttb  QntKMl, 

Od«  motr  triumph  for  denla,  and  t 

Oii«  wnmit  iDorv  to  man,  one  more 
ault  bi  God  I 
life  a  night  Ingina ;  let  hiin  iMrer  O 


foot- 


Then.'  irould  he  doubt,  beeitation,  and 

Forcad  jusuie  on  our  part,  —  the  glimmer 
of  twilight, 
Kevpf  glad,  confident  moruiiig  again  t 
Best  tight  on  well,  for  wo  uught  hiui,  — 
stlike  galUntly, 
Aim  at  our  liKart  vtv  we  jaerce  through 
his  own ; 
llieD  let  him  receive  the  new  kuowlcilga 
■nd  wait  qa. 
Pardoned  iu  Hoiveti,  the  first  by  the 
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LiBTEs,  my  children,  and  you  shall  hear 

Of  the  midnight  ride  of  Paul  Itevere. 
On  the  cigblventli  of  April,  in  Srveuty- 


He  aaid  to  hja  friend,  "If  the  l^rilish 

By  land  or  sea  from  the  town  to-iiight, 
Hung  a  tautcni  aloft  iu  the  brlfi^  iirfh 
or  the  North  Church  tower  as  a  sigtial 

light, - 
One,  if  by  land,  and  two,  if  by  sea : 
Aud  I  on  tlie  opjHiaite  shore  wilt  be. 
Ready  to  ride  aud  spread  the  alarm 
Through   every   HiddlcMX  vilkgs  ■ 

For  the  country  folk  to  be  up  Mi4  la 

Then  he  said,  "Good  night!"  and  with 

mulSed  oar 
Silently  rowed  to  the  Charleatown  ibon-, 
JuBl  as  the  moon  ruse  orer  the  bay. 
Where  nwinging  wide  at  her  moorings  lay 
The  Somerwt,  British  man-ofnTir; 
A  phantom  ship,  with  each  mast  and  >|iar 
Ai'ruwi  the  moon  like  a  priauu  bar. 
And  a  huge  black  hulk,  that  was  magni- 
fied 
By  its  own  refleciion  in  the  tide. 

Meanwhile,  his  friend,  through  alley  and 

itrmt. 
Wanders  aud  watches  with  eagec  •u^ 
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Till  in  the  silence  around  bim  he  hears 
The  muster  of  men  at  the  barrack  door. 
The  sound  of  arms,  and  the  tramp  of  feet, 
And  the  measured  tread  of  the  grenadiers, 
Marching  down  to  their  boats  on  the  shore. 

Then  he  climbed  the  tower  of  the  Old 

North  Church, 
By  the  wooden  stairs,  with  stealthy  tread, 
To  the  belfiT-chamber  overhead, 
And  startled  the  pigeons  from  their  perch 
On  the  sombre  rafters,  that  rouna  him 

made 
Masses  and  moving  shapes  of  shade,  — 
By  the  trembling  ladder,  steep  and  tall, 
To  the  highest  window  in  the  wall. 
Where  he  paused  to  listen  and  look  down 
A  moment  on  the  roofs  of  the  town. 
And  the  moonlight  flowing  over  alL 

Beneath,  in  the  churchyard,  lay  the  dead, 
In  their  night-encampment  on  the  hill, 
Wrapjied  in  silence  so  deep  and  still 
That  he  could  hear,  like  a  sen tinelVs  tread. 
The  watchful  ni«(ht-\viTi(l,  as  it  went 
Creeping  along  from  tent  to  tent. 
And  seeming  to  wliisper,  "All  is  well!" 
A  moment  only  he  feels  the  spell 
Of  the  place  and  the  hour,  and  the  secret 

dread 
Of  the  lonely  belfry  and  the  dead  ; 
For  suddenly  all  his  thoughts  ai-e  bent 
On  a  shadowy  something  far  away, 
"Where  the  river  wi(h^nstomeetthel>ay, — 
A  line  of  black  that  bends  and  floats 
On  the  rising  tide,  like  a  bridge  of  boats. 

Meanwhile,  impatient  to  mount  and  ride, 
Booted  and  spurred,  with  a  heavy  stride 
On  the  opposite  shore  walked  Paul  Re- 
vere. 
Now  he  patted  his  horse's  side, 
Now  gazed  at  the  landscape  far  and  near, 
Then,  impetuous,  stain j)ed  the  earth, 
And  turned  and   tightened   his  saddle- 
girth  ; 
But  mostly  he  watched  with  eager  search 
The  b4«lfry-towerofthc01d  North  Church, 
As  it  rose  above  the  graves  on  the  hill, 
Lonely  and  spectnd  and  sombix^  and  still. 
And  lo !  as  he  h)oks,  on  the  belfry's  height 
A  glimmer,  and  then  a  gleam  of  light! 
He  springs  to  the  saddle,  the  bridle  he 

turns. 
But  lingers  and  gazes,  till  full  on  his  sight 
A  second  lamp  in  the  belfry  bums  1 


A  hurry  of  hoofs  in  a  yillage  street, 

A  shape  in  the  moonlight,  a  bulk  in  the 
dark. 

And  beneath,  from  the  pebbles,  in  pass- 
ing, a  spark 

Struck  out  by  a  steed  flying  fearless  and 
fleet: 

That  was  all !  And  yet,  through  the 
gloom  and  the  light. 

The  fate  of  a  nation  was  riding  that  night ; 

And  the  spark  struck  out  by  that  steed, 
in  his  flight. 

Kindled  the  land  into  flame  with  its  heat 

He  has  left  the  village  and  mounted  the 

steep. 
And  beneatli  him,  tranquil  and  broad  and 

deep. 
Is  the  Mystic,  meeting  the  ocean  tides ; 
And  under  the  alders,  that  skirt  its  etlge, 
Now  soft  on  the  sand,  now  loud  on  the 

ledge. 
Is  heard  the  tramp  of  his  steed  as  he  rides. 

It  was  twelve  by  the  village  clock 
When  he  crossed  the  bridge  into  Medfonl 

town. 
He  heard  the  crowing  of  the  cook, 
Aiul  the  barking  of  the  fanner's  dog. 
And  felt  the  damp  of  the  river  fog. 
That  rises  after  the  sun  goes  down. 

It  was  one  by  the  village  clock. 
When  he  galloped  into  Lexinc:ton. 
He  saw  the  gilded  weathercock 
S^-im  in  the  moonlight  as  he  passed, 
And  the  meeting-house  windows,  blank 

and  bare. 
Gaze  at  him  with  a  spectral  glare, 
As  if  they  already  stood  aghast 
At  the  bloody  work  they  would  look  upon. 

It  was  two  by  the  village  clock 

When  he  came  to  the  bridge  in  Conconi 

town. 
He  heard  the  bleating  of  the  flock, 
And  the  twitter  of  birds  among  the  trees, 
And  felt  the  breath  of  the  morning  breeie 
Blowing  over  the  meadows  brown. 
And  one  was  safe  and  asleep  in  his  bed 
Who  at  the  bridge  would  be  first  to  fall» 
Who  that  day  would  be  lying  dead, 
Pierced  by  a  British  musket-ball. 

You  know  the  rest.     In  the  books  you 

have  read, 
How  the  British  Regulars  fired  and  fled,  ^ 
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How  the  farmen  gave  them  hall  for  ball, 
KroDi  behind  each  fence  and  farm-yard 

wall, 
Chasing  the  redcoata  down  the  lane. 
Then  crossing  the  Helds  to  emerge  again 
Under  the  trees  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 
And  only  pausing  to  fire  and  load. 

So  through  the  night  rode  Paul  Revere ; 
And  so  through  the  night  went  his  cry 

of  alarm 
To  every  Middlesex  village  and  farm,  — 
A  cry  of  defiance  and  not  of  fear, 
A  voice  in  the  darkness,  a  knock  at  the 

door, 
And  a  woixl  that  shall  echo  forevermore  ! 
For,  borne  on  the  night-wind  of  the  Past, 
Through  all  our  history,  to  the  last, 
In  the  hour  of  darkness  and  |)eril  and 

need. 
The  people  will  waken  and  listen  to  hear 
The  hurrying  hoof-beats  of  that  steed 
And  the  midnight  message  of  Paul  Re- 
vere. 


MAIDENHOOD. 

Maiden  I  with  the  meek,  brown  eyes, 
In  whose  orbs  a  shadow  lies 
Like  the  dusk  in  evening  skies ! 

Thon  whose  locks  outshine  the  sun, 
Gohlen  tresses,  wreathed  in  one, 
As  the  braided  streamlets  run  ! 

Standing,  with  reluctant  feet, 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet, 
Womanhood  and  childhood  fleet ! 

Gazing,  with  a  timid  glance. 
On  the  brooklet's  swift  advance, 
On  the  river's  broad  expanse ! 

Deep  and  still,  that  gliding  stream 
Beautiful  to  thee  must  seem, 
As  the  river  of  a  dream. 

Then  why  pause  with  indecision. 
When  bngnt  angels  in  thy  vision 
Beckon  thee  to  fields  Elysian  ? 

Seest  thou  shadows  sailing  by, 
As  the  dove,  with  startled  eye, 
Sees  the  falcon's  shadow  fly  ? 

Hearest  thou  voices  on  the  shore, 
That  our  ears  perceive  no  more, 
Deafened  by  toe  cataract's  roar  f 

U 


0,  thou  child  of  many  prayers  ! 

Life  hath  quicksands,  —  Life  hath  snares ! 

Care  and  age  come  unawares ! 

Like  the  swell  of  some  sweet  tune, 
Morning  rises  into  noon, 
May  glides  onward  into  June. 

Childhood  is  the  lx)ugh,  when?  slimibered 
Birds  and  blossoms  many-numberetl ; — 
Age,  that  bough  with  snows  encunibeix*d. 

Gather,  then,  each  flower  that  grows. 
When  the  young  heart  overflows, 
To  embalm  that  tent  of  snows. 

Bear  a  lily  in  thy  hand ; 
Gates  of  brass  cannot  withstand 
One  touch  of  that  magic  wund. 

Bear  through  sorrow,  wrong,  and  ruth, 
In  thy  heart  the  dew  of  youth. 
On  thy  lips  the  smile  of  truth. 

0,  that  dew,  like  balm,  shall  steal 
Into  wounds  that  cannot  heal, 
Even  as  sleep  our  eyes  doth  seal ; 

And  that  smile,  like  sunshine,  dart 
Into  many  a  sunless  heart. 
For  a  smile  of  God  thou  art. 


A  PSALM  OF  LIFE. 

WHAT  THE  HEART  OF  THE   YOCSO   MAS  SAID  TO 
THE  PSALMliiT. 

Tell  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers. 
Life  is  but  an  empty  dream  ! 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slunil>ers, 
And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

Life  is  real !     Life  is  earnest ! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 
Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest, 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  souL 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

Is  our  destincnl  end  or  wav ; 
But  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  us  farther  than  to-day. 

Art  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting. 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

Still,  like  muffleil  jlniins,  an*  Wating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 
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In  the  world's  hroftd  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life, 
Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

Trust  no  Future,  howe'er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  Past  bury  its  dead ! 
Act, — act  in  the  living  Present! 

Heart  within,  and  God  o'erhead ! 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 
We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time  ;- 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 
Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 

A  forlorn  and  shinwrecked  brother. 
Seeing,  shall  taKC  heart  again. 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing. 
With  a  heart  for  any  fate. 

Still  achieving,  still  pursuing, 
Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 


RESIGNATION. 

There  is  no  flock,  however  watched  and 
tendetl, 

Rnt  one  (U'sul  lamb  is  there  ! 
Th»*r<'  i>.  i»o  fnvsidc,  howsoe'er  defended, 

15ut  has  one  vacant  eluiir  I 

The  air  is  full  of  farewells  to  the  dying, 
And  mournings  for  the  dead  ; 

The  heart  of  iUchel,  for  her  children 
crying, 
Will  not  In?  comforted  ! 

Let  us  l>e  jKitient !     These  severe  afflic- 
tions 

Not  from  tlie  ground  an.se. 
But  oftentimes  celestial  U-nedictions 

Assume  this  dark  disguise. 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and 
vai>ors ; 

Amid  tnese  earthly  damps 
What  seem  to  us  but  sa«l,  funereal  tapers 

May  Ix*  heaven's  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  Death  !     What  seems  so  is 
transition ; 
This  life  of  mortal  breath 


Is  but  a  snburb  of  the  life  elysian. 
Whose  portal  we  call  Death. 

She  is  not  dead,  — the  cliild  of  oar  affec- 
tion,— 
But  gone  unto  that  school 
Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  pro- 
tection. 
And  Christ  himBelf  doth  rule. 

In  that  fpreai  cloister's  atUlnesi  and  secla- 
sion. 
By  guardian  an^ls  led, 
Safe  from  temptation,  safe  fix>m  fin*8  pol« 
lution. 
She  lives,  whom  we  call  dead. 

Day  after  day  we  think  what  she  is  dmng 
in  those  bright  realms  of  air ; 

Year  after  year,  her  tender  steps  puna* 
ing, 
Behold  her  grown  more  fair. 

Thus  do  we  walk  with  her,   and  keep 
unbroken 
The  bond  wliich  nature  gives, 
Thinking  that  our  remembrance,  thoogh 
uns|)oken. 
May  reach  her  where  she  lives. 

Not  as  a  child  shall  we  again  behold  her: 
For  when  with  raptures  wild 

In  our  embraces  we  again  enfold  her. 
She  will  not  be  a  child ; 

But  a  fair  maiden,  in  her  Father's  man- 
sion. 
Clothed  with  celestial  grace ; 
And  beautiful  ^-ith  all  the  soul's  expan- 
sion 
Shall  we  behold  her  face. 

And  though  at  times  impetuous  with 
emotion 
And  anguish  long  suppre88<Kl, 
The  swelling  heart  heaves  moaning  like 
the  ocean. 
That  cannot  be  at  rest,  — 

We  will  be  patient,  and  assuage  the  feel- 
ing 

We  may  not  wholly  stay ; 
By  silence  sanctifjing,  not  concealing, 

The  grief  that  must  have  way. 
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SAlflTA  HLOMSNA. 

Whrne'er  a  noble  deed  is  wrought, 
"Whene'er  is  spoken  a  noble  thought, 

Our  hearts,  in  glad  surprise, 

To  higher  leveb  rise. 

The  tidal  wave  of  deeper  souls 
Into  our  inmost  being  rolls. 

And  lifts  us  unawares 

Out  of  all  meaner  cares. 

Honor  to  those  whose  words  or  deeds 
Thus  help  us  in  our  daily  needs. 
And  by  their  overflow 
Baise  us  from  what  is  low ! 

Thus  thought  I,  as  by  night  I  read 

Of  the  great  army  of  the  dead. 
The  trenches  cold  and  damp, 
The  starved  and  frozen  camp,  — 

The  wounded  from  the  battle-plain. 

In  dreary  hospitals  of  pain. 
The  cheerless  corridors. 
The  cold  and  stony  floors. 

Lo !  in  that  house  of  misery 

A  lady  with  a  lamp  I  see 

Pass  through  the  glimmering  gloom, 
And  flit  from  room  to  room. 

And  slow,  as  in  a  dream  of  bliss, 
The  speechless  suflerer  turns  to  kiss 
Her  shadow,  as  it  falls 
Upon  the  darkening  walls. 

As  if  a  door  in  heaven  should  be 
Opened  snd  then  closed  suddenly. 
The  vision  came  and  went. 
The  light  shone  and  was  spent. 

On  England's  annals,  through  the  long 
Hereafter  of  her  speech  and  song, 

That  light  its  rays  shall  cast 

From  portals  of  the  past. 

A  Lady  with  a  Lamp  shall  stand 
In  the  great  history  of  the  land, 

A  noble  type  of  good. 

Heroic  womanhood. 

Nor  even  shall  be  wanting  here 
The  palm,  the  lily,  and  the  spear. 

The  symbols  that  of  yore 

Saint  Filomena  bore. 


HAWTHORNE. 
Hay  28,  1864. 

How  beautiful  it  was,  that  one  bright  day 

In  the  long  week  of  rain ! 
Though  all  its  splendor  could  not  chase 
away 

The  omnipresent  pain. 

The  lovely  town  was  white  with  apple- 
blooms. 

And  the  great  elms  o*erhead 
Dark  shadows  wove  on  their  aerial  looms 

Shot  through  with  golden  thread. 

Across  the  meadows,  by  the  gray  old 
manse. 

The  historic  river  flowed : 
I  was  as  one  who  wanders  in  a  trance. 

Unconscious  of  his  road. 

The  faces    of  familiar  friends   seemed 
strange  ; 
Their  voices  I  could  hear. 
And  yet  the  words  they  uttered  seemed 
to  change 
Their  meaning  to  my  ear. 

Forthe  one  face  1  looked  forwas  not  there. 
The  one  low  voice  was  mute ; 

Only  an  unseen  presence  filled  the  air, 
And  baflled  my  pursuit. 

Now  I  look  back,  and  meadow,  manse, 
and  stream 

Dimly  my  thought  defines ; 
I  only  see — a  dream  within  a  dream— 

The  hill-top  hearsed  with  pines. 

I  only  hear  above  his  place  of  rest 

Their  tender  undertone. 
The  infinite  longings  of  a  troubled  breast, 

The  voice  so  like  his  own. 

There  in  seclusion  and  remote  from  men 

The  wizard  hand  lies  cold. 
Which  at  its  topmost  s|»e«Hl  let  fall  the  pen. 

And  left  the  tale  half  told. 

Ah !  who  shall  lift  that  wand  of  magic 
power. 
And  the  lost  clew  regain  ? 
The    unfinished   window    in    Aladdin's 
tower 
Unfinished  must  remain ! 
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GERALD  MASSEY. 

TO-DAY  AND  TO-MORROW. 

HioHho])esthatburnedIikestarssnblizne 

Go  down  the  heavens  of  Freedom, 
And  tnie  hearts  (jerish  in  the  time 

We  bitterliest  neetl  them  ! 
But  never  sit  we  down,  and  say 

There  's  nothing  left  but  sorrow ; 
We  walk  the  wildeme.ss  to-day, 

The  promised  land  to-morrow. 

Our  binls  of  song  are  silent  now. 

There  are  no  Uowers  blooming ; 
Yet  life  l>eats  in  the  frozen  bou^h, 

And  Free<lom's  spring  is  coming ! 
And  Frt»edom*8  tide  comes  u])  alway. 

Though  we  may  stind  in  sorrow ; 
And  our  goml  bark  aground  to-day 

Shall  float  again  to-morrow. 

Through  all  tlii'long,  dark  nights  of  years 

Tliu  people's  cry  uscondcth, 
And  earth  is  wi't  witli  bloo<l  and  tears; 

But  our  UKM'k  siirt'cnuuu*  cndi'tli ! 
The  few  shall  not  fuivver  sway, 

The  many  toil  in  sorrow ; 
Th«'  powers  of  earth  aix;  stmng  to-day, 

lint  Heaven  shall  rule  to-morrow. 


Thoug]ih(*arts  brood  o'er  the  past,  our  eyes 

With  smiling  features  glisten  ! 
For  lo  !  our  day  bursts  up  the  skies: 

Lean  out  your  souls  and  listen  ! 
The  world  rolls  Freedom's  radiant  way 

And  ripens  with  her  sorrow  ; 
Keep  heart!  who  Ix'ar  the  cross  to-day 

Shall  wear  the  crown  to-morrow. 


0  Youth  I  flame  earnest,  still  aspire, 

With  energies  immortal  I 
To  nianv  a  heaven  of  de.sire 

Our  yearning  opes  a  portal  : 
And  though  .age  wearies  by  the  way, 

Antl  hearts  l)reak  in  the  furrow, 
We  '11  sow  the  golden  grain  to-day, 

And  harvest  comes  to-morrow. 


Baild  up  heroic  lives,  and  all 
Be  like  a  sheathen  Siibre, 

Ready  to  flash  out  at  God's  call, 
0  chivalry  of  labor  ! 


Triumph  and  toil  are  twins ;  and  aye, 
Joy  suns  the  clouil  of  sorrow ; 

And  *t  is  the  martyrdom  to-day 
Brings  victory  to-morrow. 


JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 

[v.  S.  A.] 

THE  QRAVE  BT  THE  ULKB. 

Where  the  Great  Lake's  sunny  smilee 
Dimple  round  its  hundred  isles. 
And  the  mountain's  granite  ledge 
Cleaves  the  water  like  a  wedge. 
Kinged  about  with  smooth,  gray  stones, 
Rest  the  giant's  mighty  bones. 

Close  beside,  in  shade  and  gleam, 
Ijiughs  and  ripples  Melvin  stream ; 
lilelvin  water,  mountain- )K)m, 
All  fair  flowers  its  banks  adorn ; 
All  the  woodland's  voices  meet, 
Mingling  with  its  murmurs  sweet. 

Over  lowlands  forest -gi"own, 
Over  waters  island-strown, 
Over  silver-sanded  iK-aeh, 
Leaf-locked  bav  and  njistv  roach, 
Mi'lvin  stream  and  burial-heap, 
Watch  and  wanl  the  mountaius  keep. 

'\^1lo  that  Titan  cromlech  fills? 
Forest-kaiser,  lord  o'  the  hills? 
Knight  who  on  the  birchen  tree 
Carved  his  savage  hemldry? 
Priest  o'  the  ])ine-wood  temples  dim. 
Prophet,  sage,  or  wizard  grim  ? 

Bugged  typo  of  jirimal  man, 
Grim  utilitarian. 

Loving  woods  for  hunt  and  prowl. 
Lake  and  hill  for  fish  and  fowl. 
As  the  brown  l>oar  blind  and  dull 
To  the  grand  and  beautiful : 

Not  for  him  the  lesson  drawn 
From  the  mountains  smit  with  dawn. 
Star-rise,  moon -rise,  flowers  of  May, 
Sunset's  ]iur])le  bloom  of  day, — 
Took  his  life  no  hue  from  thence, 
Poor  amid  such  aflluence? 

Haply  unto  hill  and  tree 
All  too  near  akin  was  he : 


Who  ihc  nmuDtBiii  ] 
Uiut  Doi  cliinh  the 


.iglwr  i«k8. 


What  Kliai-p  vrul,  wtut  iltrar  Imiien 
b«;k  *<:unt  Wolf  Uul  <aglu  Wutr 

Now,  wIi»lB'pr  l«  ra»y  have  bocn, 
I**  lie  lies  M  olliiT  iiivii ; 
Dd  hu  uioiiiiil  tliH  imrtriilgn  ilruiiM, 
Thrn  lbs  nuiny  tilur-jij  commi 
lUnk  nur  nanii!  nor  pmup  hu  ho  , 
lu  the  gmvD'»  democmcy. 

Purl  thy  blue  litm,  Northrro  kkc! 


ThcMi,  Uiry,  uliilii-worri  Owipe«( 
K|mk,  uid  IfII  uh  how  Btiil  whm 
Ltved  uiil  Jicd  tbU  king  of  men  1 

WirdUia  inoaiu  th«  incivut  jiiiie ; 
[jiTur  anJ  imaDtain  girn  ua  sigii ; 
Viiiii  In  Inif  R  till*  rinft  of  clonM ; 
Viln  ih>  amrch  of  i-runihUng  IntiM ; 
liiwiowt  ufalt  fiiJulTin, 
Ad  J  the  ■ulileal,  (ilenu  ii. 

Vami'Icrt,  nntrli-ii,  r-1ny  with  l-Uj 
\[. „..!_.  .i„..->..  .(.,.  l,r  .lay; 
I     ■  I  or  ill. 


Sinnir  <1i"l  "n  hii  Imrial-Mxt 
ll.in-trlti  blonm.  ami  BnUcii-nHli 
VThil'  the  wiul'i  (lark  honMCUii'' 
HqWi  no  •Urrt  nijpi  nf  hopr ! 
!•  lh«  rniHn  with  aifllil  at  odrltt 
XalDta'a  (illy  Bum  than  Gtxl'a  I 

Thna  I  niR*p<]  hy  M'kiti'a  nt.lt, 
Wbtla  tlw  MiniDicir  erButSda 


M'lilr-  Dir  wwhIh  nnd  iiiliiti<l  wa 
Anil  ihp  munulninii  luyitcry: 
And  tbp  hiub  or  i-anli  and  air 
Sermnl  the  pauac  heSom  ■  lirayer,  — 

P»yiT  for  him,  for  all  who  rest, 
Uothftr  Earth,  upon  thy  limat,  — 
I^ppnl  UR  Cliriatian  turf,  m  hid 
III  ruck-cave  or  pyramid ; 
All  who  alcL-p,  aa  all  who  lire, 
Well  inny  lUH.-d  thn  |irny«r,  "Forgive!" 

DML-rt-araathfrpil  poravan, 
Kiiirc-dpr[i  diiRt  that  once  niu  man, 
KattU-tRDcliea  sboAlly  tilled, 
Ocean-ttuura  with  white  bouis  tiled, 
Cniwdnl  tomb  and  niuuniled  an). 
Dumbly  crnve  tlial  prayer  to  Uod. 


OliKMirM,  lining  tip  bUuil  cyea 
To  the  nilruce  of  lh»  akiM  1 
For  tlie  iiinumambte  dead 
la  ray  aoni  diiiqaielsl. 

WliniT  b*  uow  the*"  aili-nt  luMat 
WJinr  the  enropitis-gruuiid  of  shnatat 
Where  the  Him-tnil  coliacrijiU  Inl 
To  tht  white  Iruta  of  tlir  <Imi  t 
VThat  Htniige  tbo»  nr  cliaitEu*  Ma 
lluldi  ill*  awful  mystery  I 

Then  the  warm  tkv  i*tno|i»il  to  Inako 
Double  aiiiiKt  in  the  lake; 
While  aboTe  I  Hw  with  it, 
Kangr  ou  tanfte,  the  nionntaini  liti 
And  tlip  calm  aud  kplrndor  (lule 
Uki^  an  answer  to  niy  aouL 


''.'•It  on  (Sod  tliy  care  for  thear ; 
Tnut  him,  If  ihj;  Mhl  he  rfim : 
Doubt  for  them  la  aoubt  of  liim. 

"  Blind  tonat  W  their  clow-iJiiH  eye* 
VTiirtr  like  niaht  the  •uliJiinn  lira, 
Fil-r^'-lillkrd  Ihe  Hlf-furged  ehalu 
Riniling  »vit  sin  to  pain, 
Strong  their  iirison-houw  of  will, 
But  without  He  vaiteth  (till. 
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Every  chain  that  spirits  wear 
Crumbles  in  th«  breath  of  prayer; 
And  the  penitent's  desire 
Opens  every  gate  of  fire. 

"Still  thy  love,  O  Christ  arisen ! 
Yearns  to  reach  these  souls  in  prison  f 
Through  all  depths  of  sin  and  loss 
Drops  the  plummet  of  thy  cross ! 
Never  yet  abyss  was  found 
Deeper  than  that  cross  could  sound!" 

Therefore  well  may  Nature  keep 
Equal  faith  with  all  who  sleep, 
Set  her  watch  of  hills  around 
Christian  grave  and  heathen  mound. 
And  to  cairn  and  kirkyard  send 
Summer's  flowery  dividend. 

Keep,  0  pleasant  Melvin  stream. 
Thy  sweet  laugh  in  shade  and  gleam ! 
On  the  Indian's  grassy  tomb 
Swing,  0  flowers,  your  bells  of  bloom ! 
Deep  below,  as  high  alcove, 
Sweeps  the  circle  of  God's  love. 


MY  BIRTHDAY. 

Beneath  the  nioonli^^ht  and  the  snow 

Lies  dead  niv  lat«*st  year ; 
The  winter  winds  are  wailing  low 

Its  dirges  in  my  ear. 

I  grieve  not  with  the  moaning  wind 

As  if  a  loss  befell ; 
Before  nie,  even  as  Whind, 

God  is,  and  all  is  well  ! 

His  light  shines  on  me  from  above, 
His  low  voice  sp(»aks  within,  — 

The  patience  of  immortal  love 
Outwearying  mortal  sin. 

Not  mindless  of  the  growing  years 

Of  care  and  loss  and  pain, 
My  eyes  are  wet  with  thankful  tears 

For  blessings  which  remain. 

If  dim  the  gold  of  life  has  grown, 

1  will  not  count  it  dross. 
Nor  turn  from  treasures  still  my  own 

To  sigh  for  lack  and  loss. 


The  years  no  charm  from  Nature  take ; 

As  sweet  her  viMces  call. 
As  beautiful  her  mornings  break. 

As  fair  her  evenings  falL 

Love  watches  o'er  my  quiet  ways. 
Kind  voices  speak  my  name. 

And  lips  that  And  it  hard  to  praise 
Are  slow,  at  least,  to  blame. 

How  softly  ebb  the  tides  of  will ! 

How  fields,  once  lost  or  won. 
Now  lie  behind  me  green  and  still 

Beneath  a  level  sun ! 

How  hushed  the  hiss  of  party  hate, 

The  clamor  of  the  throng ! 
How  old,  harsh  voices  of  debate 

Flow  into  rhythmic  song ! 

Methinks  the  spirit's  temper  grows 

Too  soft  in  this  still  air, 
Somewhat  the  restful  heart  foregoes 

Of  needed  watch  and  prayer. 

The  Wrk  by  tempest  vainly  tossed 

May  founder  in  the  calm, 
And  he  who  braved  the  polar  frost 

Faint  by  the  isles  of  balm. 

Better  than  self-indulgent  years 
The  outflung  heart  of  youth, 

Than  ))lea.sant  songs  in  idle  ears 
The  tumult  of  the  truth. 

Rest  for  the  weary  hands  is  good. 
And  love  for  hearts  that  pine. 

But  let  the  manly  habitude 
Of  upright  souls  Ixf  mine. 

Let  winds  that  blow  from  heaven  refresh, 

Dear  Lonl,  the  languid  air ; 
And  let  the  weakness  of  the  flesh 

Thy  strength  of  spirit  share. 

And,  if  the  eye  must  fail  of  light. 

The  ear  forget  to  hear, 
Make  clearer  still  the  spirit's  sight. 

More  fine  the  inward  ear ! 

Be  near  me  in  mine  hours  of  need 
To  soothe,  to  cheer,  or  warn. 

And  down  these  slopes  of  sunset  lead 
As  up  the  hills  oi  mom ! 


JOmi  0.  WHTTTIEB, 


I 


BwucTlisT  of  all  cbildKk«  ilminiB 
In  Ibe  liiujile  liidinii  lorn 

Still  la  nie  llie  Iq^dsnnui 
Of  the  ■liiiim  who  Qit  liefure. 


,v  Suiurl  of  the  Bleai 


Fmm  tlic  cIcRh  of  nnuntam  rocks. 
Through  the  dork  of  loirluiil  fin, 

FUiJi  the  eyt*  rtnd  How  the  locks 
Uf  the  luyittc  Vuiuheni  I 

And  ihc  tishvr  in  his  skiiF, 
Anil  thp  hunlFTon  thf  idob«. 

Hear  tbrvr  pM  from  ca.^  and  r.lilT, 
Sre  their  handi  the  lurch-leaves  tusi. 


Fringrd  with  gohl  thr-jr  mintles  flow 
On  the  ilopFB  of  wHtering  knolU ; 

In  the  wiuil  they  whisprr  low 
or  the  Siuuet  Land  of  SouU. 

DouM  who  inaj.  O  fripiid  of  mine  1 
Thou  anil  1  liaTV  irrn  them  ti»i 

On  Iirfon-  with  beuk  nuil  slpi 
StSU  tlipy  glide,  and  we  punae. 


More  than  rlouchi  of  iiurfile  truil 

I    In  Ihr.  goM  at  nBttiRK  'laj ; 
ISnn  thnn  ttli'Sliii'  »f  winK  ur  sail 
Ibckon  houi  the  nca-niiit  gny. 
: 
; 


GUinpwa  of  imnort«l  yooth, 
Gliwna  and  {ilorin  tren  and  Hown, 

Far-hmixl  vnicrn  swwt  with  truth, 
Ain  tram  ritwleac  Eden  blown,  — 

Brantr  that  ehldra  onr  gn»-p, 
9«^ne«  that  tmnscrnda  our  taMe, 

LnvinK  haiids  wr  may  not  cliu.li, 
Shining  fret  that  mock  our  haste,  — 

I   Gentle  ry«  We  cloanl  h«iluw, 

T-ndiT-  vol™*  hNtil  oni*  uiore, 

L  Smll*  and  <stl  nn,  aa  thi-^  KO 
On  ami  ouwinl,  (till  befun. 


Ciiidrd  thuii,  O  friend  of  mine  f 
Ij^t  1M  walk  our  little  way. 

Knowing  by  eitcli  bi'ckouiiij;  sign 
That  WB  are  not  quite  astny. 

Chaw  we  atfll,  with  h«ffl«I  fret. 

Smiling  eye  and  waving  hand, 
Siniglit  and  «eeker  soon  iliall  meet, 

Lo(t  and  found,  In  Sunaet  Land  1 


IN  BCHOOUDATB. 

Still  sita  the  Khool-house  by  the  rood, 

A  raoged  begfnir  sunning ; 
Around  it  still  tha  niniHehs  grow. 

And  black  berry-vines  are  running. 

Within,  the  nuiter's  desk  is  seen. 
Deep  acarred  by  raps  official : 

The  warpinK  Hoor,  thv  Islteivd  iieala. 
The  Jaek'kuife'a  c»mid  iuitinl ; 

The  chsnroal  ftvacon  on  its  wall ; 

Its  door's  worn  sill,  betraying 
Tl>«  feet  that,  creejijog  alow  to  school, 

Weut  atormiug  out  to  pUying ! 

Long  yean  «go  a  winter  sun 

Shone  orer  it  at  setting ; 
Lit  up  its  western  wiudow.panm. 

And  low  eaves'  icy  fretliug. 

It  touched  the  tangtnl  Rnlden  nirli^ 
And  brown  eyes  fiill  offtrievinK, 

Of  one  who  still  her  steps  delayed 
When  all  the  school  Were  leaving. 


rushing  with  n>illr>a  fed  the  now 
To  nght  and  left,  he  linceml  ;  — 

As  restlemly  her  tiny  hand' 

The  blue-checked  apron  ruigirred. 

He  saw  her  lift  her  eyes:  he  fell 

The  Witt  hand's  liffht  caresBng. 

And  heard  the  tremhle  af  her  Voice, 

Aa  if  a  fault  oonriuiiing. 
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Because," — the  brown  eyes  lower  fell, - 
"Because,  you  see,  I  love  you!" 

Still  memory  to  a  gray-haired  man 
That  sweet  child-face  is  showing. 

Dear  girl !  the  grasses  on  her  grave 
Have  forty  years  been  growing  ! 

He  lives  to  learn,  in  life's  hard  school, 
How  few  who  [)ass  above  him 

Lament  their  trium]ih  and  his  loss. 
Like  her,  —  because  they  love  him. 


LAUS  DEO  I 

ON  HEARIXn  THE  BF.LLS  RING  ON  mC  PASSAOK 
OF  THE  CONKTITUTIONAL  AMENDMENT  ABOL- 
I8HINU  SLAVERY. 

It  is  done ! 

Clang  of  liell  and  roar  of  gun 
Send  the  tidings  up  and  down. 

How  the  b<»l  fries  rock  and  reel ! 

How  tin*  great  guns,  jM*al  on  peal. 
Fling  the  joy  from  town  to  town  ! 

King,  O  Wlls  ! 

Kverv  stroke  exulting  tolls 
Of  tlie  burial  hour  of  crime. 

Loud  and  long,  that  all  may  hear,    . 

King  for  every  listening  ear 
Of  Eternity  and  Time  ! 

Let  us  kneel : 
God's  own  voiee  is  in  that  peal. 

And  this  s|M)t  is  holy  ground. 
Lord,  forgive  us!    What  are  we. 
That  our  eyes  this  glory  see, 

That  our  ears  have  heard  the  sound ! 

For  the  Lord 

On  the  whirlwind  is  abroad ; 
In  the  eai-tlnjuake  he  has  K]»oken ; 

He  has  smitten  with  his  thunder 

Tlie  iron  walls  asunder, 
And  the  gates  of  biuss  are  broken  I 

Loud  and  long 
Lift  the  old  exultin*'  Ronjr; 

Sing  with  Miriam  by  the  sea 
He  has  east  the  mighty  down ; 
Horse  and  ri<ler  sink  and  drown  ; 

"He  hath  triuniphetl  gloriously!" 

Did  we  dare, 
In  our  agony  of  j»rayer, 
Ask  for  more  than  He  has  done? 


When  was  ever  his  right  hand 
Over  any  time  or  land 
Stretched  as  now  beneath  the  sun  ? 

How  they  pale, 
Ancient  myth  and  song  and  tale, 

In  this  wonder  of  our  days, 
When  the  cruel  rod  of  war 
Blossoms  white  with  righteous  law, 

And  the  wrath  of  man  is  praise ! 

Blotted  out ! 

All  within  and  all  about 
Shall  a  fresher  life  begin ; 

Freer  breathe  the  universe 

As  it  rolls  its  heavy  curse 
On  the  dead  and  buried  sin ! 

It  is  done ! 
In  the  circuit  of  the  sun 

Shall  the  sound  thereof  go  forth. 
It  shall  bid  the  sad  rejoice, 
It  shall  give  the  dumb  a  voice, 

It  .shall  belt  with  joy  the  earth  ! 

Ring  and  swing, 
Bells  of  joy !     On  morning's  wing 

Send  the  song  r)f  praise  abroad  ! 
With  a  sound  of  brok<'n  chains 
Tell  the  nations  that  He  reigns, 

Who  alone  is  Ix)n.l  and  Gml! 


THE  EVE  OF  ELECTION. 

From  gold  to  gray 

Our  mild  sweet  day 
Of  Indian  summer  fades  too  soon  ; 

But  tenderly 

Aliove  the  sea 
Hangs,  white  and   calm,   the   hunter's 
moon. 

In  its  pale  fire, 

The  village  spire 
Shows  like  the  zodiac's  spectral  lance: 

The  ])ainted  walls 

Whereon  it  falls 
Transfigured  sUuid  in  marble  trance ! 

O'er  fallen  leaves 

The  west -wind  grieves, 
Yet  conies  a  seed-time  nmnd  again ; 

And  morn  shall  see 

The  Stsit**  sown  free 
With  baleful  tares  or  healthful  grain. 


WnXLUI  ALUNGBAH. 
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Along  the  street 

The  shadows  meet 
Of  Destiny,  whose  hands  conceal 

The  moulds  of  fate 

That  shape  the  state, 
And  make  or  mar  the  common  weal. 

Around  I  see 

The  powers  that  he ; 
I  stand  by  Empire's  primal  springs; 

And  princes  meet 

In  every  street. 
And  hear  the  tread  of  uncrowned  kings ! 

Hark !  through  the  crowd 

The  laugh  runs  loud, 
Beneath  the  sad,  rebuking  moon. 

God  save  the  land 

A  careless  hantl 
May  shake  or  swer\'e  ere  morrow's  noon  ! 

No  jest  is  this ; 

One  cast  am  ins 
May  blast  the  ho|H3  of  Freedom's  year. 

O,  take  me  where 

Are  hearts  of  prayer. 
And  foivheads  bowed  in  reverent  fear ! 

Not  lightly  fall 

Bf yond  recall 
The  written  scrolls  a  breath  can  float; 

The  crowning  fact 

The  ki ugliest  act 
Of  Freedom  is  the  freeman's  vote  I 

For  pearls  that  gem 

A  iliadem 
The  diver  in  the  deep  sea  dies; 

The  regal  right 

AVe  boast  to-night 
Is  ours  through  costlier  sacrifice ; 

Tlie  blood  of  Vane, 

His  prison  pain 
Who  traced  the  path  the  Piljjrim  trod. 

And  hers  whose  faith 

Dn'W  strength  from  «ieath. 
And  prayed  her  Russell  up  to  God  ! 

Our  hearts  grow  cold, 

We  lightly  hold 
A  right  which  brave  men  died  to  gain ; 

The  stake,  the  cord. 

The  axe,  the  sword. 
Grim  nurses  at  its  birth  of  pain. 


The  shadow  rend, 

And  o'er  us  bend, 
Omartyrs,  with  your  crownsand  palms, — 

Breathe  through  these  throngs 

Your  battle  songs. 
Your    scaffold    prayers,  and    dungeon 
psalms! 

Look  from  the  sky. 

Like  God's  great  eye. 
Thou  solemn  moon,  with  searching  beam ; 

Till  in  the  sight 

Of  thy  pure  light 
Our  mean  self-seek  ings  meaner  seem. 

Shame  from  our  hearts 

Unworthy  arts, 
The  fraud  desired,  the  purpose  dark; 

And  smite  away 

The  hands  we  fay 
Profanely  on  the  sacred  ark. 

To  party  claims 

And  piivate  aims. 
Reveal  that  august  face  of  Truth, 

Whereto  are  given 

The  age  of  heaven. 
The  beauty  of  immoital  youth. 

So  shall  our  voice 

Of  sovereign  choice 
Swell  the  deep  bass  of  duty  done, 

And  strike  the  key 

Of  time  to  lie. 
When  God  and  man  shall  speak  as  one ! 


WILLIAM  ALLIXGHAM. 

THE  T0UCH8T0NX. 

A  MAN  there  came,  whence  none  could  tell. 
Bearing  a  touchstone  in  his  hand ; 
And  tested  all  things  in  the  land 

By  its  unerring  spell. 

Quick  birth  of  transmutation  smote 
The  fair  to  foul,  the  foul  to  fair ; 
Purj^le  nor  ermine  did  he  spare, 

Nor  sconi  the  dusty  coat. 

Of  heirloom  jewels,  prized  so  much. 
Were  many  changed  to  chips  and  clods, 
And  even  statues  of  the  gods 

Crumbled  beneath  its  touch. 
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Then  angrily  the  people  cried, 

"The  las8  outweighs  the  profit  far; 
Our  goods  suffice  as  as  they  are ; 

We  will  not  have  them  tried." 

And  since  they  could  not  so  avail 
To  check  this  unrelenting  guest. 
They  seized  him,  saving,  "Let  him  test 
ow  real  is  our  iail !  ' 


How 


But,  though  they  slew  him  with  the  sword, 
And  in  a  fire  his  touchstone  burned, 
Its  doings  could  not  be  o*erturned. 

Its  undoings  restored. 

And  when,  to  stop  all  futnre  harm. 
They  strewed  its  ash<*8  on  the  bi-eeze; 
They  little  guessed  each  grain  of  these 

Conveyed  the  perfect  chai'm. 


CHARLES  MACKAT. 

SMALL  BEGINNINGS. 

A    TRAVKLLEFi    through   a  dusty  road 

strewed  acorns  on  the  \ei\ ; 
And  one  took  root  and  sprouted  up,  and 

grew  into  a  tree. 
Love  sought  its  shade,  at  evening  time, 

to  breathe  his  early  vows; 
And  age  was  plejised,  in  heats  of  noon, 

to  bask  b(!neat!i  its  boughs; 
The  doniioiise  loved  its  ihiiigling  twigs, 

the  birds  sweet  nnisic  bore; 
It  stood  a  glory  in  its  place,  a  blessing 

evermore. 

A  little  spring  had  lost  its  way  amid  the 

grass  and  feni, 
A  passing  stmnger  seooped  a  well,  where 

weury  men  mi^^ht  turn  ; 
lie  walled  it  in,  and  hung  with  care  a 

ladle  at  the  brink  ; 
He  thought  not  of  the  deed  he  did,  but 

judged  that  toil  might  drink. 
He   passed  again,  and  lo!    the  well,  by 

sunmjers  never  dried. 
Had  cooled  ten  thousand  pareh(^d  tongues, 

and  saved  a  life  beside. 

A  dreamer  dropped  a  random  thought ; 

't  was  ohl,  and  yet  't  was  new ; 
A  simple  faney  of  the  brain,  but  strong 

in  being  true. 


It  shone  ujion  a  genial  mind,  and,  lol 

its  light  became 
A  lamp  of  hfe,  a  beacon  ray,  a  monitory 

flame: 
The  thought  was  small;  its  issue  great; 

a  watch-tire  on  the  hill ; 
It  sheds  its  radiance  far  adown,  and 

cheers  the  valley  stilL 

A  nameless  man,  amid  a  crowd  that 
thronged  the  <laily  mart. 

Let  fall  a  word  of  Hope  and  Love,  un- 
studied, frem  the  heart ; 

A  whisper  on  the  tumult  thrown, — a 
transitory  breath,  — 

It  raised  a  brother  from  the  dost;  it 
saved  a  soul  from  death. 

0  germ !  0  fount !  O  word  of  love  1  0 
thought  at  random  cast ! 

Ye  were  but  little  at  the  first,  butmightj 
at  the  last. 


TUBAL  CAIN. 

Old  Tubal  Cain  was  a  man  of  might 

In  the  days  when  Earth  was  young; 
By  the  tierce  red  light  of  his  furnace  bright 

The  strokes  of  his  hammfr  rung; 
And  he  lifted  high  his  brawny  hand 

On  the  iron  glowing  clear. 
Till  the  sj^arks  rushed  out   in  scarlet 
showers. 

As  he  fashioned  the  sword  and  spear. 
And   he  sang,  "Hurrah  for  my  handi- 
work ! 

Hurrah  for  the  s]K»ar  and  sword  ! 
Hurrah  for  the  hand  that  shall  wield  them 
well, 

For  he  shall  be  king  and  lord ! " 

To  Tubal  Cain  came  many  a  one. 

As  he  wrought  by  his  roaring  fire. 
And  each  one  prayed  for  a  strong  steel 
blade 

As  the  crown  of  his  desire : 
And  he  made  them  weapons  sharp  and 
strong. 

Till  they  shouted  loud  for  glee. 
And  gave  him  gifts  of  pearl  and  gold. 

And  spoils  of  the  forest  free. 
And  they  sang,  "Hurrah  for  Tubal  Cain, 

Who  hath  given  us  strength  anew ! 
Hun-ah  for  the  smith,  hurrah  for  the  fire, 

And  hurrah  for  the  metal  true !" 


^^Hat  ■  sn<Upn  chitnfto  came  o'< 
^^^  Eto  Ihi^  wtting  1^  the  ■an, 

And  TuW  Cain  vm  tillril  with  |iuiit 

yor  (lie  rvil  he  but  done ; 
Iltf  Mw  tliut  men,  with  n^  uid  hattv 

Mad«  wsr  iiiioii  (heir  kind. 
That  tht-  tsDd  was  red  with  the  blood 
thejf  Rhed 
In  thrir  lust  Tor  oimaKn  blind. 
And  he  wid,  "AlasI  that  ever  I  mode, 

I  Or  that  ■kill  of  laioe  should  jihia, 
b<  Biwar  Olid  the  iiwonl  for  ' 


CLITEB  WEKDEIX  HOLUES. 
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E*  toaUy 


their  rellDV-mtin.'' 


Liid  [ur  mntiy  a  day  old  Tulnl  Coin 

Sat  tiroodiuft  o'er  hU  vroe ) 
And  hia  hand  rarbare  to  sndle  the  ore, 

And  hiH  furriaiv  muuuldeml  lov. 
Bill  he  luMi  >t  iut  aith  m  cheerful  tttx, 

Aiul  a  bright,  cuum^nJiiB  rye, 
Atidhared  huBltxmerifchtann  for  work, 

WbilD  the  iiuiek  antoH  mounted  high. 
And  ho  mne,  "Durroh  for  my  houdi- 
craft."' 


his  heart    Ko  reat  that  throbbiiiR  iJare  may  a«lc. 
Forever  ([iiiverins  o'er  his  taak, 
While  for  and  wnle  a  erimson  Jet 
LesjM  forth  to  HII  the  woven  net 
Which  in  HDD  umbered  ennwinfi:  tidea 
The  iliHid  of  bamin);  life  <livid-i. 
Then,  kindling  enrh  decaying  part. 
Creeps  buck  to  find  the  tliroliUng  heart 

But  warmed  vilh  that  nnt^hangini;  flame 
Il<*hiild  the  nutwant  moving  rmnie, 
iu  living  Qiarbles  joialM  atroiif; 
With  glistening  band  and  nlrery  thon^ 
And  linkeil  to  reaaon's guiding  reina 
Ity  myriad  rin^  in  tmnbling  ehnins, 
Eaclimven  with  ihe  tbwadrd  lone 
Whicb  chuma  it  aa  the  mastor'a  ovm. 


^^LAwI  the  rk]  amrka  lit  the 
^^^ptpt  alime  for  tlie 

E 

XoTil 


the  bright 
rteel  mode" ; 
he  fkabiouiHl  the  hnt  jiloughaharc. 


»LI\T;K  WENDELL  HOLMES. 


TBI  UVma  TEKPLE. 

I*  world  pf  light  alone, 
■I  has  Imilt  hiH  bUiiug  throne:, 
lone  in  earth  below, 
Wilh  lieltrd  Beaa  that  I'onie  and  go. 
And  eDdlew  iaie*  of  (unlit  green, 
U  all  thy  MBk>-r'»  glQt>-  seen : 
txNilc  in'njKin  thy  uandmus  Fnuue, — 
Elemal  wbdom  atilt  the  uune '. 


Vb«*itn>msorbrixbt*mDgpur|>l'nuh, 
rire<l  wllh  a  nrw  rixI  livelier  hlush, 
'While  sU  their  buidrn  at  decay 
Tlir  ebliiuB  runvnl  iileala  away. 
And  red  with  Nature's  flanw  th*v  utart 
fottStaiM  of  tba  litut. 


Yet  in  those  Incid  clobn  no  r»y 

S"  f  any  ehonee  dutll  break  milny. 
nrk  haw  the  rolling  niiKe  of  wiund. 


That  ferU  Knmtiun'a  fainUil  ibrill. 
And  flashra  fartb  the  sovereign  will ; 
Think  on  the  aturmy  world  tlial  dwrlla 
l.iK'knl  ill  it*  dim  and  eluKtcring  erlUI 
The  iighlninK  glwuin  of  MViut  it  khwlii 
Along  its  hollow  glauy  llltrada  ) 

O  Father '.  grant  thy  love  divine 
To  make  these  niyille  tcmjilei  thine! 
Wbrn  wHHliiig  agiT  and  wnrving  atrifa 
Have  aipi-'d  the  leaning  walls  of  life, 
Wb-'n  darknr»  ualh'-ni  over  all. 
And  Ihe  last  loIU-rinx  jnlUrt  fall, 
Tske  The  poor  dust  Ihy  merry  warm). 
And  mould  it  into  beDveuly  i*anu>l 


CRA^nsiOTiiEii'snHnhenhprage.  Igueta, 

Thirteen  suuinieTi.  or  Hometbtng  Iob  ; 
CirlitJi  biial,  hut  nonuinljr  air. 
Smooth,  luiuaR  foivbead,  witli  uproUed 


I  ^>»t 
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Hanging  sleeves  of  stiff  brocade,  — 
So  they  painted  the  little  maid. 

On  her  hand  a  parrot  green 
Sits  unmoving  and  hnxxls  serene ; 
Hohl  up  the  canvas  full  in  view,  — 
Look !   there  's  a  rent   the  light  shines 

through, 
Dark  with  a  century's  fringe  of  dust, — 
That  was  a  Redcoat  s  rapier-thrust  I 
Such  is  the  tale  the  lady  old, 
Dorothy's  daughter's  daughter,  told. 

"Who  the  painter  was  none  may  teU,  — 
One  whose  best  was  not  over  well ; 
Hard  and  dry,  it  must  he  confessed. 
Flat  as  a  rose  that  has  long  been  pressed ; 
Yet  in  her  cheek  the  hues  are  bright, 
Dainty  colors  of  red  and  white ; 
And  in  her  slender  shape  are  seen 
Hint  and  promise  of  stately  mien. 

Look  not  on  her  with  eyes  of  scorn,  — 

Dorothy  Q.  was  a  lady  bom ! 

Ay !  since  the  galloping  Normans  came, 

England's  annals  have  known  hername; 
And  still  to  thei  tliree-hill»Ml  n'M  town 
Dear  is  that  ancient  nanif's  rcin)wn, 
YoT  nianv  a  rivii;  wreath  th«'v  won. 
The  youthful  sire  and  thcgray-hairedson. 

0  damsel  Dorothy !  Dorothy  Q.  ! 
Strange  is  the  gift  that  1  owe  to  yon ; 
Such  a  gift  a-s  never  n  king 
Save  to  (laughter  or  son  might  bring, — 
All  my  tenure  of  heart  and  hand, 
All  my  title  to  house  and  land ; 
Mother  and  sister,  and  cliiltl  and  wife, 
And  joy  and  sorrow,  and  death  and  life  ! 

"What  if  a  hundred  y^ars  ago 

Those  «?lose-shut  lips  had  answered,  No, 

"When  forth  the  tremulous  (piestion  came 

That  cost  the  maiden  her  Norman  name ; 

And  under  the  folds  that  look  so  still 

The  l)<)dic(!  swelled  with  the  bosom's  thrill  ? 

Should  I  be  1,  or  would  it  be 

One  tenth  another  to  nine  tenths  me? 

Soft  is  the  breath  of  a  maiden's  Yes: 
Not  the  light  gossamer  stirs  with  less; 
But  never  a  cable  that  holds  so  fast 
Through  all  the  battles  of  wave  and  blast, 
And  never  an  echo  of  s|>eech  or  song 
That  lives  in  the  babbling  air  so  long! 
There  were  tones  in  the  voice  that  whis- 

j)enul  then 
You  may  hear  to-day  in  a  hundred  men  1 


0  lady  and  lover,  how  faint  and  far 
Your  images  hover,  and  here  we  are. 
Solid  and  stirring  in  flesli  and  bone,  — 
Edward'sand  Dorothy's — all  theirown— 
A  goodly  record  for  time  to  show 

Of  a  syllable  sjioken  so  long  ago  ! — 
Shall  I  bless  you,  Dorothy,  or  foi^ve. 
For  the  tender  whisper  that  bade  me  live! 

It  shall  be  a  blessing,  my  little  maid ! 

1  will  heal   the  stab  of  the   Redcoat's 

blade, 
And  freshen  tho  gold  of  the  tarnished 

frame, 
And  gild  with  a  rhyme  your  household 

name. 
So  you  shall  smile  on  us  brave  and  bright 
As  first  you  greeted  the  morning's  light. 
And  live  untroubled  by  woes  and  fears 
Through  a  second  youth  of  a  hundred 

years. 

THE  VOICELESS. 

We  count  the  broken  l>Tes  that  rest 
"Where  tin?  sweet  wailing  singers  slum- 
ber. 
But  o'er  their  silent  sister's  breast 
The   wild-Howers   who  will   stoop  to 
number? 
A  few  can  touch  the  magic  string, 
And   noisy   Fame    is    proud   to  win 
them :  — 
Alas  for  those  that  never  sing. 

But  die  with  all  their  music  in  them! 

Nay,  grieve  not  for  tho  dead  alone 
Wliose  song  has  told  their  hearts'  sad 
story,  — 
Weep  for  the  voiceless,  who  have  known 
The  cross  without  the  crown  of  glory  I 
Not  where  Leucadian's  breezes  8we«Mi 

O'er  Sappho's  memory-haunted  billow, 
But   where    the    glistening    night-dews 
weep 
On    nameless     sorrow's    churchyard 
pillow. 

0  hearts  that  break  and  give  no  sign 

Save  whitening  lip  and  fading  tresses. 
Till  Death  i>ours  out  his  conlial  wine 

Slow-dropped  from  Misery's  crushing 
presses,  — 
If  singing  breath  or  echoing  chord 

To  every  hidden  ptmg  were  given. 
What  endless  melodies  were  poured, 

As  sad  as  earth,  as  sweet  as  heaven  I 


OLIVER  tt'EKDELL  HOLMES. 


ROBtNBOK  OF  LETDEN. 

He  »lwp«  not  licri- ;  in  how  vnil  pmyer 
HU  w«ni|priBg  Hook  hoil  gpnc  brfuir. 

Diit  lii^  Ilic!  shi'iibpril,  nii^ht  not  aliare 
Ttivir  sirrowa  on  the  wintry  khon. 

Brforn  th*  SpettlweH's  anchor  ewnng, 
EiryettllKMgjIlower'sBiiilWBaBprpaU, 

While  fmm\  ha  fret  the  Pilgrims  rluiig. 
The  [Hulor  spake,  and  tbu»  he  Mid  : — 

"Men,  bti^hren,  ■(««»,  children  dear  J 
Qod  rslU  you  hi'nw  from  uynr  tea; 

Ve  may  nit  Wild  liy  Hacrlpm  Muer, 
Sor  yet  along  the  Zuyder-Zee. 

"Ve  ffy  to  brar  tlu>  ntving  vord 

To  tribes  uniinitieil  aiid  sliores  nntrod : 
Hufi  well  the  U'»ont  je  linte  hrnul 
FruDi  tbow  olil  teacbrn  tnught  of  God. 

"Yet  think  not  unto  lljem  wm  lent 
All  li;;lit  fur  all  th«  coming  dayi, 

And  Hvaven'a  rlernnl  nisdotn  sjient 
In  toakiug  itraight  the  aucivut  ways : 


"The  liiing  fountain  overllowi 
For  every  ttoek.  for  every  Intnb, 

Kor  hrrdt,  though  aiiii 
With  Lntlier'.  dike 


onpcBs,^ 


H»  "link*:  with  lingering,  long emhrin'i'. 
With  lenrs  of  love  anif  partings  fond. 

They  Hnated  down  the  creeping  Mnna, 
Along  the  Ule  of  Vioclmund. 


No  hnroe  for  thwe !  —  too  Wfll  thev  knew 
Tlw  niltrrd  king  behind  the  Uiroiie  ;— 

Th«  uil>  were  nel,  tli*  prnnoDs  Hew, 
A  nd  westward  ho  I  for  worlds  nnknovn. 

—  And  Iheiewrretheywho  gave  us  birth, 

_The  Pil>rriui«  of  the  sunset  wnve. 
Who  W01I  for  us  this  virgin  earth, 
And  frreilom  with  the  soil  they  gnT«. 

Thf  p««tor  ulambm  hv  thf  Rhine,— 
111  slien  nrtb  thp  pxile*  lie.  — 

Their  nsnieiens  graves  our  iioliest  shrine, 
Uia  wards  our  nobleat  battle-cry  I 


Slill  cry  them,  and  tho  world  shnll  bear. 
Ye  dwellers  hv  the  storm-swept  sal  I 

Yc  have  not  litiilt  hv  Haerleni  Mi-er, 
Nor  on  the  Utid-Iockcd  Zuydnr-Zce  I 


E  DEACOITB  HASTERPIECK; 


Uavb  you  heard  of  tho  wDnilerfut  am 

lioss  Hhay, 
That  was  built  In  mich  a  lof^nl  way 
It  ran  a  huixtred  years  to  a  dny. 
And  then,  of  aituaden,  it^ —  ah,  hut  stay, 
I'll  U'llyonwhathafi|>rii<-dwillinal  delay, 
Scjiriiig  the  panoo  into  fitk, 
Frighluning  people  out  nt  ihelr  wils, — 
Have  you  ever  iieard  of  thnt,  1  My  I 

Seventeen  handml  and  Gfly-flve. 
Oeoryiiu  Stcutiduf  wa»  llim  alive, — 
SuuHy  old  druiie  from  lh>  Clrnuan  hive. 
Tbat  was  the  yesr  when  Lislnu-tawu 
Saw  the  earth  open  and  gulp  her  down. 
And  Braddovk'a  amiy  wa>  done  so brawu. 
Left  without '-  •- ' 


nthct 


Now  in  building  of  chaises,  I  tell  yoa 

There  Is   always   lOKieickm   a  weakest 

spot,— 
In  hub,  tire,  felloe,  in  spring  or  thill, 
Id  janel,  or  cnwlwr,  or  tloor,  or  sill. 
In  screw,  bolt,  llioruiigbliiBCH,  —  lurking 

itUl. 
Find  it  somewhere  you  must  ami  will,  — 
Above  or  helor,  or  within  or  without. — 
And  thai  'n  the  reason,  beyond  a  donbt, 
A  chaise  brtak*  dmn,  but  does  n't  viar 

out. 

But  the  Deawn  swore  (as  Deacons  dc 
With  an  "I  dew  rum,"  or  an  "I 

He  would  build  one  shay  In  heal  the  Ui 
'n'  the  keounty  'n'  all  the  kenlnr  noi 
It  should  bewluiltthalitcDu/t^n'hl 

— '■Fur,"stiiiltbeDeacon,  "I'smightf 
plain 
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Thut  the  weakfs'  place  mu^  stan'  the 

strain ; 
'n'  the  way  t'  fix  it,  uz  I  maintain, 

Is  only  jest 
T'  make  that  place  nz  strong  uz  the  rest." 

So  the  Deacon  inquired  of  the  village  folk 
Where  he  could  nnd  the  strongest  oak, 
That  couldn't  be  split  nor  bent  nor 

broke,  — 
That  was  for  spokes  and  floor  and  sills ; 
He    sent   for  lancewood   to   make   the 

thills ; 
The  crossbars  were  ash,  from  the  straight- 

est  trees, 
The  panels  of  white-wood,  that  cuts  like 

cheese, 
But  lasts  like  iron  for  things  like  these ; 
The  hubs  of  logs  from  the  "  Settler's 

ellum,"  — 
Last  of  its  timber,  —  they  could  n't  sell 

*em. 
Never  an  axe  had  seen  their  chips. 
And  the  wedges  flew  from  between  their 

lips, 
Their  blunt  ends  frizzled  like  celery-tips ; 
Step  and  prop-iron,  bolt  and  screw. 
Spring,  tire,  axle,  and  linchpin  too. 
Steel  of  the  finest,  bright  and  blue ; 
T borough braie    bison-skin,    thick    and 

wide ; 
Boot,  top,  (lasher,  from  tough  old  hide 
Found  in  the  pit  when  the  tanner  died. 
Tliatwas  the  way  lie  "i)Uthertlirough."  — 
*' There  !"  said  the  Deacon,  **naowshe'll 

dew!" 

Do !  I  tell  you,  I  rather  guess 
She  was  a  wonder,  and  nothing  less ! 
Colts  gi-ew  horses,  l)eards  turned  gray. 
Deacon  and  deaconess  dropped  away. 
Children  and  grandchildi'en,  —  where  were 

they? 
But  there  stood  the  stout  old  one-hoss 

shay 
As  fresh  as  on  Lisbon -earthquake -day ! 

Eighteen    hundred; — it    came    and 

found 
The   Deacon's    masterpiece   strong  and 

sound. 
Eighteen  hundred  increased  by  ten  ;  — 
*'  Hahnsum  kerridge"  they  called  it  then. 
Eighteen  hundre<l  and  twenty  came;  — 
Running  as  usual ;  much  the  same. 
Thirty  and  forty  at  last  anive. 
And  then  conic  fifty,  and  fifty-five. 


Little  of  all  we  valae  here 
Wakes  on  the  mom  of  its  hnndredth  year 
Without  both  feeling  and  looking  queer. 
In  fact,  there's  nothing  that  keeps  its 

youth. 
So  far  as  I  know,  but  a  tree  and  truth. 
(This  is  a  moral  that  nins  at  larse ; 
Take  it. — You're  welcome. — No  extra 

chai^.) 

FiBST  OF  November, —the  Earthquake- 
day. — 
There  are  traces  of  age  in  the  oue-hoss 

shay, 
A  general  iUvor  of  mild  decay. 
But  nothing  local  as  one  may  say. 
That  could  n't  be, — for  the  Deacon's  art 
Had  made  it  so  like  in  every  part 
That  there  was  n't  a  chance  for  one  to 

start. 
For  the  wheels  were  just  as  strong  as  the 

thills. 
And  the  floor  was  just  as  strong  as  the  Kills, 
And  the  panels  just  as  strong  as  the  floor. 
And  the  whippletree  neither  less  nor  more. 
And  theback-crossbarasstrongasthe  fore. 
And  spring  and  axle  and  hub  encore. 
And  yet,  as  a  wfuole,  it  is  j^ast  a  doubt 
In  another  hour  it  will  be  worn  out! 

First  of  November,  'Fifty-five ! 
This  morning  the  parson  takes  a  drive. 
Now,  small  boys,  get  out  of  the  way  ! 
Here  comes  the  wonderful  one-boss  shay. 
Drawn  by  a  rat-tailed,  ewe-neck«»d  Imy. 
"Huddup!"  said  the  parson.  —  Off  went 
they. 

The  parson  was  working   his   Sunday's 

text,  — 
Had  got  to  fifthly,  and  stopped  perj^lexetl 
At  what  the — Moses — was  coming  next. 
All  at  once  the  horse  stood  still. 
Close  by  the  meet'n'-house  on  the  hill. 

—  First  a  shiver,  and  then  a  thrill. 
Then  something  decidedly  like  a  spill,  — 
And  the  parson  was  sitting  upon  a  rtjck. 
At  half  past  nine  by  the  meet'n'-house 

clock,  — 
Just  the  hour  of  the  Elarthquake  shock  I 

—  What  do  you  think  the  parson  found. 
When  he  got  up  and  stared  around  ? 
The  poor  old  chaise  in  a  heap  or  mound. 
As  if  it  had  been  to  the  mill  and  ground ! 
You  see,  of  course,  if  you  're  not  a  dunce, 
How  it  went  to  pieces  all  at  once,  — 
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THE  CRAJfBEKED  NAUTILUa. 

Trns  i«  Ihe  »hi|>  of  penrl,  which,  poets 
feign. 
Sails  llir  UDshailowcd  mnin,  — - 
Til*  TMituroiia  bwli  that  Sing* 

On  the  Kwni  suiiimer  niad.  its  purpled 

In  gulftpnchnntnl.whrrrthe  SireDMngtt. 

And  coral  rwfn  lie  Wire, 
Where  (ha  eoM   sn-maiill    tue  to   bqd 
their  itrekming  hair. 

Its  wflM  of  liring  gnaje  no  mon  antiirl; 
Wrei-kw]  is  tht  sliip  of  pfsrl ! 
An'l  every  chamben-il  cvW, 
Where  it*  dim  dreaming  life  wiu  wont 

to  d»Hl. 
Aa  the  frail  tenant  aheped  his  groKing 
■hell. 
BeTon  thw  lies  revealed, — 
Its  iriiril  n-iling  rent,  its  Hunless  crjpt 
nnsealed  J 

Y<«r  efter  vntr  Vheld  the  silrtit  toil 
That  a'plvnd  his  luatmiis  coil ; 
Still,  u  tlie  ipiral  grew, 

He  I*ft  IhH  l-ut  ;e>r'H  dwelling  for  the 

Stole  with  son  stfp  its  shining  orchiraj 

thron^h, 
Built  np  its  idle  door, 
StiTtched  in   his  last-found  home,  and 

knew  the  old  no  more. 

Thank*  for  the  heavenly  message  brooght 
hv  the*. 
Child  uf  the  winderine  sea, 
t>rt  from  lirr  Up,  forlorn  I 

From  thy  dead  lips  -    ' '-  '-  '^  — 


Than  r 


r  Triton  blew  from  wreathed 


horn 

WhiU  on  mine  far  it  rings, 
Tlirough  the  deep  eavre  of  thought  I  he* 
a  toicc  that  iitngii:  — 


Boilil  thee  more  sUteiy 

Aa  the' swift  teatoni  roll  t 


Leave  thy  low-vniilted  pajit  '. 
Ijft  each  new  temple,  nobler  than  the  last, 
Shut  thee  from  hAven  with  a  dome  more 

Till  thoa  at  length  art  free, 
Leaving  thine  outgrown  shell  by  life's 

unresting  sea  I 


rKQXa  THX  YIOLRB. 

II KK  hands  are  cold ;  her  fare  is  white ; 
No  more  her  pnlnea  come  and  go ; 

Her  eyea  are  shut  to  lifo  and  light; — 
Fold  the  white  vesture,  snow  on  snow, 
And  lay  her  where  the  violets  blow. 

But  not  beneath  a  graven  stone. 
To  plead  fur  tcara  with  alien  eyea; 

A  slender  i-ross  of  wood  alone 
Shall  Bity,  that  here  a  maiden  lies 
In  peace  benralh  the  peaceful  Bkiet. 

And  gray  old  trees  of  hn^t  limb 
81uili   wheel    their    circling  shadows 

To  make  the  acorrhiBg  sunlight  dim 
That  drink*  the  greenness  from  the 

And   di-op   their  dead  Imtc*  on  liet 


And.  ri|ienlng  in  the  autumn  sun. 
The  acorns  and  the  chestnut-  fall. 
Doubt  not  that  she  will  he«d  them  all 

For  her  the  morning  choir  shall  sine 
lis  matins  from  the  brancbf*  high. 

And  every  minstrel- voice  of  Sjiring, 
That  trills  beneath  the  Apal  skr. 
Shall  greet  her  with  it*  earliest  ciy. 

When,  taming  round  their  ilSal-traek, 
Enstwsrd  the  lengthenin^shadows  pais, 

H^r  little  mourners,  clad  in  klai'k. 
The  (Tickets,  sliding  through  the  grmsa. 
Shall  pipe  for  ber  an  evening  mass. 

At  last  the  rontleta  of  the  trefa 

Shall  find  the  prison  where  she  Ilea, 

And  bear  the  buried  dust  they  irioi 
In  leaves  and  Wowop..  to  the  .kie^ 
So  may  the  soul  that  wanned  it  ii>e  I 
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If  any,  bom  of  kindlier  blood, 
Should  ask,  What  maiden  lies  below  ? 

Say  only  this :  A  tender  bud. 
That  tried  to  blossom  in  the  snow, 
Lies  withered  where  the  violets  blow. 


JAMES  RUSSELL  LOWELL. 

[v.  &  A.] 

THE  HERTTAOE. 

The  rich  man*s  son  inherits  lands, 
And  piles  of  brick,  and  atone,  an<l  gold. 

And  he  inherits  soft,  white  hands. 
And  tender  tiesh  that  fears  the  cold, 
Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man*s  son  inherits  cares ; 
The  bank  may  break,  the  factory  bum, 

A  breath  may  biii-st  his  biibbl«»  shares, 
And  soft,  white  hands  could  hardly  <'ani 
A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn  ; 

A  heritagt*,  it  s<»«*ms  to  me. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  wants, 
His  stomach  craves  for  dainty  fare ; 

With  sated  heart,  ho  ht^ai's  the  pants 
Of  toiling  hinds  with  brown  arms  bare, 
And  wearies  in  his  easy  chair ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit? 
Stout  muscles  and  a  sinewy  heart, 

A  hardy  franie,  a  hardier  spirit ; 

King  of  two  hands,  he  does  his  part 
In  every  useful  toil  and  art; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit? 
Wishes  o'erjoyed  with  humble  things, 

A  rank  a^ljudged  by  toil-won  merit, 
Content  that  from  employment  springs, 
A  heart  that  in  his  labor  sings ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

A  king  might  wish  to  liold  in  fee. 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  son  inherit  ? 

A  patience  learned  by  being  poor. 
Courage,  if  sorrow  come,  to  bear  it, 


A  fellow-feeling  that  is  sure 
To  make  the  outcast  bless  his  door; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

O  rich  man*s  son !  there  is  a  toil. 
That  with  all  others  level  stands; 

Large  charity  doth  never  soil. 

But  only  whiten,  soft,  white  hands, — 
This  is  the  best  crop  from  thy  lands; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

Worth  l^ing  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

O  poor  man's  son  1  scorn  not  thy  state ; 
There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine. 

In  merely  being  rich  and  great; 
Toil  only  gives  the  soul  to  shine, 
And  makes  rest  fragrant  and  benign ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

Worth  l^ing  poor  to  hold  in  fee. 

Both,  heirs  to  some  six  feet  of  sod, 
Are  equal  in  the  earth  at  last ; 

Both,  children  of  the  same  dear  God, 
Prove  title  to  your  heirship  vast 
By  record  of  a  well-filled  past; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me, 

Well  worth  a  life  to  hold  in  fee. 


NEW  ENGLAND  SPRING. 
(From  "  The  Biglow  Papers.'*) 

I,  COUNTRY-BORN  an*  bred,  know  where 

to  find 
Some  blooms  thet  make  the  season  suit 

the  mind, 
An'  seem  to  metch  the  doubtin'  blue- 
bird's notes,  — 
Half-vent'rin'  livenvorts  in  furry  coats 
Blood-roots,  whose   rolled-up   leaves  ef 

fur  oncurl, 
Each  on  em  's  cradle  to  a  baby-pearl,  — 
But  these  are  jes'  Spring's  pickets  ;  sure 
I  ez  sin, 

The  rebble  frasts  '11  try  to  drive  'em  in  ; 
For  half  our  May  's  so  awfully  like  May  n't 
'T  would  rile  a  Shaker  or  an  evrige  saint ; 
Though  I  own  up  I  like  our  back's rd 

springs 
Thet  kind  o'  haggle  with  their  greens  an' 

things. 
An'  when  you  'most  give  up,  'ithout  more 

words, 
I  Toss  the  fields  full  o'  blossoms,  leaves,  an* 
i  birds: 


JAMES   BDS8ELL  LOWELL. 


Thrt'»  Norttun  natur",  slow 

But  whrti  it  doea  git  Btimd,  there  '■  no 

gin-uut  I 

Fmt  ooniB  the  bUckbirdi  clutt'ria'  in 

uUtrHO, 
All'  srttlin"  thicga  in  windy  Congn*«M,  — 
Qiuwr  politiciani,  Uunigb,  tor   1  'It  be 

Kf  all  on  'am  rlon't  hold  tgutial  ihenind. 
'KoM  long  the  tires  Iwgin  to  allow  belief, 
Thp  iniime  crimaons  tu  »  coral-m-'f, 
Thm  MlTron  owunns  iwiuj;  off  rrom  all 

th"  willen, 
So  ]>lanip  they  look  likeyJlercaterpiilBrs, 
Tbvn  grny  Uowcheuiuti  lectle  hniida  va- 


In  ellum  (hrouda  the  Diuliiti'  Imng-lilrd 

clinRs, 
Ad'  for  Ilie  niminer  vy'ge  liiii  hammock 

sliiiKi  1 
All  ilotm  llib  looae-wnUitd  liiiira  in  ftrchiu' 

The  bsrb'ry  droops  iti  «triiigB  o'  goldrtt 

Whose  shriukin'  henrti  the  ■rhool-f[t]t 


Thet  «i 

So,<-ho<i 


An'  I 


thri. 


unity  crotch  mi  npotiM, 
a'  hi*  adoliF  huiiSD. 

le  K  hitrh,  —  tiling  lag 

Tiin'  Spring  make 

w-ivelled  rivtn  cresh 


Hi'Apnl  up  with  ice  tbct  dovptaiLi  iu 

janin, 
A  luk  conum  spirtan'  thra  somo  pin-hole 

cirft. 
Grows  itrotigpr,  fvrcer,  team  ont  right  an 

Thi™  ill  the  WBtcra  bow  IhemBplves  Mn 

tiiidilin.  in   oiiH  gnl  alope  o'  Bhrddcrti 

Jp*'  Bi  our  Sprint!  gita  pvi»rvt1iin'  in  turn 
An'  giin  eat  Inp  fi^in  April  into  Jiiii' 
Then  all  romri  rrowilin'  in ;  afurv  joi 

think. 
Toung  oiik  .1p»t«  mlat  the  »i  Je-hill  wooda 

Th»  rut-Mftl  in  the  Uvlock-bnah 

Th»  nrrhanlH  Him  tii  {irjipe  n'  nan-  ilond ; 
Kml'Ct^n  hInuoRi  to,  Inough  irw  folk* 


An'  dinvi'ly  dtnmer  with  the  bcea'  aweet 


With 


-'--  -thif  ' 


'II  worry  yonrn  i 


hey  ■]] 
lya,  bimeby! 
Bnl  1  don't  love  your  cat'logue  style, — 

do  Tout— 
Ez  ef  to  aell  off  Natur*  by  vendoo : 
One  word  nith  blood  in  'l  '■  iwico  m 

good  ez  two : 
NalT  s^,  Juiiu '»  bridesman,  poet  of  the 

GIsdnen  on  wingi,  the  bobolinl:,  u  here ; 
Half  hid    in  tip-top  apple-bloom*  he 

•wingi, 
Or  eUmha  aginat  the  breeze  with  quir- 

erin'  wings, 
Or,  givin'  way  to 't  in  a  mock  dntpair. 
Rune  down,  a   brook   o'   laughter,  ihro 

llie  air. 


THE  CX)UttTIW. 

God  make*  sech  nights,  all  white  an'  all 

Fur  'x  you  ran  look  or  liaten, 
Hoonahine  an'  anow  oti  Arid  au'  hill| 

All  idluuiw  an'  all  glisten. 

Zekle  cn-p"  no  ijuite  iinbeknoirii 
An'  peeked  in  thru  the  winder. 

An'  there  aot  Huldy  all  alone, 
'1th  no  one  nigh  to  bender. 

A  flroplBce  filled  thi-  room's  one  aide 
With  half  a  cord  <i'  wood  iu  — 

Thi-rp  wamt  no  atovea  (tril  eomfort  died) 
To  hnke  y«  to  •  iniddiu'. 

Tlio  wa'nut  logs  thnt  sjiarkl™  ont 
Tnwnnls  the  pooliest,  l<Ie«  her. 

An'  loetln  flamea  ihuiced  all  about 
The  chiny  on  the  drrsser. 

Agin  the  ehimbley  Grook-Dfckt  hon^ 

An'  in  amongst  'em  rusted 
The  olo  qneen's-arm  Ihet  gnn'ther  Yonng 

Fetched  hack  from  Conooid  bnitcd. 


i 


J 
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An'  she  looked  full  ez  rdsy  a^n 
£z  the  apples  she  was  peelin*. 

'T  was  kin'  o'  kingdom-come  to  look 

On  sech  a  blessed  cretur, 
A  dogrose  blushin'  to  a  brook 

Ain't  modester  nor  sweeter. 

He  was  six  foot  o*  man,  A  1, 
Clean  grit  an'  human  natur' ; 

None  could  n't  quicker  pitch  a  ton 
Nor  dror  a  furrer  straighter. 

He  'd  sparked  it  with  full  twenty  gals, 
Hed  squired  'em,  danced  'em,  druv  'em. 

Fust  this  one,  an'  then  thet,  by  spells  — 
All  is,  he  could  n't  love  'em. 

But  long  o'  her  his  veins  'ould  run 
All  cnnkly  like  curled  maple. 

The  side  she  breshed  felt  full  o'  sun 
£z  a  south  slo^ie  in  Ap'il. 

She  thought  no  v'ice  hed  sech  a  swing 

Ez  hisn  in  the  choir ; 
My !  when  ht*  made  Olo  Hunderd  ring, 

She  hwwcd  the  Lord  was  nigher. 

An'  she  *d  blush  scarlit,  riglit  in  prayer, 
When  her  new  nieetin'-bunnet 

Felt  somehow  thni  its  crown  a  pair 
0'  blue  eyes  sot  upon  it. 

Thet  night,  1  tell  ye,  she  looked  some  ! 

She  seemed  to  've  gut  a  new  soul. 
For  she  felt  sartin-sure  he  'd  come, 

Down  to  her  very  shoe-sole. 

She  heered  a  foot,  an'  knowed  it  tu, 

A-raspin'  on  the  scrai^r,  — 
All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Like  sparks  in  bumt-up  paper. 

He  kin'  o'  I'itered  on  the  mat. 

Some  doubtfle  o'  the  sekle, 
His  heart  kep'  goin'  pity-pat. 

Hut  hem  went  pity  2Jekle. 

An'  yit  she  gin  her  cheer  a  jerk 
Ez  though  she  wished  him  furder, 

An'  on  her  apples  kep'  to  work, 
Pariu'  away  like  murder. 

**You  want  to  see  my  Pa,  I  s'pose?" 
**Wal  ....  no  ....  1  come  da- 
signin     — 

*'To  see  my  Ma  ?    She 's  sprinklin'  clo'es 
Agin  to-morrer's  i'niu'.' 


To  say  why  gals  act  so  or  so, 
Or  don't,  'ould  be  presumin' ; 

Mebby  to  mean  yes  an'  say  no 
Comes  nateral  to  women. 

He  stood  a  spell  on  one  foot  fust. 
Then  stood  a  spell  on  t'  other. 

An'  on  which  one  he  felt  the  wust 
He  could  n't  ha'  told  ye  nuther. 

Says  he,  "I  'd  better  call  agin"  ; 

Says  she,  "Think  likely.  Mister"; 
Thet  last  word  pricked  him  like  a  pin. 

An' ....  Wal,  he  up  an'  kist  her. 

When  Ma  bimeby  upon  'em  slips, 

Huldy  sot  pale  ez  ashes. 
All  kin'  o'  smily  roun'  the  lips 

An'  teary  roun'  the  lashes. 

For  she  was  jes'  the  quiet  kind 

Whose  naturs  never  vary. 
Like  streams  that  keep  a  summer  mind 

Snowhid  in  Jenooary. 

The  blood  clost  roun'  her  heart  felt  glued 

Too  tight  for  all  expressin*, 
Tell  mother  see  how  metters  stood, 

An'  gin  'em  both  her  blessiu'. 

Then  her  red  come  back  like  the  tide 

Down  to  the  Bay  o'  Fundy, 
An'  all  I  know  is  they  was  cried 

In  meetin'  come  nex'  Sunday. 


AMBROSE. 

« 

Never,  surely,  was  holier  man 

Than  Ambrose,  since  the  world  l>egan  ; 

With  diet  smre  and  raiment  thin 

He  shielded  nimself  from  the  father  of  sin  ; 

With  bed  of  iron  and  scourgings  oft, 

His  heart  to  God's  hand  as  wax  made  soft. 

Through  earnest  prayer  and  watchings 

long 
He  sought  to  know  't^ixt  right  and 

wrong. 
Much  wrestling  with  the  blessed  Wonl 
To  make  it  yield  the  sense  of  the  Lonl, 
That  he  might  build  a  storm-proof  creed 
To  fold  the  flock  in  at  their  need. 

At  last  he  builded  a  perfect  faith. 
Fenced  round  about  with  The  Lord  thus 

saith; 
To  himself  he  fitted  the  doorway's  size, 
Meted  the  light  to  the  need  of  his  eyes. 


1 

I  «  I 


•  •      I   I 

*»  1 


■■  S*V»    Ht    ■  I     O 


JAMES   ED9SELL  LOWELL. 


TIk'ii  AniLrwH'  Mill,  "All  those  sboll  .lie 
Tlir  utemol  iImUi  wbu  U-livve  uot  an  1 " ; 
.Anil  winif  wvrc  boiled,  wmf  liuniwl  iu  lirr, 
Some  Bwu  iu  twain,  tbiit  bis  beut's  di^- 

Fur  the  gnxl  of  men's  kiuIe,  might  be 
iMtialir.1, 

Ity  Ibe  ilniwiii)[  ut  «I1  to  tbe  rigbteoua 


In  hisUni'ly  vnlk.  be  saw  s  youth 
Krttirit;  iiilniielr  iu  the  sliade  of  *  tree ; 
II  liiul  Levnr  Imn  giveu  him  to  wie 
So  «biiiijig  ■   (ice,  uicl   the  gouJ  ima 

tbiiiicbt 
'T  were  pity  he  sbould  not   Vlieve  u 

SohraFthiaiulfhy  theyoimglunn'sriile. 
Alitl  the  Bute  of  bis  suul  wjtil  questious 

But  the  hcnrt  of  the  attuugcr  was  harJ- 

Nur  reieivrtl  ihu  Blttmii  of  the  one  true 

And  the  Bi>irit  of  Ambrose  waxed  sore  to 


Riid 
Such  fsM  the  [lOlvh  or  ac 

"A»  e»eh  beholds  in  t^lnnil  and  fire 
The  Bharw  that  nnswers  his  own  desire, 
So  cub,    (aid  (bo  youth,  "in  the  tav 

ikhall  Hnd 
The  figuie  and  fniturei  til  bin  mind : 
And  tu  Mrh  in  liia  merey  iisth  God  al- 

IowhI 
His  BcTeml  pillar  of  Rre  snd  cloud." 

The  Boiil  "f  Ambrose  burned  with  lesl 
And  holy  wrath  for  tin'  young  ma  n'swenl ; 
"Brliercat    thou    tbm.    most    wretched 

Cried  ht,  "a  diviilual  csHmre  in  Trulh  T 
1  fe«r  ma  iby  heart  i*  too  cnunped  with 

To  lakf  the  Lord  in  hia  gloi?  in." 

Kuv  there  bnbhieil  beside  them  where 
they  ttiKMl 

A  founlain  of  wnlera  sweet  and  Rood : 
The  youth  to  the  ■treanitfl's  brink  dww 

fiayiiig,  "Ainbrov.  tbou  maker  of  creeds, 


Six  Tases  of  cryalal  then  bo  took, 

And  set  tbem  along  the   edge  of  tho 

"As  into  these  lessclB  the  waler  I  pour, 
There  shtiil  une  hold  Jl-ss,  iinotb<r  moiv, 
And  the  water  uni^hmigeil,  in  every  ease, 
.SbuU  put  oil  the  figure  of  tl>a  vii»  i 
O  tbou,  who  would»t  unity  make  through 

atrife. 
Canst  Ihou  lit  this  mini  to  the  Water  of 

Lif«I" 


Buthekiirw.byasi'DseorliumUp'lKi 
He  had  talked  with  an  ani^l  fu-e  lo  I 


AFTER  THE  BURIAL. 

i,  failh  is  a  goo'liy  anchor : 


And  when  over  hnakera  to  leeward 
The  tattered  surges  are  hurled. 
It  may  kerp  our  bead  to  the  temimt. 
With  its  gnp  on  ihu  base  of  the  woild. 

But,  after  the  shipwreck,  lell  me 
What  help  ill  its  iron  Ibrwa, 
Still  true  lo  the  l-roken  hawser. 
Deep  down  sraong  lea-wevd  and  ooif  I 

In  the  himking  gulfs  of  sormw, 
When  the  helidea  feet  elrrl.li  out 
And  find  in  the  deeps  of  tbirkucas 
So  fooling  BO  solid  as  doubt, 

Then  better  one  s|iar  of  Memoi^, 
One  broken  pUnk  of  the  Past, 
That  our  human  heart  may  clinfi  to, 
Though  liopeless  of  sboiv  at  hut  I 

To  the  spirit  its  splendid  eonjectares. 
To  the  Qeah  iU  sweet  drsjiair, 
Its  ttare  o'pf  ibe  ibin-wom  lorkrt 
With  its  tnguUb  of  deathles  bair  I 

tmmortall    I  feel  it  and  know  it. 
Who  doubts  it  of  aueh  ai  she  I 
But  that  is  the  pung'i  Tcrj- secret, — 
Immorlal  sway  from  me. 
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There 's  a  narrow  lidoe  In  the  gnrBjtad 
Woald  acaree  stay  a  child  in  hu  vaee, 
Bat  to  me  and  my  thought  it  is  wider 
Than  the  star-sown  Tsgue  of  Space. 

Yonr  logic,  my  IHend,  Is  iMfect, 
Your  monds  roost  drearily  true ; 
But,  since  the  earth  clashed  on  her  eoflin, 
I  keep  hearing  that,  and  not  you. 

Console  if  vou  will,  I  can  hear  it ; 
T  is  a  wfdi-meant  alms  of  breath ; 
But  not  all  the  preaching  since  Adam 
Has  made  Death  other  than  Death. 

It  is  ^agan;  hot  wait  till  you  feel  it— 
That  jar  of  our  earth,  that  dull  shock  . 
When  the  ploughshare  of  deeper  passion 
Tean  down  to  our  primitive  rock. 

Communion  in  spirit  1    Forgive  me^ 
But  I,  who  am  earthy  and  wmJc, 
Would  give  all  my  uoomea  from  dream- 
land 
For  a  touch  of  her  hand  on  ray  cheek. 

That  little  shoe  in  the  comer, 
So  worn  and  wrinkle<l  and  brown, 
With  its  emptiness  confutes  you. 
And  aigues  your  wisdom  down. 


COMMEMORATION  ODE. 

Habvabd  Uvivxmxtt,  July  21,  IMS. 
•  •  •  .  . 

Life  may  be  given  in  many  ways. 
And  loyalty  to  Truth  be  sealed 
As  bravely  in  the  closet  as  the  field, 
So  generous  is  Fate ; 
But  then  to  stand  beside  her, 
When  craven  churls  deride  her, 
To  front  a  lie  in  arms,  and  not  to  yield,  — 
This  shows,  roethinks,  God's  plan 
And  measure  of  a  stalwart  man. 
Limbed  like  the  old  heroic  breeds. 
Who  stand  self-poised  on  manhood's 

solid  earth. 
Not  forced  to  frame  excuses  for  his 
birth. 
Fed  from  within  with  all  the  strength  he 

nee<ls. 
Such  was  he,  our  Martyr-Chief, 

Whom  late  the  Nation  he  had  led, 
With  ashes  on  her  heatl. 
Wept  with  the  passion  of  an  angry  grief: 


FoiglTs  ma^  If  from  pressnt  things  I 

torn 
To  speak  what  in  my  heart  will  beat  and 

bum. 
And  hang  my  wnath  on  his  world-hon- 
omd  nm. 
Nature,  they  sar,  doth  dote^ 
And  cannot  make  a  man 
Savo  on  some  wora-oat  plan. 
Repeating  us  bjr  rote  t 
fat  him  her  Old*  World  moulds  aside 
she  threw. 
And,  choosing  sweet  day  from  the 

breast 
Of  the  nnezhansted  West, 
With  stuff  untainted  shaped  a  hero  new. 
Wise,  steadfast  in  the  strength  of  God, 
and  true. 
How  beantifbl  to  see 
Once  more  a  shepherd  of  msnkind  indeed, 
Wlio  loved  his  chaige,  but  never  loved 

to  lead; 
One  whose  meek  flock  the  people  joyed 
to  be. 
Not  lured  by  any  cheat  of  birth. 
But   bv  his   clear-grained   human 
worth. 
And  brave  old  wisdom  of  sincerity  I 

They  knew  that  outward  gnae  is 

dust; 
They  could  not  cbooee  but  trust 
In  that  sure-footed  mind's  unfalterini; 
skill. 
And  supple-tempered  will 
That  bent  like  iierfect  steel  to 
again  and  thrust. 
His  was  no  lonely  mountain-peak 

of  mind. 
Thrusting  to  thin  air  o'er  our  cloudy 

bars, 
A  seamark  now,  now  lost  in  vapors 

blind ; 
Broad  prairie  rather,  genial,  level. 

linetl, 
Fniitful  and  friendly  for  all  human 
kind. 
Yet  also  nigh  to  Heaven  and  loved  of 
loftiest  stars. 
Nothing  of  Europe  here. 
Or,  then,  of  Europe  fronting  momward 
still. 
Ere  any  names  of  Serf  and  Peer 
Could  Nature's  equal  scheme  Mb*^  ; 
Here  was  a  type  of  the  true  elder 
race. 
And  one  of  Plntaroh*s  men  talked  with 
us  face  to  (ace. 


spnng 


1 
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t  rni'«  liim  ^otl  it  »en-  too  Ute; 

'T  is  not  the  graps  of  CniiBan  that  n-pay, 
IJut  the  high  faith  that  foiled  not  by  the 

■ 

And  wni*  iniiaUva  wvokiuiiui  there  iuiii.t 

bo 

way; 

In  lum  who  conilfwviiiU  to  victory 

Virtue  treadi  |>atha  that  end  not  in  the 

Suoli  u  tL«  TrawDt  gives,  and  ounot 

wait, 

So  bar  of  endle-a' night  exUes  the  brave ; 

Siif«>nhim«lfuiD>rate. 

Audlotheaanermind 

Suslwayit  Gnnlyha: 

We  tather  aeem  the  dead  that  stayed  bo- 

■ 

H«  knew  to  bide  hi>  time. 

hind. 

Aad  («n  kin  Tune  ibiac, 

StiU  iwtifnl  in  hi«  wiu|)U  faitU  iubUme. 

For  never  uliall  their  aureoled  preM-nee 

Till  the  wiM  j-eare  decide. 

lack:                          ' 

Onat  optiuDS,  with  their  gum  and 

1  nee  them  muater  in  a  gleaming  row. 

dninis, 

With  ever-youthful    brows   that    nobler 

Diitiirb  our  judgment  for  tlie  hour. 

show; 

But  at  last  tilence  co<ne« : 

We  End  in  our  duU  road  their  shining 

Then  all  an:  gone,  and,  atunding  like  a 
tower, 

trai'k ; 
In  everj' nobler  mood 

■ 

Our  childiwi  shall  behold  hU  fcnm. 

We  fwl  the  orirut  of  their  apiiit  ijlow. 

Of  all  our  aaintlier  uspirKlion ; 

Sagacious,  pLiiimt,  dreading  pniw,  not 

SecuM  from  c'hange  in  their  high-heattri 

Nc«  birth  of  Ur  new  »»,  the  6mt 

ways, 

American. 

IVanliful  evermore,  and  wilh  the  raya 
Of  mom  on  their  while  Shielda  of  Ex- 
pectatioot 

We  «t  here  in  the  Promised  Und 

That  Hows  with  Freedoma  houey  and 
milk: 

But 't  wa«  thev  won  it,  iword  in  hand. 

Making  the  nettle  danger  loft  for  u*  as 
»ilk. 
W.  welcome  U^  onr  bravest  and  our 

MABIA  WHITE  LOWELL. 

[tl.   S.  A.,   iSll-lS])] 

K«;_ 

THE  ALFIHZ  SHEEP. 

Ihr-  rwt, 

Who  went  forth  brave  and  bright  aa  nny 

When  on  my  *ar  vonr  I.m  was  kneilnl. 

hrrrr 

And  tender  sympathy  njibiirst. 

I  rtrivB  to  mil  wme  gWnea  with  my 
Mr«in. 

A  little  spring  from  memory  wcUrd. 

Hot  the  sad  string*  complain, 

thiwt. 

And  will  not  plniae  the  ear ; 

1  •WMji  Lhem  for  •  piNn,  hut  they  (nne 

And  I  was  fain  to  hf«r  to  you 

Again  and  yrt  again 

A  portion  of  its  mild  trlief, 

Into  a  dirge,  and  die  away  in  |aun. 

That  it  might  lie  os  healini;  dev. 

In  thne  bnire  rank*  I  onlvae' Ihrgnp«. 
ThinkinB  of  dear  onu  wliom  the  dumb 

To  aleal  some  fever  from  your  grief. 

turfwniM, 
Park  tn  tha  trimnnh  which  they  died  to 

After  our  child'.  nntroubW  bmitli 

l-p  to  the  Father  look  it*  wav. 

piin:  ' 

\u.l  on  our  home  th-  shade  of  Ualh 

Fitli^r  may  oUista  ifrrel  the  living, 

Like  ■  long  twilight  haunting  lay. 

For  me  the  nut  ix  iinrorKiviiig ; 

And  friends  came  round,  wilh  nat««<»«p 

Kalnte  Die  wcrvd  dra.l. 

Her  little  spirit's  awift  reRiovo, 
The  olory  of  the  Alpine  allnp 
WaaloldtonabyoaeweioTft 

Who  went,  and  who  ratum  not.  — 

Say  not  10 1 

■ 

J 

H 
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They,  in  the  valley*8  sheltering  care, 
Soon  crop  the  meadow's  tender  nrime, 

And  when  the  sod  grows  brown  ana  bare. 
The  shepherd  strives  to  make  them 
climb 

To  airy  shelves  of  pasture  green. 

That  hang  alonff  the  mountain's  side. 

Where  grass  and  flowers  together  lean, 
And  down  through  mist  the  sunbeams 
slide. 

But  naught  can  tempt  the  timid  things 
The  steep  and  rugged  paths  to  try. 

Though  sweet  the  shepherd  calls  and 
sings. 
And  seared  below  the  pastures  lie, 

Till  in  his  arms  their  lambs  he  takes, 
Along  the  dizzy  verge  to  go ; 

Then,  heedless  of  the  rifts  and  breaks, 
They  follow  on,  o'er  rock  and  snow. 

And  in  those  pastures,  lifted  fair, 
More  dewy-soft  than  lowland  mead, 

The  shepherd  drops  Iiis  tender  caiv, 
And  sneep  and  lambs  together  feed. 

This  parable,  by  Xature  breathed, 
Blew  on  me  as  the  south -wind  free 

O'er  frozen  brooks,  that  flow  unsheathed 
From  icy  thraldom  to  the  sea. 

A  blissful  vision,  through  the  ni^ht, 
Would  all  my  happy  senses  sway, 

Of  the  good  Shepherd  on  the  height, 
Or  climbing  up  the  starry  way. 

Holding  our  little  lamb  asleep,  — 
While,  like  the  murmur  of  the  sea. 

Sounded  that  voice  along  the  deep, 
Saying,  "Arise  and  follow  me!" 


THOMAS  W.  PARSONS. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

CAMPANILE  DE  PISA. 

Snow  was  glistening  on  the  mountains, 
btit  tlie  air  was  that  of  June, 

Leaves  were  falling,  but  the  runnels  play- 
ing still  their  summer  tune, 


And  the  dial's  lazy  shadow  hovered  nigh 

the  brink  of  noon. 
On  the  benches  in  the  market,  rows  of 

languid  idlers  lay. 
When  to  risa's  nodding  belfry,  vrith  a 

friend,  I  took  my  way. 

From  the  top  we  looked  around  us,  and 

as  far  as  eve  might  strain. 
Saw  no  sign  of  life  or  motion  in  the  town, 

or  on  the  plain. 
Hardly  seemed  the  river  moving,  through 

the  willows  to  the  main ; 
Nor  was  any  noise  disturbing  Pisa  from 

her  drowsy  hour. 
Save  the  doves  that  fluttered  'neath  ns, 

in  and  out  and  round  the  tower. 

Not  a  shout  from  gladsome  children,  or 

the  clatter  of  a  wheel. 
Nor  the  spinner  of  the  suburb,  winding 

his  discordant  reel, 
Nor  the  stroke  upon  the  pavement  of  a 

hoof  or  of  a  heel. 
Even  the  slumberers,  in  the  churchyanl 

of  the  Campo  Santo  seemed 
Scarce  more  quiet  than  the  living  world 

that  underneath  us  dreamed. 

Dozing  at  the  city's  poiial,  heedless  guard 

the  sentry  kept. 
More  than  oriental  dulness  o'er  the  sunny 

fanns  had  crept, 
Near  the  walls  the  ducal  herdsman  by  the 

dusty  roadside  slept ; 
While  his  camels,    resting  round  him, 

half  alarmed  the  sullen  ox, 
Seeing  those  Arabian  monsters  {pasturing 

with  Etruria's  flocks. 

Then  it  was,  like  one  who  wandered,  late- 
ly, singing  by  the  Rhine, 

Strains  perchance  to  maiden's  hearing 
sweet4»r  than  this  vei*se  of  mine. 

That  we  bade  Imagination  lift  us  on  her 
wing  divine. 

And  the  days  of  Pisa's  greatness  rose  from 
the  sepulchral  past. 

When  a  thousand  conciuering  galleys  bore 
her  standard  at  the  mast. 

Memory  for  a  moment  crowned  her  sov- 
ereign mistress  of  the  seas. 

When  she  braved,  uj^on  the  billows,  Ven- 
ice and  the  Genoese, 

Daring  to  deride  the  Pontiff,  though  he 
shook  his  angry  keys. 
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When  her  admirals  triampkant,  riding   Pisa's  patron  saint  bath  hallowed  to  him- 

o'er  the  Soldan's  waves,  self  the  joyful  day, 

Brought  from  Calvary's  holy  mountain    Never  on  the  throngni  Rialto  showed  the 


fitting  soil  for  knightly  graves. 

When  the  Saracen  surrendered,  one  by 

one,  his  ))irate  isles. 
And   Ionia's    marbled   tro))hies  decked 

Lungamo's  Gothic  ])ileft. 
Where  the  festal  music  floated  in  the  light 

of  ladies'  smiles ; 
Soldiers  in  the  busy  court-yard,  nobles 

in  the  hall  above, 
O,  those  days  of  arms  are  over, — arms  and 
.    courtesy  and  love  I 

Down  in  yonder  square  at  snnrise,  lo ! 

the  Tuscan  troops  arrayed. 
Every  man  in  Milan  armor,  forged  in 

Brescia  every  blade  : 
Sigismondi  is  their  captain  —  Florence  ! 

art  thou  not  dismayed  ? 
There 's  Jjanfranchi !  there  the  bravest  of 

Gherardesca  stem, 
Hugolino — with  the  bishop ;  butenough, 

enough  of  them. 

Now,  as  on  Achilles'  bnckler,  next  a 
peaceful  scene  succeeds ; 

Pious  crowds  in  the  cathedral  duly  tell 
their  blessed  beads ; 

Students  walk  the  learned  cloister; 
Ariosto  wakes  the  reeds ; 

Science  dawns ;  and  Galileo  opens  to  the 
Italian  youth, 

As  he  were  a  new  Columbus,  new  dis- 
covered realms  of  truth. 


Hark;  what  murmurs  from  the  million 

in  the  bustling  market  rise ! 
All  the  lanes  are  loud  with  voices,  all 

the  windows  dark  with  eyes ; 
Black  with  men  the  marble  bridges,  heaped 

the  shores  with  merchandise ; 
Turks  and  Greeks  and  Libyan  merchants 

in  the  sf|uare  their  councils  hold. 
And  the  Christian  altars  slitter  gorgeous 

with  Byzantine  gold. 

Look !  anon  the  roasqaeraders  don  their 

holiday  attire ; 
Every  palace  is  illumined,  — all  the  town 

seems  bnilt  of  fire,  — 
BAinbow-colorsd  lanterns  dangle   bom 

the  top  of  every  spire. 


Carnival  more  gay. 

Suddenly  the  bell  beneath  us  broke  the 

vision  with  its  chime ; 
**Signors,"  quoth   our  gray  attendant, 

"it  is  almost  vesper  time" ; 
Vulgar  life  resumed  its  empire,  —  down  we 

dropt  from  the  sublime. 
Here  and  there  a  friar  passed  us,  as  we 

paced  the  silent  streets. 
And  a  cardinal's  rumbling  carriage  roused 

the  sleepers  from  the  seats. 


OK  A  BUBT  OF  DANTB. 

See,  from  this  counterfeit  of  htm 

Whom  Amo  shall  rememlier  long, 
How  stern  of  lineament,  how  grim 

The  father  was  of  Tuscan  song. 
There  but  the  burning  sense  of  wrong. 

Perpetual  care  and  scorn  abide ; 
Small  friendship  for  the  lordly  throng ; 

Distrust  of  all  the  world  beside. 

Faithful  if  this  wan  image  be. 

No  dream  his  life  was,  —  but  a  fight ; 
Could  any  Beatrice  see 

A  lover  in  that  anchorite  ? 
To  that  cold  Ghibeline's  gloomy  si^'ht 

Who  could  have  guessed  the  visions 
came 
Of  beauty,  veiled  with  heavenly  light, 

In  circles  of  eternal  flame  ? 

The  lips,  as  Cumie's  cavern  close. 

The  cheeks,  with  fast  and  sorrow  thin. 
The  rigid  front,  almost  morose^ 

But  for  the  patient  hope  within. 
Declare  a  life  whose  course  hath  been 

Unsullied  sjill,  though  still  severe, 
Which,  through  the  wavering  days  of  sin, 

Keep  itself  icy-chaste  and  clear. 

Not  wholly  such  his  haggard  look 

When    wandering    once,   forlorn    he 
strayed. 
With  no  companion  save  his  book. 

To  Corvo's  hushed  monastic  shade: 
Where,  as  the  Benedictine  laid 

His  palm  upon  the  pilgrim-guest. 
The  simple  boon  for  which  he  prayed 

The  convent's  charity  was  rest. 
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Peace  dwells  not  here,  — this  ragged  Cmm 

Betra  V8  no  spirit  of  repose ; 
The  sullen  wanior  sole  we  trace, 

The  marble  man  of  many  woes. 
Such  was  his  mien  when  first  arose 

The  thought  of  that  strange  tale  dinne, 
When  hell  he  peopled  with  nis  foes, 

The  scoui^  of  many  a  guilty  line. 

War  to  the  last  he  waged  with  all 

The  tyrant  canker-worms  of  earth; 
Baron  and  duke,  in  hold  and  hall. 

Cursed  the  dark  hour  that  gave  him 
birth; 
He  used  Rome's  harlot  for  his  mirth ; 

Plucked  bare  hypocrisy  and  crime ; 
But  valiant  souls  of  knightly  worth 

Transmitted  to  the  rolls  of  Time. 

O  Time !  whose  verdicts  mock  our  own. 

The  only  righteous  judge  art  thou; 
Tliat  poor  old  exile,  sad  and  lone, 

Is  Latium's  other  Vii^l  now : 
Bi*fore  his  name  the  nations  bow : 

His  wonis  are  parcel  of  mankind. 
Deep  in  whose  hearts,  as  on  liis  brow, 

The  marks  have  sunk  of  Dante's  mind. 


JOHN  0.  SAXE. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

wisHiya. 

Of  all  amusements  for  the  mind. 

From  logic  down  to  fishing, 
Tliere  is  n't  one  that  you  can  find 

So  very  cheap  as  **  wishing.** 
A  very  choice  (tiversion  too, 

If  we  but  rightly  use  it, 
And  not,  as  we  are  apt  to  do, 

Pervert  it,  and  abuse  it. 

I  wish  —  a  common  wish,  indeed  — 

My  purse  were  somewhat  fatter. 
That  I  might  cheer  the  child  of  need, 

An«l  not  my  pride  to  flatter  ; 
That  I  might  make  Oppression  reel. 

As  only  gold  can  make  it, 
And  break  the  Tyrant's  rod  of  steel, 

As  only  gold  can  break  it. 

I  wish  —  that  Sympathy  and  Love, 
And  every  human  x^assion 


That  has  its  origih  above, 

Would  oome  and  keep  in  fiuhioo ; 
That  Soom  and  JealoiiBy  and  Uate^ 

And  everr  base  emotion, 
Were  buried  fifty  fathom  deep 

Beneath  the  waves  of  Ooean  I 

I  wish — that  friends  were  alwmys  trofl^ 

And  motives  always  purs ; 
I  wish  the  good  were  not  so  few, 

I  wish  the  bad  were  fewer ; 
I  wish  that  parsons  ne*er  foigot 

To  heed  their  ]nous  teaching  ; 
I  wish  that  practising  was  not 

So  different  from  preaching  t 

I  wish — that  modest  worth  might  be 

Appraisod  with  troth  and  candor ; 
I  wish  that  innocence  were  free 

From  treachery  and  aUnder ; 
I  wish  that  men  their  vows  would  mind; 

That  women  ne'er  were  rovers ; 
I  wish  that  wives  were  always  kind. 

And  husbands  always  lovers  1 

I  wish  —  in  fine  —  that  Joy  and  Mirth, 

And  every  good  Ideal, 
May  come  erewhile  throughout  the  earth 

To  be  the  glorious  Real ; 
Till  God  shall  evpry  creature  bless 

With  his  supremest  blessing. 
And  Hope  be  lost  in  Happiness, 

And  Wishing  in  Possessing  I 


SLEEP  AND  DEATH. 

Two  wandering  angels,  Sleep  and  Death, 
Once  met  in  sunny  weather  : 

And  while  the  twain  were  taking  breath. 
They  held  discourse  together. 

Quoth  Sleep  (whose  face,  though  twice 
as  fair. 

Was  strangelv  like  the  other's,  — 
So  like,  in  sooth,  that  anywhere 

They  might  have  passed  for  brothers): 

"A  busy  life  is  mine,  I  trow; 

Would  I  were  omnipresent ! 
So  fast  and  far  have  I  to  go  ; 

And  yet  my  work  is  pleasant. 

"  I  cast  my  potent  poppies  forth. 
And  lo  t  —  the  cares  that  cumber 


SABAH  BELKS  WHITMAN. 


"  The  ■tud'-nl  rratu  hi*  weary  brain. 
And  waits  the  Tmber  niorrow  ; 

I  enur  the  ]>atiFPt  of  bU  piUD, 
The  mounier  of  bin  aorraw. 

"  I  bur  llie  gates  where  cares  abide. 
And  open  flraiutv'a  portal* 

To  Tiaioued  joy« ;  tbiu,  Tht  uid  wide, 
I  ntru  the  praiee  of  morUda." 


Tiutinf;  the  wild  gnipe  with  her  dewy 

Till  tlie  cool  emerald  turns  to  Mr 
thjst: 


To  light  tbc  jtloom  of  Au 
dvriog  halls 
With  boary  ploDicB  the  cIpi 


AIm 

"  n-jdied  the  other. 

a  Uatc  >u  CTBlcrul ; 

am  batttuL 

8ARAH  HELEN  WHITMAN. 


A.  Smi.  DAY  IM  AUTDUy. 

I   vort  to  wandrr  thtmigh  thw  wood- 
la  niln  honry 
111  thu  uft  light  or  an  aummnal  day. 
Wlwn  Suiiinier  ^tbt^n  up  her  rolies  of 


Hos  thraiifth  each  loved,  famiUat  path 
•he:  lintp'r^ 
Sanmoly  am  I  ling  thrtm^  the  gDldnn 


lithercd  gar- 


'■  Tliejf  cnll  ii»  ■  Kill-joy,'  every  one. 
Anil  iprak  in  ahirii  delnictioD 

or  all  I  do  ;  yet  barf  I  done 
Full  niuny  a  kindly  action." 

"Tnir  '."  answered  Sleep,  "but  all  the 
while 

Thine  olH.'e  is  bcmtcd, 
T  ia  only  t.y  the  vile  and  wcnli 

That  thou  art  frared  and  baled. 

•■  And  thouKb  thy  work  on  earth 
Kbnile  ofiBdD'vs ; 


K'arm  light*  are  on  the  slwpy  uplands 

wading 
Benealh  toft  clouds  along  the  horjion 

rollwl. 
Till  the  alaiit  nunlwrns  through  thnir 


Bathe 


ingea  i 
air  the 


bills  in  mclaacholy  gold. 


rhe    moist   winds    breathe   of   crispid 
lenvFS  and  fionets 
In  the  dauip  hollows  of  the  woodland 

Sliugling    the    frethneit    of   ■ntumnal 

Vitli   Kpicy  ain  fWni   cedam  alleys 


Beaide  thi-  brook  and  on  the  ninlwiwl 

Vilitn yi'lluK  fem-luru  (tiik  the  fadnd 
ground, 
With  luldnl   lids  beneath  their   iialmv 
bhodnw 
The  gentian  nods,  in  dewy  Glutijbrra 

Upon  those  noft,  fringed  lids  the  bee  sits 
brooding. 
Like  a  fond  lover  loath  to  asj  fatrw^ll, 
Or   with    shni   wing^    ihrungh   silken 
Tohls  Intruding, 
Cre*i»  near  her  heart  hia  drowiy  tain 
to  tell. 

Th«  little  birds  npan  Ibe  hillnde  lonely 

-"■   noiselcasly  along  from  siitay  to 

Silent  a*  ii  sweet   wandering   thought 
thai  only 

wt  it*   l>right  wing*   and   Mfllf 
gliilua  away. 


234 


BOirGS  OF  THREE  CBNTUBIXaw 


ALFBED  B.  STREET. 

[a  Si  A.] 


His  echomg  aze  the  settler  swung 

Amid  the  sea-like  solitude^ 
Aod,  rushing^  thiindeiiiig,  down  weone 
flung 

The  Titans  of  the  wood  ; 
Loud  shrieked  the  eagle,  as  he  dashed 
From  out  his  mossy  nest,  which  ersshed 

With  its  supporting  bough. 
And  the  first  sunlight,  lea{nng^  flashed 

On  the  wolfs  haimt  below.   ' 

Rude  was  the  garb,  and  strong  the  frame 

Of  him  who  plied  his  oeasdess  tofl : 
To  form  that  garb  the  wild-wood  game 

Ck>ntributed  their  spoil ; 
The  soul  that  warmed  that  fimme  dis- 
dained 
The  tinsel,  gaud,  and  glare,  that  reigned 

Where  men  their  crowds  collect ; 
The  simple  fur,  untrimmed,  unstained. 

This  forest-tamer  decked. 

The  paths  which  wound  mid  goigeous 
trees 

The  stream  whose  bright  lips  kissed 
their  flowers, 
The  wiuds  that  swelled  their  harmonies 

Through  those  sun -hiding  bowers. 
The  temnle  vast,  the  green  arcade, 
The  nestling  vale,  the  grassy  glade, 

Dark  cave,  and  swamp}*^  lair : 
These  scenes  and  sounds  majestic  made 

His  world,  his  pleasures,  there. 

His  roof  adorned  a  pleasant  spot, 

Mid  the  black  logs  green,  glowed  the 
grain. 
And  herbs  and  plants  the  woods  knew 
not 

Throve  in  the  sun  and  rain. 
The  snioke-wrt>ath  curling  o'er  the  dell. 
The  low,  the  bleat,  the  tinkling  bell. 

All  made  a  landscape  stran^. 
Which  was  the  living  chronicle 

Of  deeds  that  wrought  the  change. 

The  violet  sprung  at  spring's  first  tinge, 
The  rose  of  summer  spread  its  glow. 

The  .maize  huna  out  its  autumn  fringe. 
Rude  winter  brought  his  snow  ; 

And  still  the  lone  one  labored  there, 


His  shout  and  whktle  bioke  the  air. 

As  ehoerily  he  plied 
His  garden-spade,  or  drove  his  share 

Along  the  iiillock*s  side. 

He  marked  the  fire-stonn's  bhudng  flood 
Roaring  and  crackling  on  its  path. 

And  scorching  earth,  and  melting  wood, 
Beneath  its  greedy  wrath ; 

He  marked  the  rapid  whirlwind  shoots 

Trampling  the  pine-tree  with  its  foot^ 
.And  dwkeninff  thick  the  day 

With  streaming  hough  and  seTered  root, 
Hurled  whiuing  on  its  way. 

His  gannt  honnd  yelled,  his  rifle  flashed. 

The  grim  bear  hushed  his  savage  growl ; 
In  blood  and  and  foam  the  panther 
ffnashed 

Hii  ungs,  with  dving  howl ; 
The  fleet  deer  ceased  its  flying  bound. 
Its  snarling  wolf-foe  bit  the  ground, 

And,  witn  its  moaning  cry. 
The  bovver  sank  beneath  the  wound 

Its  pond-built  Venice  by. 

Humble  the  lot,  yet  his  the  race. 

When  Liberty  sent  forth  her  cry. 
Who  thronged    in    conflict's   deadliest 
place, 

To  fight,  —to  bleed,  —to  die  ! 
Who  cumbered  Bunker's  height  of  red. 
By  hope  through  weary  years  were  led. 

And  witnessed  Yorktown's  sun 
Blaze  on  a  nation's  banner  spread, 

A  nation's  froedom  won. 


CHRISTOPHER  P.  CRANCH. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

STANZAS. 

Thought  is  deeper  than  all  speech, 
Feeling  deeper  than  all  tliought ; 

Souls  to  souls  can  never  teach 
What  unto  themselves  was  taught 

We  are  spirits  clad  in  veils ; 

Man  by  man  was  never  seen ; 
All  our  deep  communing  fails 

To  remove  the  shadowy  screen. 

Heart  to  heart  was  never  known, 
Mind  with  mind  did  never  meet; 
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I  questioned  not  her  peiiee  with  Oed, 
Nor  pried  into  her  goiltlen  mind. 
Like  those  unskilfol  saqjeon-priests 
Who  rick  the  soul  with  proUngs  blind. 

For  I  've  seen  men  who  meant  not  ill 
Compelling  doctrine  oat  of  Detth, 
With  Hell  and  Hearcn  acutely  poised 
Upon  the  taming  of  a  breath ; 

While  agonising  jadjgments  hnng 
Ev'n  on  the  Saviour^  helpful  name ; 
As  mild  Hadonna*s  form,  of  old, 
A  hideous  torture-tool  became. 

I  could  bat  say,  with  faltering  voice 
And  eyes  that  slanced  aside  to  weep^ 
"  Be  strong  in  faith  and  hope,  my  child ; 
He  gireth  his  belovM  sleep. 


« 


And  though  thou  walk  the  shadowy  Tale 
Whose  end  we  know  not.  He  will  aid ; 
Hii  rod  and  staff  shall  stav  thy  steps.** 
'*I  know  it  well,** she  smiled  and  said. 

She  knew  it  well,  and  knew  yet  more 
My  deepest  hone,  though  unexprest, 
The  hoj)e  that  God's  appointed  sleep 
But  heightens  ravishment  with  rest. 

My  children,  living  flowers,  shall  come 
And  strew  with  seed  this  grave  of  thine, 
And  bid  the  blushing  growths  of  Spring 
Thy  dreary  painted  cross  entwine. 

Thus  Faith,  cast  out  of  barren  creeds. 
Shall  rest  in  emblems  of  her  outi  ; 
Beauty  still  springin/^  from  Decay, 
The  cross-wood  budding  to  the  crown. 


BATTLE  HYMN  OF  THE  REPUBLIC. 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the 
coming  of  the  Lord :  « 

He  is  trampling  out  the  vintage  where 
the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored ; 

He  hath  loosed  the  fateful  lightning  of 
his  terrible  swift  sword  ; 

His  truth  is  marching  on. 

I  have  seen  him  in  the  watch-fires  of  a 
hundred  circling  camps ; 

They  have  builded  him  an  altar  in  the 
evening  dews  and  damps ; 


I  can  read  hit  iMteous  lentwioe  hf  As 
dim  and  iuiring  lamps^ 

His  day  is  marching  on. 

I  hare  read  a  fiery  gospel,  writ  in  bn)> 

nished  rows  of  steal : 
"As  ye  deal  with  my  oontemiief%  so 

with  yon  my  gnoe  shall  deal ; 
Let  the  Hero^  bom  of  wonian,  cmsh  the 

sezpent  with  his  heel, 

Sinoe  God  is  maitshing  on.** 

He  has  sonnded  forth  the  tnunpct  that 
ahall  never  call  retreat ; 

He  is  sifting  ont  the  hearts  of  men  before 
his  judgment-seat : 

0,  be  swift,  my  soul,  to  answer  him!  be 
jnbilan^  my  feet  I 

Oar  God  is  marching  on. 

In  the  beauty  of  the  lilies  Christ  was 

bom  across  the  sea. 
With  a  glory  in  his  bosom  that  trsns- 

figures  you  and  me : 
As  he  died  to  make  men  holy,  let  us  die 

to  make  men  free. 

While  God  is  marching  on. . 


E.  D.  THOREAU. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

IKS!PIRATION. 

If  with  light  head  erect  I  sing, 
Though  all  the  Muses  lend  their  force. 
From  my  poor  love  of  anything. 
The  verse  is  weak  and  shallow  as  its 
source. 

But  if  with  bended  neck  I  grope. 
Listening  behind  me  for  my  wit. 
With  faith  superior  to  hope, 
More  anxious  to  keep  back  than  foiv 
ward  it ; 

Making  my  soul  accomplice  there 
Unto  the  flame  my  heart  hath  lit. 
Then  will  the  verse  forever  wear,  — 
Time  cannot  bend  the  line  which  God 
has  writ. 

I  hearing  get,  who  had  but  ears, 
And  sight,  who  had  bat  eyes  before ; 


IXIZABETH  LLOYD   HOWELL.  —  C.   F.   AlEXANDEE. 


I  mon^itlA  li»e,  who  Used  bat  ynn,        | 
Anil  Irutli  iIiK^m,  shu  knew  but  Wm- 
iug'a  lure. 

Now  chirHy  U  my  natal  hour. 

And  only  no»f  my  yiriim-  of  lire, 

ur  manhDoa's  >ln:nglh  it  ia  thv  Sawvr. 

T  ia   jimirc'*  end,  and  war's  beguming 

It  coni«  in  aammer's  bra<ul«it  noon, 
I)y  *  gray  wall,  or  miar  clianoe  place, 
I'liMaMUiing  time,  insulting  June, 
Aiiil  Tciiug  ilay  with  it«  prvsouung  Tace. 

I  will  not  donht  the  love  ontoM 
Which   not   my  worth   nor  want  hath 

buught. 
Which  wooed  me  ytmog,  and  wooed  me 

And  to  tUIi  KTeniog  bath  me  brought. 


EU2ABETE  LLOTD  HOWELL 


MILTOirS  ntATEB  IM  BLINCNEa& 

I  AH  n1<l  nod  blind  1 


Poor,   old,   and   hBlplus,    1    the 
Father  iQptTtne  I  to  thee. 


1   thou   hunt  dilMued,   that   1 
niuy  we 
Tliyself,  —  thyself  aloue. 

I  have  naught  to  fear ; 
Thiadarknesaia  IheHhadowof  thy  wing: 

Beueath  it  1  am  almosi  sncrnl ;  hero 
Can  come  no  evil  thing. 

0,  1  srem  to  atnnd 
Tremlilinc,  where  foot  of  mortal  ne'er 

hath  been. 
Wrapped  in  the  radiance  of  thy  kiulcu 

Which  eye  hath  ncrer  seen  I 

Vitiona  eome  and  go : 
Shapes  of  resplendent  beauty  ronnd  me 

From  angel  lip*  I  aeem  to  hear  the  flow 
Ofsoft  and  holy  song. 

It  is  nothing  now, 
When  bearen  ii  opening  on  my  sight- 
When   air?  froln   paradise   refreah   mr 

The  earth  in  darkneM  \iet. 


My  being  RTIs  with  rapture,  —  wave*  of 

thought 
Boll  in  npon  my  spirit,  —  atmini  aubllne 
Break  over  me  unaougbt. 

Give  me  my  lyre  I 
I  feel  the  stiriings  of  a  gift  dirfne : 
Within  my  bosom  glona  nneatthl;  fire. 

Lit  by  DO  skill  of  miue. 


C.  F.  ALEXANDEE. 

THE  BT7BIAL  OF  HO&ES. 


When  IViendi  pati  by  me,  and  my  weak- 
neat  ahun, 
Tliy  cliorioi  I  hear.  r,  Srbo-»  loneli 

On  this  lide  Jordan' 
In  a  vnle  in  the  land  of  Jliub 
I   holy   Thfr*  lies  ■  Innely  grave. 
iiglit  And  iin  man  knows  that  seputehnv 

SUinr*   In    upon   my   lonely   dwelling-    And  nn  man  uw  it  e'er, 

plare,  —  i  Fir  Ihe  nngels  of  Ond  upluned  th«  Md, 

^K        Aad  there  is  no  mon  Digbh  I  And  laid  the  dtad  mail  thepe. 
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That  was  the  grandest  funeral 

That  ever  passed  on  earth  ; 

But  no  man  heard  the  trampling, 

Or  saw  the  train  go  forth : 

Noiselessly  as  the  daylight 

Comes  back  when  night  is  done. 

And  the  crimson  streak  on  ocean's  cheek 

Grows  into  the  great  sun. 

Noiselessly  as  the  spring-time 

Her  crown  of  verdure  weaves, 

And  all  the  trees  on  all  the  hills 

Open  their  thousand  leaves  ; 

So  without  sound  of  music 

Or  voice  of  them  that  wept, 

Silently  down  from  the  mountain's  crown 

The  great  procession  swept. 

Perchance  the  bald  old  eagle 

On  gray  Beth-Peor's  height. 

Out  of  his  lonely  eyrie 

Looked  on  the  wondrous  sight ; 

Perchance  the  lion,  stalking. 

Still  shuns  that  hallowed  8()ot, 

For  l)east  and  bird  have  seen  and  heard 

That  which  man  knoweth  not. 

But  when  the  warrior  dieth. 

His  comrades  in  tlie  war, 

With  arms  reversed  and  muffled  drum, 

Follow  his  funeral  car  ; 

They  show  the  banners  taken, 

Thev  tell  his  battles  won. 

And  after  him  lead  his  masterless  steed, 

While  peab  the  minute-gun. 

Amid  the  noblest  of  the  land. 

We  lay  the  sage  to  rest, 

And  give  the  bard  an  honored  place 

With  costly  marble  drest, 

In  the  preat  minster  transent 

Where  lights  like  glories  fall, 

And  the  organ  rings  and  the  sweet  choir 

sings 
Along  the  emblazoned  wall. 

This  was  the  truest  warrior 

That  ever  buckled  sword, 

This  the  most  gifted  poet 

That  ever  breathed  a  word  ; 

And  never  earth's  philosopher 

Traced  with  his  golden  pen. 

On  the  deathless  page,  truths  half  so 

sage 
As  he  wrote  down  for  men. 


And  had  he  not  high  honor,  — 

The  hillside  for  a  pall 

To  lie  in  state  while  angels  wait 

With  stars  for  tapers  tall, 

And  the  dark  rock-pines  like  tossing 

plumes 
Over  his  bier  to  wave. 
And  God's  own  hand,  in  that  lonely 

land. 
To  lay  him  in  the  grave  ? 

In  that  strange  grave  without  a  name 

Whence  his  uncoHined  clay    . 

Shall  break  asain,  0  wondrous  thought ! 

Before  the  judgment-day. 

And  stand  with  glory  wrapt  around 

On  the  hills  he  never  trod. 

And  speak  of  the  strife  that  won  our  life 

With  the  Incarnate  Son  of  God. 

0  lonely  grave  in  Moab's  land  ! 

O  dark  Beth-Peor's  hill ! 

Speak  to  these  curious  hearts  of  ours, 

And  teach  them  to  be  still. 

God  hath  his  mysteries  of  grace, 

Ways  that  we  cannot  tell  ; 

He  hides  them  deep,  like  the  hidden 

sleep 
Of  him  he  loved  so  well. 


E.  H.  SEARS. 

[U.  S.  A.1 

CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 
Come  Heaven's  melotlions  strains 

Where  wild  Judaea  stretches  far 
Her  silver-mantled  plains  ! 

Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above. 
Shed  sacred  glories  there  ; 

And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  Utcs, 
Make  nmsic  on  the  air. 

The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 
Send  back  the  glad  reply  ; 

And  greet,  from  all  their  holy  heights, 
The  dayspring  from  on  high. 

On  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 
There  comes  a  holier  calm, 

And  Sharon  waves,  in  solemn  praise, 
Her  silent  groves  of  palm. 


THEODOBE  PABKEB.  —  FBEDEBIC  WnXIAH  FABEB. 
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"  Glory  to  God  ! "  the  sounding  skies 
Load  with  their  anthems  ring ; 

Peace  to  the  earth,  good -will  to  men, 
From  heaven's  Eternal  King ! 

Light  on  thy  hills,  Jerusalem  I 

The  Saviour  now  is  bom  I 
And  bright  on  Bethlehem's  joyous  plains 

Breaks  the  first  Christmas  mom. 


THEODORE  PARKER. 

[v.  s.  A.,  i8i3-  i86a] 

THE  WAY,  THE  TRUTH,  AND  THE  LIFE. 

O  THOU  great  Friend  to  all  the  sons  of 
men, 
Who  once  ap{)eared  in  humblest  guise 
below, 
Sin  to  rebuke,  to  break  the  captive's  chain. 
And  call  thy  brethren  foith  from  want 
and  woe,  — 

We  look  to  thee !  thy  tmth  is  still  the 
Ught 
Which  gnides  the  nations,  groping  on 
their  way. 
Stumbling  and  fallingin  disastrous  night, 
Yet  hoping  ever  for  the  perfect  day. 

Tes ;  thou  art  still  the  Life,  thou  art  the 
Way 
The  holiest  know;    Light,  Life,  the 
Way  of  heaven ! 
And  they  who  dearest  hope  and  deepest 
pray 
Toil  by  the  Li^ht,  Life,  Way,  which 
thou  hast  given. 


FREDERIC  WILLIAM  FABER. 

[1815-1863.] 

THE  WILL  OF  QOD. 

I  WOBAHIP  thee,  sweet  Will  of  God ! 

And  all  thy  ways  adore. 
And  every  day  I  live  I  seem 

To  love  thee  more  and  more. 

When  obstacles  and  trials  seem 
Like  priaon-wiUs  to  be^ 


I  do  the  little  I  can  do. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  thee. 

I  have  no  cares,  0  blessed  Will  1 

For  all  my  cares  are  thine ; 
I  live  in  triumph.  Lord  !  for  thou 

Hast  made  thy  triumphs  mine. 

And  when  it  seems  no  chance  or  change 

From  grief  can  set  me  free, 
Hope  finds  its  strength  in  helplessness. 

And  gayly  waits  on  thee. 

Man's  weakness  waiting  upon  God 

Its  end  can  never  miss. 
For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do 

Moiti  angel-like  than  this. 

He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 

To  him  no  chance  is  lost ; 
God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 

It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

Ill  that  he  blesses  is  our  good. 

And  un  blest  good  is  ill ; 
And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong, 

If  it  be  his  sweet  Will  I 


THE  RIGHT  MUST  WIN. 

0,  IT  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 

To  rise  and  take  his  part 
Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth. 

And  not  sometimes  lose  heart ! 

He  hides  himself  so  wondrously. 
As  though  there  were  no  God ; 

He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad. 

Or  he  deserts  us  at  the  hoar 

The  fight  is  all  but  lost; 
And  seems  to  leave  us  to  ourselves 

Just  when  we  need  him  most. 

Ill  masters  good,  good  seems  to  change 

To  ill  with  greatest  ease ; 
And,  worst  of  all,  the  good  with  good 

Is  at  cross-purposes. 

Ah !  God  is  other  than  we  think ; 

His  ways  are  far  above, 
Far  beyond  reason's  height,  and  reached 

Only  by  childlike  love. 
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Workman  of  God  !  0,  lose  not  heart, 
But  learn  what  God  is  like ; 

And  in  the  darkest  battle-field 
Thou  shalt  know  where  to  strike. 

Thrice  blest  is  he  to  whom  is  given 

The  instinct  that  can  tell 
That  God  is  on  the  field  when  he 

Is  most  invisible. 

Blest,  too,  is  he  who  can  divine 

Where  real  right  doth  lie, 
And  dares  to  take  the  side  that  seems 

Wrong  to  man*8  blindfold  eye. 

For  rii^ht  is  ri^ht,  sinoe  God  is  God ; 

And  ri^ht  the  day  must  win ; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty. 

To  falter  would  be  sin  I 


DAVID   A.WASSON. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

SEEN  AND  UNSEEN. 

The  wind  ahead,  the  billows  high, 
A  whited  wave,  but  sjible  sky, 
Aiul  many  a  league  of  tossing  sea. 
Between  the  hearts  1  love  and  me. 

The  ^vind  ahead  :  day  after  day 
These  weary  words  the  sailors  say ; 
To  weeks  the  days  are  lengtliened  now,  — 
Still  mounts  the  surge  to  meet  our  prow. 

Through  longing  day  and  lingering  night 
I  still  accuse  Time's  lag^ng  flight. 
Or  gaze  out  o'er  the  enviotis  sea, 
That  keeps  the  hearts  I  love  from  me. 

Yet,  ah,  how  shallow  is  all  grief! 
How  instant  is  the  deep  ivlief ! 
And  what  a  hypocrite  am  I, 
To  feign  forlorn,  to  'plain  and  sigh ! 

The  wind  ahead  ?    The  wind  is  free  1 
Forevermore  it  favoreth  me,  — 
To  shores  of  God  still  blowing  fair. 
O'er  seas  of  God  my  bark  doth  bear. 

The  surging  brine  /  do  not  sail. 
This  blast  adverse  is  not  my  gale ; 


T  is  here  I  only  seem  to  be. 
But  really  sail  another  sea,  — 

Another  sea,  pnre  sky  its  waves, 
Whose  beauty  hides  no  heaving  graves,— 
A  sea  all  haven,  wherenpon 
No  hapless  bark  to  wreck  hath  gone. 

The  winds  that  o*er  my  ocean  run. 

Reach  through  all  heavens  beyond  the 
sun; 

Through  life  and  death,  through  fate, 
through  time. 

Grand  breaths  of  God  they  sweep  sub- 
lime. 

Eternal  trades,  they  cannot  veer. 
And  blowing,  teach  us  how  to  steer ; 
And  well  for  him  whose  joy,  whose  care. 
Is  but  to  keep  before  them  fair. 

0,  thou  God's  mariner,  heart  of  mine, 
Spread  canvas  to  the  airs  divine ! 
Spread  sail !  and  let  thy  Fortune  be 
Forgotten  in  thy  Destiny  ! 

For  Destiny  pursues  us  well. 

By  sea,  by  land,  through  heaven  or  hell ; 

It  suffers  Death  alone  to  die. 

Bids  life  all  change  and  chance  defy. 

Would  earth's  dark  ocean  suck  thee  down  ? 
Earth's  ocean  thou,  0  Life,  shalt  drown, 
Shalt  flood  it  with  thy  finer  wave. 
And,  sepulchred,  entomb  thy  grave ! 

Life  loveth  life  and  good :  then  trust 
What  most  the  spirit  would,  it  must ; 
Deep  wishes,  in  the  heart  that  be. 
Are  blossoms  of  necessity. 

A  thread  of  Law  runs  through  thy  prayer, 
Stronger  than  iron  cables  are ; 
And  Love  and  Longing  toward  her  goal, 
Are  pilots  sweet  to  guide  the  souL 

So  Life  must  live,  and  Soul  must  sail. 
And  Unseen  over  Seen  prevail. 
And  all  God's  argosies  come  to  shore, 
Let  ocean  smile,  or  rage  and  roar. 

And  so,  mid  storm  or  calm,  my  bark 
With  snowy  wake  still  nears  her  mark ; 
Cheerly  the  trades  of  being  blow. 
And  sweeping  down  the  wind  I  ga 


SwKBT-voicto  Hope,  tby  line  discouiM 

Forclulil  not  haU  iife't  good  to  ma  i 
Tliy  iwiihler,  Fancj,  hath  not  forre 
To  >liow  how  «w«et  it  U  l«  B« ! 

Thy  nitcbiuK  dn-un 

And  pictarwischiiiie 
To  mtch  the  fact  itill  want  the  power ; 

Tby  ]in>ntite  bnive 

Fmoi  binli  t«  grave 
Life's  buDu  niiy  twggar  in  an  hour. 

Ask  nndretrirp,  — 't  iaswwtly  aalil; 
Vot  what  to  (iliiul  for  know  I  not ; 
For  Wiiih  is  wonicd,  Hopv  o'eraixnl, 
And  aye  to  Ihaukareturutuiy  thought 

II  1  wouJil  iHvy, 

I  'rt  naught  lo  nay 
Bui  tliu.  that  God  nmy  be  Cod  still ; 

For  Him  to  live 

U  >tlll  to  ([ive. 
And  awetler  than  my  wish  His  will. 

O  vcnKh  of  life,  beyond  all  bound '. 

Eli'niily  rach  moment  given  '. 
What  [iliiiuiiwt  may  the  Presfut  aoundt 
Wbu  tifoniisea  tt/HJiirv  hiwveul 
Urglad,  or  grieved, 
Ol'preaed,  relieved, 
pUccVot  night,  or  brightest  day, 
*        StiU  nnura  the  flood 
Of  golden  gnod, 
luon  than  heart-full  fills  me  aye. 


o  pett;r  pwvir     . 

I    Vluit  a  mine  alone  is  mine  far  leas 
Than  timnure  iihareil  by  every  aouL 
Talk  not  of  stort, 
lililljona  or  mora,  — 
tf  nla»*  which  the  purse  nviybold, — 
But  tbia  divine  I 
1  own  the  niine 
«  gtsini  ontweigh  ■  plansC'*  gold. 


_k  nrty  twam  that  Hlln  the  'lay; 
I  heart*  of  men  mv  roflen  are, 
■y  om  artvrial  tides  eonvey  ; 

The  fields,  the  aVlea, 

And  sweet  replies 

iKhttntliouiihtarpmygDlddiu^— 

The  oak*,  the  brooka, 

Arid  upvaking  look* 
■bivr*'  foitti  and  fii'-iKUhip'a  trust. 


Ijfe's  youngest  tides  joy-hriniming  flow 

For  tiim  who  lives  above  all  yeiirs. 
Who  all-immortal  makes  the  how, 
And  is  not  ta'ea  in  Time's  arrenrs: 

His  life 's  s  hj'mu 

The  svrapliiui 
Might  hark  to  bear  ur  help  to  ting, 

And  lo  bin  soul 

The  bound  li-si  whole 
Its  bounty  all  doth  daily  bring. 

"All  mine  is  thine,"  iho  sky-eoul  saith  : 
"The  wealth  1  am,  must  thou  berume: 

Richer  and  richer,  breath  I7  breath, — 
Immortal  gain,  immartal  room  I" 
.11  his 


Life's  gin  outruns  my  fiinrie 
And  drowns  the  divai 
In  larger  stream, 

Aa  morning  drinks  llie  mum 


f'T. 


Far  len  than  level  tn  his  lio»m  rite 
The  low  emwj'.  heaven  «n,l  ,Ura  :  at 

their  tku-» 
Runneth  I  he  road  his  daily  feet  bare 

A  loftier  braven  he  liratTth  in  hti  bmuit. 
Ami  o'er  thi-  summits  orBdileviuit  bin 
Wit  h  never  a  thought  of  merit  or  i  Jnieed ; 
Choosing  divinest  labors  throng  a  pride 
or  wul,  tlist  Iwldetb  S|ipetite  to  feed 
Ever  on  angel-herbage,  ninghl  bedite ; 
N'or  praises  more  himself  for  hero-deed 
Tliou  slones  for  weight,  or  o[i'U  s«t  for 
tide. 


HICHARD  CHEN'EVIX  TRESCH. 

THK  KINODOH  OF  OOD. 

I  SAT  to  thee,  lio  thou  rrp™t 

To  the  linit  man  thou  nioynt  meet. 

In  lane,  highway,  or  open  (Itret, — 

That  he,  and  we,  and  all  men  move 

Under  a  canopy  of  tove. 

At  broad  as  the  blue  sky  above: 
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That  doubt  and  trouble,  fear  and  pain, 
And  anguish,  all  are  sorrows  vain ; 
That  death  itself  shall  not  remain : 

That  weary  deserts  we  may  tread, 
A  dreary  labyrinth  may  thread, 
Through  dark  ways  underground  be  led  ; 

Yet,  if  we  will  our  Guide  obey. 

The  dreariest  path,  the  darkest  way. 

Shall  issue  out  in  heavenly  day. 

And  we,  on  divers  shores  now  cast. 
Shall  meet,  our  perilous  voyage  past, 
All  in  our  Father's  home  at  last 

And  ere  thou  leave  them,  say  thou  this, 
Y«'t  one  word  more :  They  only  miss 
The  winning  of  that  final  bliss 

Who  will  not  count  it  true  that  Love, 
Blessing,  not  cursing,  rules  above, 
And  that  in  it  we  live  and  move. 

And  one  thin^  further  make  him  know, 
Tljiit  to  beliivve  these  things  are  so. 
This  firm  faith  never  to  forego,  — 

I)«\spite  of  all  which  seems  at  strife 
With  blessing,  and  with  curses  rife, — 
That  this  is  blessing,  this  is  life. 


ARTHUR  HUGH  CLOUGH. 

[1819- 1861.] 

THE  NEW  SINAI. 

Lo,  liere  is  Gotl,  and  there  is  God  I 

Believe  it  not,  O  man  ! 
In  siicli  vain  sort  to  this  and  that 

The  ancient  heathen  ran  ; 
Though  old  Religion  shake  her  head. 

And  say,  in  bitter  grief, 
The  (lay  iVhold,  at  tiret  foretold, 

Of  atheist  unbelief: 
Take  hatU'T  nart.  with  manly  heart, 

Thine  adult  spirit  can  ; 
Receive  it  not,  b<*lieve  it  not. 

Believe  it  not,  O  Man  ! 

As  men  at  dead  of  nii^ht  awaked 
With  cries,  "The  king  is  here," 

Rush  forth  and  greet  whome'er  they  meet. 
Whoe'er  shall  first  appear; 


And  still  repeat,  to  all  the  street, 
"T  is  he,  —the  king  is  here" ; 

The  long  procession  moveth  on, 
Elach  nobler  form  they  see. 

With  changeful  suit  they  still  salate^ 
And  cry,  "T  is  he  1  't  is  he !" 

So,  even  so,  when  men  were  young; 

And  earth  and  heaven  was  new. 
And  His  immediate  presence  he 

From  human  hearts  withdrew. 
The  soul  perplexed  and  daily  vexed 

With  sensuous  False  and  True, 
Amazed,  bereaved,  no  less  believed. 

And  fain  would  see  Him  too. 
"He    is!"    the    prophet- tongaes    pro- 
claimed ; 

In  joy  and  hasty  fear, 
"He  is !"  aloud  replied  the  crowd, 

"Is,  here,  and  here,  and  here.' 


•t 


"He  is !  They  are !"  in  distance  seen 

On  yon  Olympus  high. 
In  those  Avemian  woods  abide, 

And  walk  this  azure  sky : 
"They  are !     They  are ! "  to  every  show 

Its  eyes  the  baby  turned. 
And  blazes  sacrificial,  tall. 

On  thousand  altars  burned  : 
"They  are!     They  are!"— On   Sinai's 
top 

Far  seen  the  lightning's  shone. 
The  thunder  broke,  a  trumpet  spoke, 

And  God  said,  "I  am  One." 

God  8|>ake  it  out, "I,  God,  am  One"; 

The  unheeding  ages  ran. 
And  baby  thoughts  again,  again. 

Have  dogged  the  growing  man  : 
And  as  of  old  from  Sinai's  top 

God  said  that  God  is  One, 
By  Science  strict  so  speaks  he  now 

To  tell  us.  There  is  None ! 
Earth  goes  by  chemic  forces ;  Heaven  *s 

A  Mecaniiiue  Celeste ! 
And  heart  and  mind  of  human  kind 

A  watch-work  as  the  rest ! 

Is  this  a  Voice,  as  was  the  Voice 

Whose  speaking  told  abroad. 
When   thunder   pealed,    and  mountain 
reeled, 

Tlie  ancient  truth  of  God  ? 
Ah,  not  the  Voice ;  't  is  but  the  cloud, 

The  outer  darkness  dense, 
Where  image  none,  nor  e'er  was  seen 

Similitude  of  sense. 


AKTHOH   HUGH   CLOUGIL 


T  iH  Kilt  the  cloudv  dnrkn^M  dense, 
Thnt  wnpt  the  Mount  around ; 

Wliilf  ill  ntniiip  tlii!  jh-oiiIi!  *tBj», 
Tu  h«ar  the  L'oimng  I4ouiiJ. 

Some  ohoaen  pn>ph»t-Bou!  the  while 

Slmll  lUrE,  BtiUiniety  mevk, 
Within  the  ■hroud  ol  blBckcHt  cloud 

'Hw  Difitj^  to  icek  : 
Mill  (thristio  lystvitiii  dork, 

And  djrkrr  heartii'  dcsjiuir, 
ThM  soul  hiu  hejinl  percbaucehia  word, 

Ancl  on  the  dusky  air, 
Hi>  ■kiiu,  u  xiused  He  by,  to  see 

HaiJi  itrBined  au  their  behtir, 
Vlio  iiii  the  plidn,  with  duiee  animiu. 

Adore  llii:-  Gulden  Calf. 


Though  bUnk  the  tale  it  tella, 
No  (iod;  no  Tiiith !  yet  He,  in  aooth, 

Ii  thure,  —  within  it  dwells; 
Wilhia  the  vceptie  durkufss  deep 

He  ilwellh  that  none  may  »c. 
Till  idol  funuK  and  idol  thouglitB 

Hdte  {ia»pd  and  iTnscd  to  be : 
Nu  Goil,  no  Truth!  oh  though,  in  aootli, 

So  ttand  the  doclrine's  half ; 
On  Egypt's  trark  tetuni  not  bsck, 

Kor  own  the  Golden  CalL 

Tftki>  Iwltor  tMrt,  with  msnlier  heart, 

Thine  adult  s]iirit  cm  : 
No  Ood,  no  Trilli,  receive  it  no'er— 

Believe  it  ne'er- O  Man! 
Bat  turn  not  then  to  leek  again 

What  erst  the  ill  bepin ; 
Ko  Ond,  it  uith ;  ah,  wait  to  faith 

Go,l's  seir-eompleting  ^.Un ; 
E»iTive  il  not,  but  learc  it  not. 

And  wait  it  out,  O  inan ! 

The  Han  that  went  the  clond  within 
Is  gone  and  raniahed  qnite ; 

"  He  comi-lh  not,"  the  people  cries; 
"Not  liringelh  Go.1  to  muht"  : 

"1a  thrM  thv  icihK  that  safety  give, 
Adore  and  Iteen  the  feast !" 

IVIttdinK  and  ilelailed  crini 

Thp  Prophet's  brother-Priest : 
And  Israel  all  bows  down  la  fall 
IVfore  the  gilded  licoat. 

Ileroiii,  Imloetl ',  tluit  priestly  Creed, 

■1  Man,  rTJei't  as  sin ) 
JU'  rlmideil  hill  attmd  thou  still, 
(t  went  within. 


Heyet  ahall  bring  some  worthy  thing 

For  waiting  souls  to  see  ; 
Some  ucTvil  word  that  he  hath  henrd 

Thrir  light  and  life  ahall  be ; 
Some  lofty  part,  than  wliich  the  heart 

Adopt  no  nobler  can. 
Thou  shalt  receive,  thou  slult  believe. 

And  thou  abalt  do,  O  Man  I 


WBEREdneiiCircuinatnni-nend.iindFro 

idence,  where  begins  itF 
What  are  we  to  reaist,  and  what  are  i 

to  be  friend*  with  t 
ir  there  is  battle 't  is  battle  by  night ;  I 

stand  in  the  darkneaa, 
Here  in  the  midst  of  men,  toniiui  and 

Doriau  on  both  sides. 
Signal  and   [isssnard   known :  whteh  ii 

friend,  which  is  rocmiui  f 
la  it  a  friend  f    I  doubt,  though  he  speak 

with  the  voiiT  of  B  brolher. 
0  that  the  arndes  indeed  were  arrayed  1 

O  joy  of  the  onnet  • 
Sound,  thou  tnimpet  of  God,  ciinie  furth 

Crest  Cause,  and  amy  us  I 
King  and  leader  ujijiear.  tliy  sotdiera  an- 
swering seek  thee. 
Would   that    the    armies    indeed  were 

arrojeil,     O  where  h  the  buttle  ^ 
Kidther  battle  I  see,  nor  arraying,  nur 

King  in  Israel, 
Only  infinite  jumble  and  lues  and  dis- 

lovnlion, 


O  STHKAM  desrending  to  the  era. 
Thy  mossy  l«nksM«ren, 

The  liow'n-ts  blow,  the  graiM'S  grow. 
The  leafy  treea  are  green. 

In  mrden  plota  the  children  play. 
The  fields  the  lalnren  till. 

The  houses  stand  on  either  band, 
And  thou  deseendest  (till. 
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Parent  and  friend  th}'  lapse  attend. 
Companions  young  and  old. 

Strong  purposes  our  minds  possess. 

Our  hearts  affections  till, 
We  toil  and  earn,  we  seek  and  learn, 

And  thou  descendest  stilL 

O  end  to  which  our  currents  tend. 

Inevitable  sea. 
To  which  we  flow,  what  do  we  know, 

What  shall  we  guess  of  thee? 

A  roar  we  hear  upon  thy  shore, 

As  we  our  course  fulhl ; 
Scarce  we  divine  a  sun  will  shine 

And  be  above  us  still. 


QUA  CXTRSUM  VEMTUS. 

As  ships  becalmed  at  eve,  that  lay 
With  canvas  drooping,  side  by  side. 

Two  towers  of  sail  at  dawn  of  day 

Are   sciiri'e,   long    leagues  apart,  de- 
scried ; 

When  fell  the  night,  ujwnrung  the  breeze, 
And  all  the  darkling  hours  they  plied, 

Nor  dreamt  but  each  the  selfsame  seas 
By  each  was  cleaving,  side  by  side : 

E'en  so,  —  but  why  the  tale  reveal 
Of  those  whom,  year  by  year  unchanged. 

Brief  absence  joined  anew  to  feel, 
Astounded,  soul  from  soul  estranged  ? 

At  dead  of  night  their  sails  were  filled. 
And  onward  each  rejoicing  stwjred  : 

Ah,  neither  blame,  for  neither  willed, 
Or  wist,  what  tirst  with  dawn  appeared  ! 

To  veer,  how  vain  !     On,  onwanl  strain, 
Brave  bark 8 !     In  light,  in  darkness  too. 

Through  winds  and   tides  one  compass 
guides,  — 
To  that,  and  your  own  selves,  be  true. 

But  O  blithe  breeze,  and  0  frn*ni  seas. 
Though  ne'er,  that  earliest  partingpast, 

On  your  wide  plain  they  join  again. 
Together  lead  them  home  at  last ! 

One  port,  methought,  alike  they  sought. 
One  purpose  hold  where'er  they  fare,  — 

0  boumling  bi-eeze,  0  rushing  seas. 
At  labt,  at  last,  unite  them  there 


SAMUEL  LONGFELLOW. 

(U.  8.  A.] 

THE  QOLDKK  SUNSET. 

The  golden  sea  its  mirror  spreads 

Beneath  the  golden  skies. 
And  but  a  narrow  strip  between 

Of  land  and  shadow  lies. 

The  cloud-like  rocks,  the  rock-like  cloadi^ 

Dissolved  in  glory  float, 
And,  midway  of  the  radiant  flood. 

Hangs  silently  the  boat. 

The  sea  is  but  another  sky. 

The  sky  a  sea  as  well. 
And  which  is  earth,  and  which  the  hear* 
ens. 

The  eye  can  scarcely  telL 

So  when  for  us  life's  evening  hoar 

Soft  passing  shall  descend. 
May  glory  bom  of  earth  and  heaven, 

Tlie  earth  and  heavens  blend ; 

Flooded  with  peace  the  spirit  float. 

With  silent  rapture  glow. 
Till  where  earth  ends  and  heaven  begins 

The  soul  shall  scarcely  know. 


UNKNOWN. 

QUIET  FROM  GOD. 

QriET  from  Go<l !    It  cometh  not  to  still 
The  vast  and  high  aspirings  of  the  soul. 
The  deep  emotions  whif^h  the  spirit  till. 
And  speed  its  purpose  onward  to  the 
goal; 
It  dims  not  youth's  bright  eye, 

Bends  not  joy's  lofty  brow, 
No  guiltless  ecstasy 

Need  in  its  presence  bow. 

It  comes  not  in  a  sullen  form,  to  ]ilace 
Life's  greatest  good  in  an  inglorious 
rest; 
Through  a  dull,  beaten  track  its  way  to 
trace, 
And  to  lethargic  si  umber  lull  the  breast ; 
Action  may  be  its  sphere. 

Mountain  paths,  ooundless  fields, 
O'er  billows  its  career : 
This  is  the  power  it  yields. 


ELIZA.  SCUDDEB.  —'  SAIUH  F.  ADAMS. 
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To  Hojoum  in  the  world,  and  vet  apart ; 
To  dwell  with  God,  yet  still  with  man 
to  feel; 
To  bear  about  forever  in  the  heart 
The  gladness  which  His  spirit  doth 
reveal; 
Not  to  deem  evil  sone 

From  every  cartnly  scene ; 
To  see  the  storm  come  on, 
But  feel  His  shield  between. 

It  giveth  not  a  strength  to  human  kind. 
To  leave  all  suffering  powerless  at  its 
feet. 
But  keeps  within  the  tem)»le  of  the  mind 
A  golden  altar,  and  a  mercy -seat ; 
A  spiritual  ark, 

Bearing  the  peace  of  God 
Above  the  waters  dark. 
And  o'er  the  desert's  sod. 

How  beautiful  within  our  souls  to  keep 
This  treasure,  the  All-Merciful  hath 
given ; 
To  feel,  when  we  awake,  and  when  we 
sleep, 
Its  incense  round  us,  like  a  breeze  from 
heaven ! 
Quiet  at  hearth  and  home. 

Where  the  heart's  joys  begin ; 
Quiet  where'er  we  roam. 
Quiet  around,  within. 

"Who  shall  make  trouble? — not  the  evil 
minds 
Which  like  a  shadow  o'er  creation  lower, 
The  spirit  peai^e  hath  so  attuned,  finds 
There    feelings    that    may   own    the 
Calmer's  power ; 
What  may  she  not  confer. 

E'en  where  she  must  condemn  ? 
They  take  not  peace  from  her, 
She  may  speak  peace  to  them ! 


ELIZA  SCUDDEB. 

(U.  S.  A.] 

THB  LOVS  OF  GOD. 

Thoc  Grace  Divine,  encircling  all, 
A  soandlesa,  shoreless  sea ! 

'Wherein  at  laiit  our  souls  must  fall, 
O  liove  of  God  moat  free  I 


When  over  dizzv  heights  we  go^ 
One  soft  hand  blinds  our  eyes, 

The  other  leads  us,  safe  and  dow, 
0  Love  of  God  most  wise ! 

And  though  we  turn  us  from  thy  fkce. 

And  wander  wide  and  long, 
Thou  hold'st  us  still  in  thine  embrace, 

0  Love  of  God  most  strong ! 

The  saddened  heart,  the  restless  soul. 
The  toil-worn  frame  and  mind. 

Alike  confess  thy  sweet  control, 
0  Love  of  Goa  most  kiud ! 

But  not  alone  thy  care  we  claim. 

Our  wayward  stejis  to  win ; 
We  know  thee  bv  a  dearer  name, 

O  Love  of  Goci  within ! 

And  filled  and  quickened  by  thy  breath. 
Our  souls  are  strong  and  free 

To  rise  o'er  siu  and  fear  and  death, 
0  Love  of  God,  to  thee  I 


SAKAH  F.  ADAMS. 

KEARER,  MT  GOD,  TO  THSI. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee  I 

Though  like  the  wanderer, 
The  sun  gone  down. 

Darkness  be  over  me. 
My  rest  a  stone ; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  1  'd  be 

Nearer,  my  Gotl,  to  thee. 
Nearer  to  thee  \ 

There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  Heaven ; 

All  that  thou  send'st  to  me 
In  mercy  given ; 

Angels  to  beckon  me 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 
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Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise. 

Out  of  my  stony  gnefs 
Bethel  I  '11  raise ; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot. 

Upwards  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  Go<l,  to  thee. 

Nearer  to  thee ! 


ANNA  L.  WARING. 

HT  TIMES  ARE  IN  TH7  HAITD. 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 

Is  portioned  out  for  me, 
And  the  chnngfs  that  will  surely  come, 

1  do  not  fear  to  see  ; 
But  1  ask  thee  f(»r  a  present  mind 

Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

I  nsk  thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 
Through  constant  watching  wise. 

To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles. 
And  to  wipe  the  weeping  eyes  ; 

And  a  lieart  at  leisure  from  itself. 
To  soothe  and  symjwthize. 

I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  gi(*at  thing  to  do, 

Or  secH't  thing  to  know  ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  1  go. 

"Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  ke<^p  and  cultivate  ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do. 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

So  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied. 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  thy  side. 
Content  to  fill  a  little  .space, 

If  thou  lx»  glorilied. 


And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  woula  have  my  spirit  filled  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  thee  ; 
And  careful,  less  to  serve  thee  much. 

Than  to  please  thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briers  besetting  every  path. 
Which  call  for  patient  care  ; 

There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot. 
And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 

But  a  lowly  heart  that  leans  on  thee 
Is  happy  anywhere. 

In  a  service  which  thy  love  appoints, 

There  are  no  bonds  for  me  ; 
For  my  secret  heart  is  taught  "the  truth" 

That  makes  thy  children  "  free  "  ; 
And  a  life  of  self-renouncing  love 

Is  a  life  of  liberty. 


JAMES  FREEMAN  CLARKE. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

CAN  A. 

Dear  Friend  !  whose  presence  in  the 
house. 

Whose  gracious  word  lienign. 
Could  once,  at  Cana's  we<ldiug  feast. 

Change  water  into  wine  ; 

Come,  visit  us  !  and  when  dull  work 

Gniws  weary,  line  on  line, 
Revive  our  souls,  and  let  us  .see 

Life's  water  turned  to  wine. 

Gay  mirth  shall  deepen  into  joy. 
Earth's  hopes  grow  half  divine, 

When  Jesus  visits  us,  to  make 
Life's  water  glow  as  wine. 

The  social  talk,  the  evening  fire. 
The  homely  household  shrine, 

Grow  bright  with  angel  visits,  when 
The  Lord  pours  out  the  wine. 

For  when  self-seeking  tunis  to  love, 
Not  knowing  mine  nor  thine. 

The  miracle  again  is  wrought, 
And  water  turned  to  wine. 


HOKA.TIUS  BONAR. 

H0RATIU8  BOSAR. 


U  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
f  Whllo  tli<w  hot  bremes  blow  ; 
Br  tike  tbn  nisht-dew'a  cooling  balm 
I'  pon  HUtll  1  fevered  bruw. 

Calm  mp,  mv  God,  and  ke«p  me  calm, 

Soft  nMtiiifi  ou  thy  brrut ; 
Sootbr  rati  Kith  holy  hymn  uid  psalm, 

Aud  bid  my  spirit  mt. 

Calm  nie,  my  God,  and  keep  me  Mbn  ; 

Ijtt  tliiiif  outatrpttbtJ  wing 
he  like  the  shade  of  Uim's  julm 

Beaide  ber  doert  ipriug. 

Yea,  keep   me  uiliu,  tboujjb  loud   nod 

The  suuuda  my  eir  that  grmt. 
Cairn  iu  the  cloHt'a  aalilude. 
C4lm  in  tbe  buitliug  nXitet ; 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  baorniit  itcaltti, 

i-'alm  iu  my  liour  of  pain. 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wvalth. 

Calm  ill  niy  loes  ar  gain  ; 

Calm  in  tbe  sufTeranee  of  wmng, 
Like  Illm  who  lore  my  >liame. 
Calm    mid    the    tlireatrnlug,   tonnting 

Who  hale  Thy  holy  name  ; 


Calm 


rhi-n  tbo  grent  worhl's 


_^lmM 

■EKrhiM 


THE  KABTER'S  TOUCH. 


—  W.   ALEXANDER.  247 

Great  Mnster,  toudi  m  with  thy  skilful 

Let  not  tlie  miuio  tint  is  in  as  die  ! 
Great  Sculptor,  hew  oiiJ  iKilish  an ;  uur 
lot. 
Hidden  and  loat,  thy  fonu  wilhin  ni 


Spare  not  the  stroke  !  do   wiih  ua  as 
thou  Hilt  I 
Let  there  beuauglit  unfinished,  biukeu. 

Complete  Iby  purpose,  that  we  uisy  bt-- 

Tby  tierfei't  image,  thou  our  God  and 
Lordl 


W.  ALEXANDER. 

UP  ABOVE. 

Down  below,  the  wild  Kovemlier  whiiit- 

Ung 
Tliroughthe  beech'sdome  or  baming  rrd, 
And  the  Autumn  sprinkling  [lenileiitial 
Dust  Hud  ashrH  ou  the  chestnut's  brad. 


Domi  below,  a  pnll  of  airy  purple 
I>Hrkly  hanging  from  the  iniiiiiitain-Riile; 
Anil  the  sunset  from  his  eyebruw  itaring 
0*er  the  long  roll  of  the  leodrn  tide. 

Up  above,  tlie  tree  with  leaf  unfading. 

By  the  everUsting  liver's  brink  ; 

And  the  sen  of  gliiaa,  beyond  whose  maipn 

Never  yet  the  sun  was  known  to  link. 

Down  below,  the  white  wings  of  the  sea- 
bird 

Dashed  ncniaB  the  fiirrotn,  daik  wjtk 
mould. 

Flitting,  like  the  memories  of  our  diild- 


oia. 

Down  tielow.  imnginntions  quivering 
Throngh  our  human  spirits  like  the  wind; 

Tbanghti  that  toaa,  like  loaves  about  the 

woodlaud ; 
Hope,  like  wn-birda,  flaahed  bctom  th« 
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Up  above,  the  host  no  man  can  number, 
In  white  robes,  a  palm  in  everj  hand, 
£^h  some  work  sublime  forever  working, 
In  the  spacious  tracts  of  that  great  land. 

Up  above,  the  thoughts  that  know  not 

anguish ; 
Tender  care,  sweet  love  for  us  below ; 
Noble  pity,  free  from  anxious  terror ; 
Larger  love,  without  a  touch  of  woe. 

Down  below,  a  sad,  mysterious  music 
Wailing  through  the  woods  and  on  the 

shore. 
Burdened  with  a  ^(rand  majestic  secret. 
That  keeps  sweeping  from  us  evermore. 

Up  above,  a  music  that  entwineth 
With  eternal  threads  of  golden  sound. 
The  great  poem  of  this  strange  existence. 
All  whose  wondrous  meaning  hath  been 
found. 


HARRIET  BEECHER  STOWK 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  OTHER  WORLD. 

It  lies  around  us  like  a  cloud,  — 

A  worltl  we  do  not  see ; 
Yet  the  Hweet  closing  of  an  eye 

May  bring  us  there  to  be. 

Its  gentle  breezes  fan  our  cheek ; 

Amid  our  worldly  cares 
Its  gentle  voices  wliisper  love, 

And  mingle  with  our  prayers. 

Sweet  hearths  around  us  throb  and  beat. 
Sweet  helping  hands  are  stirred. 

And  palmtat<*s  the  veil  between 
With  breathings  almost  heard. 

The  silence — awful,  sweet,  and  calm  — 
They  have  no  power  to  break  ; 

For  mortal  words  are  not  for  them 
To  utter  or  partake. 

So  thin,  so  soft,  so  sweet  they  glide. 
So  near  to  press  they  seem,  — 

They  seem  to  lull  us  to  our  rest, 
And  melt  into  our  dream. 


And  in  the  hush  of  rest  they  bring 

*T  IB  easy  now  to  see 
How  lovely  and  how  sweet  a  pass 

The  hour  of  death  may  be. 


To  close  the  eye,  and  close  the 
Wrapfied  in  a  trance  of  bliss. 

And  gently  dream  in  loving  arms 
To  swoon  to  that — from  tRis. 

Scarce  knowing  if  we  wake  or  sleeps 
Scan-e  asking  where  we  are. 

To  feel  all  evil  sink  away. 
All  sorrow  and  all  care. 

Sweet  souls  around  us !  watch  us  stfll. 

Press  nearer  to  our  side. 
Into  our  thoughts,  into  our  prajrei^ 

With  gentle  helpings  glide. 

Let  death  between  us  be  as  naught, 
A  dried  and  vanished  stream ; 

Your  joy  be  the  reality. 
Our  suffering  life  the  dream. 


MRS.  LEWES  (GEORGE  ELIOT), 

O  MAT  I  JOIN  THE  CHOIR  INVISIBLSt 

O  MAY  I  join  the  choir  invisible 

Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 

In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence; 

live 
In  pulses  stirred  to  generosity, 
In  deeds  of  daring  rectitude,  in  scorn 
Of  miserable  aims  that  end  with  self. 
In   thoughts   sublime    that   pierce  the 

night  like  stars. 
And   with   their  mild   persistence  urge 

men's  minds 
To  vaster  Issues. 

So  to  li\-e  is  heaven : 
To  make  undying  nmsic  in  the  worhi. 
Breathing  a  beauteous  order,  that  con- 
trols 
With  growing  sway  the  growing  life  of 

man. 
So  we  inherit  that  sweet  purity 
For  which    we    strugglcKi,    failed,  and 

agonized 
With  widening  retrospect  that  bred  de- 
spair. 
Rebellious  flesh  that  would  not  be  sub- 
dued. 


CHARLES  KnrCSLET. 
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A  yicioiM  parent  shaming  still  its  child, 
Poor  anxions  penitence,  is  quick  dis- 
solved; 
Its  discords  quenched  by  meeting  har- 
monies, 
Die  in  the  large  and  charitable  air. 
And  all  our  rarer,  better,  truer  self, 
That  sobbed  religiously  in  yearning  song. 
That  watched  to  ease  the  burden  of  the 

world, 
Laboriuufily  tracing  what  must  be. 
And  what  may  yet  be  better,  — saw  within 
A  worthier  image  for  the  sanctuary, 
And  shaped  it  forth  before  the  multitude. 
Divinely  human,  raising  worship  so 
To  higher  reverence  more  mixed  with 

love, — 
That  better  self  shall  live  till  human 

Time 
Shall  fold  its  eyelids,  and  the  human  sky 
Be  gathered  like  a  scroll  within  the  tomb, 
Unread  forever. 

This  is  life  to  come. 
Which  martyred  men  have  made  more 

glorious 
For  OS,  who  strive  to  follow. 

May  I  reach 
That  purest  heaven, — be  to  other  souls 
The  cup  of  strength  in  some  great  agony, 
Enkinale  generous  ardor,  feed  pure  love, 
Beget  the  smiles  that  have  no  cruelty, 
Be  the  sweet  presence  of  a  good  diffuaed. 
And  in  diffasion  ever  more  intense  ! 
80  shall  I  join  the  choir  invisible. 
Whose  music  is  the  gladness  of  the  world. 


CHABLE8  KINGSLEY. 

[1819- 1874.] 


Tbrek  fishers  went  sailing  out  into  the 
west. 
Out  into  the  west  as  the  sun  went  down ; 
Each  thought  on  the  woman  who  loved 
him  the  best. 
And  the  children  stood  watching  them 
out  of  the  town ; 
For  men  most  work,  and  women  must 

weep. 
And  there  'a  little  to  earn,  and  many  to 
keep, 
Thoni^  the  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 


Three  wives  sat  up  in  the  lighthouse 
tower. 
And  they  trimmed  the  lamps  as  the 
sun  went  down. 
They  looked  at  the  squall,  and  they 
looked  at  the  shower. 
And  the  night  rack  came  rolling  up 
ragg<^  and  brown ! 
But  men  must  work,  and  women  must 

weep. 
Though  storms  be  sudden,  and  waters 
deep, 
And  tne  harbor  bar  be  moaning. 

Three  corpses  layout  on  the  shining  sands 
In  the  morning  gleam  as  the  tide  went 
down. 
And  the  women  are  weeping  and  wring- 
ing their  hands 
For  those  who  will  never  come  back 
to  the  town ; 
For  men  must  work,  and  women  must 

weep. 
And  the  sooner  it 's  over,  the  sooner  to 
sleep,  — 
And  good  by  to  the  bar  and  its 
moamng. 


THE  SANDS  OF  DES. 

''0  Mary,  go  and  call  the  cattle  home, 
And  call  the  cattle  home, 
And  call  the  cattle  home, 
Across  the  sands  of  Dee" ; 
The  western  wind  was  wild  and  dank  wi' 
foam. 
And  all  alone  went  she. 

The  western  tide  crept  up  along  the  sand. 
And  o'er  and  o'er  the  sand. 
And  round  and  round  the  sand. 
As  far  as  eye  could  see. 
The  rolling  mist  come  down  and  hid  the 
land,  — 
And  never  home  came  she. 

**  O,  is  it  weed,  or  fish,  or  floating  hair,  — 
A  tress  o'  golden  hair, 
A  droi^ned  maiden's  hair 
Above  the  nets  at  sea  7 
Was  never  salmon  yet  that  shone  to  lair 
Among  the  stakes  on  Dee." 

They  rowed  her  in  across  the  rolling  foaffit 
I  The  cniel  crawling  foam, 
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The  cruel  hungry  foam, 
To  her  grave  beside  the  sea : 
But  still  the  boatmen  hear  her  call  the 
cattle  home 
Across  the  sands  of  Dee ! 


A  MYTH. 

A  FLOATING,  a  floating 
Across  the  sleeping  sea. 
All  night  I  heard  a  singing  bird 
Upon  the  topmast  tree. 

"O,  came  you  from  the  isles  of  Greece, 
Or  from  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Or  off  some  tree  in  forests  free, 
AVhich  fringe  the  Western  main?' 


)» 


tf 


"I  came  not  off  the  old  world, — 
Nor  yet  from  off  the  new,  — 
But  1  am  one  of  the  binls  of  God 
Which  sing  the  whole  night  through. 

**0  sing  and  wake  the  dawning, 
O  whistle  for  the  wind ; 
The  nitjht  is  lon^,  the  current  strong. 
My  boat  it  lags  behind." 


"  The  curi'ent  sweeps  the  old  world, 
The  current  sweeps  the  new ; 
The  wind  will  blow,  the  dawn  will  glow 
Ere  thou  hast  sailed  them  through." 


DINAH  MULOCK  CRAIK. 

COMINa  HOME. 

TnK  lift  is  high  and  blue, 

And  the  new  moon  glints  through 

The  bonnie  com-stooks  o'  Strathairly; 
My  ship  's  in  Largo  Hay, 
And  1  ken  it  weel,  —  the  way 

Up  the  steep,  steep  brae  of  Stmthairly. 

When  I  sailed  ower  the  sea,  — 
A  laddie  bold  and  free,  — 

The  corn  sprang  green  on  Strathairly ; 
When  1  come  back  agjiin, 
'T  is  an  auhl  man  walks  his  lane. 

Slow    and    sad    through    the   fields   o' 
Strathairly. 


Of  the  shearers  that  I  see. 

Ne'er  a  body  kens  me. 
Though  I  kent  them  a'  at  Strathairly; 

And  this  fisher-wife  I  pass, 

Can  she  be  the  braw  liua 
That  1  kissed  at  the  back  of  Strathairly? 

0,  the  land  *s  fine,  fine ! 

I  could  buy  it  a'  for  mine. 
My  gowd  's    yellow   as    the  stooks  o' 
Strathairly ; 

But  I  fain  yon  lad  wad  be. 

That  sailed  ower  the  salt  sea. 
As  the  dawn  rose  gray  on  Strathairly. 


TOO  ULTE. 

CovLD  ye  come  back  to  me,  Douglas, 
Douglas, 

In  the  old  likeness  that  I  knew, 
I  would  Iks  so  faithful,  so  loving,  Douglas, 

Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Never  a  scornful  word  should  grieve  ye, 
I  'd  smile  on  ye  sweet  as  the  angels 
do;  — 

Sweet  as  your  smile  on  me  shone  ever, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true, 

0  to  call  back  the  days  that  are  not  I 
My  eyes  were  blinded,  your  wonls  were 

few : 
Do  you  know  the  tnith  now  up  in  heaven, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true  ? 

1  never  was  worthy  of  you,  Douglas ; 

Not  half  worthy  the  like  of  you  : 
Now  all  men   boside   st»em   to   me  like 
shadows,  — 
I  love  ijoUf  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 

Stretch  out  your  hand  to  me,  Douglas, 
Douglas, 
Drop  forgiveness  from  heaven  like  dew ; 
As  I  lay  my  heart  on  your  dead  heart, 
Douglas, 
Douglas,  Douglas,  tender  and  true. 


OUTWARD  BOUND. 

Gin'  upon  the  unknown  deep, 
Where  the  unheanl  oceans  sound, 
I      Where  the  unseen  islands  slee^i,  — 
I  Outward  bound. 


k. 
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Following  towards  the  silent  west 
O'er  the  horizon's  curved  rim, 

On,  to  islands  of  the  blest ; 
He  with  me  and  1  with  him. 
Outward  bound. 

Nothing  but  a  speck  we  seem 

In  the  waste  of  waters  round ; 
Floating,  floating  like  a  dream, 

Outwam  bound. 
But  within  that  tiny  speck 

Two  brave  hearts  with  one  accord. 
Past  all  tumult,  pain,  and  wreck, 
Look  up  calm,  and  praise  the  Lord, 
Outward  bound. 


ELIZABETH  A.  ALLEN. 

[v.  S.  A.] 

UNTIL  DEATH. 

Make  me  no  vows  of  constancy,  dear 
friend. 
To  love  me,  though  I  die,  thy  whole 
life  long, 
And  love  no  other  till  thy  days  shall 
end, — 
Nay,  it  were  rash  and  wrong. 

If  thou  canst  love  another,  be  it  so ; 

I  would  not  reach  out  of  my  quiet  grave 
To  bind  thy  heart,  if  it  should  choose  to 

go;— 

Love  should  not  be  a  slave. 

My  placid  ghost,  I  trust,  will  walk  serene 
In  clearer  light  than  gilds  those  earthly 
moms. 
Above  the  jealousies  and  envies  keen 
Which  sow  this  life  with  thorns. 

Thou  wouldst  not  feel  my  shadowy  caress. 
If,  after  death,  my  soul  should  linger 
here; 
Hen*8  hearts  crave   tangible,  close  ten- 
derness. 
Love's  presence,  warm  and  near. 

It  would  not  make  me  sleep  more  peace- 
fully 
That  thou  wert  wasting  all  thy  life  in 
woe 
For  my  poor  sake ;  what  love  thon  hast 
forme. 
Bestow  it  ere  I  go  t 


Carve  not  upon  a  stone  when  I  am  dead 
The  praises  which  remorseful  mourners 
give 
To  women's  graves,  —  a  tanly  recom- 
pense,— 
But  speak  them  while  I  live. 

Heap  not  the  heavy  marble  on  my  head 
Toshutaway  the  sunshine  and  the  dew ; 
Let  small   blooms  grow  there,  and  let 
grasses  wave. 
And  rain-drops  filter  through. 

Thou  wilt  meet  many  fairer  and  more  gay 
Than  I ;  but,  trust  me,  thou  canst  never 
find 
One  who  will  love  and  serve  thee  night 
and  day 
With  a  more  single  mind. 

Forget  me  when  I  die !    The  violets 

Above  my  rest  will  blossom  hist  as  blue. 
Nor  miss  thy  tears;  e'en  l^atun;'s  self 
forgets;  — 
But  while  I  live,  be  true ! 


HARRIET  WINSLOW  SEWALL. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

WHY  THTJ8  L0N0IN07 

Why  thus  longing,  thus  forever  sighing 
For  the  far  off,  unattained,  and  dim. 

While  the  beautiful,  all  round  thee  lying, 
Offers  up  its  low  perpetual  hymn  1 

Wouldst  thou  listen  to  its  gentle  teaching 
All    thy  restless  yearnings  it  would 
still, 
Leaf  and  flower  and  laden  bee  are  preach- 
ing 
Thine  own   sphere,   though  humble, 
first  to  fill. 

Poor  indeed  thou  must  be,  if  around  thee 
Thou  no  ray  of  light  and  joy  canst 
throw. 
If  no  silken  chord  of  love  hath  bound 
thee 
To  some  little  world   through   weal 
and  woe ; 

If  no  dear  eyes  thy  fond  love  can  brighten. 
No  fond  voices  answer  to  thine  own. 
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If  no  brother's  sorrow  thou  canst  lighten 
By  daily  symiNithy  and  gentle  tone. 

Not  by  deeds  that  gain  the  world's  ap- 
plauses, 
Not  oy  works  that  win  thee  world 
renown. 
Not  by  martyrdom  or  vaunted  crosses, 
Canst  thou  win  and  wear  the  immor- 
tal crown. 

Daily  struggling,  though  unloved  and 
lonely. 
Every  day  a  rich  reward  will  give  ; 
Thou  wilt  find  by  hearty  striving  only, 
And  truly  loving,  thou  canst  truly 
Jive. 

Dost  thou  revel  in  the  rosy  morning 

When  all  nature  hails  the  Lord  of  nght. 
And  his  smile,  nor  low  nor  lofty  scorn- 
ing, 
Gladdens   hall   and  hovel,  vale  and 
height  T 

Other  hands  may  grasp  the  field  and 
forest, 
Proud  proprietors  in  pomp  may  sliine, 
But  with  fervent  love  if  thou  adorest, 
Thou  art  wealthier,  —  all  the  world  is 
thine. 

Yet  if  through  earth's  wude   domains 
thou  rovest, 
Sighing  that  they  are  not  thine  alone, 
Not  those  fair  fields,  but  thyself  thou 
lovpst. 
And  their  beauty  and  thy  wealth  are 
gone. 


COVENTRY  PATMORE. 

WOMAN. 

All  powers  of  the  sea  and  air. 

All  interests  of  hill  an<l  plain, 
I  so  can  sing,  in  seasons  fair, 

That  who  hath  felt  may  feel  again : 
Nay,  more  ;  the  gracious  muses  bless 

At  times  my  tongue,  until  I  can 
With  moving  emphasis  express 

The  likeness  of  the  j)erfect  man  : 
Elated  oft  with  such  free  songs, 

I  think  with  utterance  free  to  raise 


That  hynm  for  whidi  the  whole  world 
longs,— 

A  worthy  hymn  in  woman's  praiae; 
The  best  half  of  creation's  best. 

Its  heart  to  feel,  its  eye  to  see. 
The  crown  and  complex  of  the  rest, 

Its  aim  and  its  epitome. 

Yet  now  it  is  my  chosen  task 

To  sing  her  worth  as  maid  and  wife; 
And  were  such  post  to  seek,  I  'd  ask 

To  live  her  laureate  all  my  life. 
On  wings  of  love  uplifted  free. 

And  by  her  gentleness  made  great, 
I  'd  teach  how  noble  man  should  be. 

To  match  with  such  a  lovely  mate ; 
Until  (for  who  may  ho])e  too  much 

From  her  who  wields  the  powers  of  love), 
Our  lifted  lives  at  last  should  touch 

That  lofty  goal  to  which  they  move : 
Until  we  find,  as  darkness  rolls 

Far  off,  and  fleshly  mists  dissolve. 
That  nuptial  contrasts  are  the  poles 

On  which  the  heavenly  spheres  revolve. 


THE  CHASE. 

She  wearies  with  an  ill  unknown ; 

In  sleep  she  soi)s  and  seems  to  float, 
A  water-Illy,  all  alone 

Within  a  lonely  castle-moat ; 
And  as  the  full  moon,  sjiectral,  lies 

Within  the  crescent's  gleaming  arms, 
The  present  shows  her  heedless  eyes* 

A  future  dim  with  VHfjue  alarms: 
She  sees,  and  yet  she  seareely  sees ; 

For,  life-in-life  not  yet  begun. 
Too  many  are  life's  mysteries 

For  thought  to  fix  t'ward  any  one. 


She  *s  told  that  maidens  are  by  youths 

Exti-emely  honored  and  desinvl ; 
And  sighs,  *'If  those  sweet  tales  lie  truths 

What  bliss  to  be  so  much  admired  I" 
The  suitors  come ;  she  sees  them  grieve; 

Her  coldness  fills  them  with  despair: 
She  VI  pity  if  she  could  believe ; 

She  's  soiTy  that  she  cannot  care. 

Who 's  this  that  meets  her  on  her  way  ? 

Come^  he  a«  enemy,  or  friend ; 
Or  both  ?     Her  bosom  seems  to  say 

He  cannot  pass,  and  there  an  end. 
W^hom  does  he  love  ?     Does  he  confer 

His  heart  on  worth  that  answers  his? 


LETITIA   E.   LASUOS. 


A'lvanriiig  tbipleas,  qnivk,  &nd  atill, 

Ab  ill  llie  gnat  H  M'qient  glides, 
!!•■  fuciiutm  her  lluttrriD|{  will. 

Thru  trrri&f  ■  with  Urcadtul  atrides : 
AI  first,  thtn  '■  nothing  to  rmiiit : 

He  Hgbta  with  all  the  fonua  of  |>cace ; 
Hi-  Himc*  kbnot  her  like  ■  mist. 

With  HDblle,  BwifC,  unMim  iiiureane ; 
Alul  then,  nnlookMj  fur,  alrikt^a  atuain 

t>umeHtn>k«thatfrtg]itm*bcrtoUKathi 


u  ahv  sloiM,  and  ststidB  ut  laj' ; 
But  bo,  in  all  more  tttang  than  abc, 
SnUlurt  brr  with  his  pale  dinmay, 
Or  more  ail  mi  ml  auilucity. 

What  manly  woisbiti  in  hU  rauc ! 

It  nrarly  liuken  her  heart  his  iti  ... 
With  what  an  air  iw  ajieakit  her  iwiiie : 

His  nwiiufr  ftlwajri  rKollMti 
Hirr  apx :  and  (till  thr  unnan's  claim 

la  taught  its  Kope  by  hia  respecta. 
Her  rhanua,  perodved  to  prosper  first 

In  his  lifluveil  ailrertenciPS, 
'Wheti  in  hn  gUw  thry  arr  n-hraraed, 

Prero  Ilia  nioat  jiowerful  allies. 


Wilh  hupv  [wmrvennt,  al 
Why  fly  •»  but  I    Her  (UttcriKl  Itmut 

Tusnkafaimwhnfiadafaifrfflirindiciiod; 
She  !■.«-.  hn  ftara ;  reile.1  joy»  arrmt 

The  ffmlifch  trtrora  of  her  blood ; 
By  iiecret.  «*eel  dirgrecs,  her  heart, 

Tanquinbed,  tihra  warinth   IWim  hia 

Sh>  malt™  it  mor»,  with  Wuhfiil  art. 
And  fnda  love's  lale  ilreadrd  liir, 

Tbi>  gatiaitt  credit  he  arnirda 

Td  all  the  BJ^i  of  ginil  in  her. 
Brdrem*  itarlf ;  bin  pmisrrul  wonis 

What  they  attribute  atill  confer. 
H'r  hnart  in  (hriiv  aa  rirli  in  blias, 

Khe  'a  ihrve  times  gmtln  than  before : 
H*  niiw  ■  right  to  nil  h«T  hia, 

Nownhrthtxmghhiin  iaaomachniarc! 
Ah.  nii«hchn,«hen  by  donbtsiigKrteved, 

Betuld  bk  token*  next  her  bnait. 


But  sllll  she  flie* :  should  she  It 
It  must  not  be  belieTcd  or  thought 

She  yielda ;  she's  i;ha*ed  to  death,  Undun^ 
Surprised,  and  violently  caught. 


Hr  meets,  by  heavenly  chance  px|ireu, 

Hifl  destined  wife ;  same  hiddi^u  hand 
Unveils  to  him  that  lorelinrM 

Which  othen  camiot  nnderxlond. 
No  aon^  of  lorn,  nu  aunmivr  dresius 

Did  K  er  his  longing  fancy  lir<> 
Witli  vision  like  to  thU:  she  amns 

In  all  things  better  ihan  dfairc 
His  merits  in  her  prewncr  groH-, 

To  match  Iliu  promise  in  her  ryea, 
And  round  her  hnppy  r>fltsli-i*  blow 

The  authenttc  airs  of  Piuwlisv. 

Tlie  teaat  la  well,  yet  nothing's  Ught 

In  all  the  lover  does;  for  fie 
Who  iiitebes  hope  at  inch  a  height 

Will  do  all  things  wilh  dignity. 
Sbe  u  so  perfect,  true,  and  pnre. 

Her  virtue  all  virtue  ao  endears, 
Thnt  oft(>n,  when  be  ihioLs  of  her, 

Life'a  mvauueiis  fills  Ilia  eyes  with  tcoiv 


I.ETITIA  E.  USDO.N, 


Of  far  other  time, 
When  the  age  was  oolden, 

In  the  young  world's  prime 
la  thv  soft  pipe  ringing, 

O  lonely  shepherd -lioy. 
What  song  art  thou  singing, 

lu  thy  youth  tod  joyt 

Or  art  thou  cirm plaining 

Of  tb;f  lowly  lot. 
And  thine  own  di«laiiiing. 

Dost  ask  what  Ihuu  hast  not  T 
Of  tlie  future  dreaming. 

Weary  of  the  past. 
For  the  pmrnt  scheniing. 

All  but  what  thou  hut. 


254 


SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTT7RIES. 


No,  thou  art  delighting 

In  thy  summer  home, 
Where  the  flowers  inviting 

Tempt  the  bee  to  roam ; 
Where  the  cowslip  bending 

With  its  ffolden  bells, 
Of  each  glau  hour's  ending 

With  a  sweet  chime  telb. 

All  wild  creatures  love  him 

When  he  is  alone. 
Every  bird  above  him 

Sings  its  softest  tone, 
Thankful  to  hiffh  Heaven, 

Humble  in  tny  joy. 
Much  to  thee  is  given. 

Lowly  shepherd-boy. 


DEATH  AND  THE  YOUTH. 

"Not  yet,  the  flowers  are  in  my  path. 

The  sun  is  in  the  sky ; 
Not  vet,  my  heart  is  full  of  hope, 

I  cannot  bear  to  die. 

**Not  yet,  I  never  knew  till  now 
How  precious  life  could  be ; 

My  heart  is  full  of  low,  O  Death ! 
I  cannot  come  with  thee  !" 

But  I^ve  and  IIo[>p,  enchanted  twain, 
Passed  in  tlieir  falsehood  by ; 

Death  came  again,  and  then  he  said, 
**  I  'm  ready  now  to  die  !" 


AUBREY  DE  VERE. 

THE  SISTERS. 

**  I  KNOW  not  how  to  comfort  thee ; 

Yet  dare  not  say,  Weep  on  I 
I  know  how  little  life  is  worth 

When  love  itself  is  gone. 

**Tlie  mighty  with  the  weak  contend; 

The  many  with  the  few  : 
The  hard  and  heavy  hearts  ojipress 

The  tender  and  the  true. 

"Had  he  been  capable  of  love. 
His  love  had  clung  to  thee ; 


He  was  too  weak  a  thing  to  betr 
That  noble  energy. 


tt 


Lift,  lift  your  forehead  from  mj  1^, 
And  lay  it  on  my  breast : 
I  too  have  wept ;  but  you  I  deemed 
Still  safe  within  yonr  nest.'* 

Her  words  were  vain,  but  not  her  tears; 

The  mourner  raised  her  eyes, 
Subdued  by  the  atoning  power 

Of  pitying  sympathies: 

Subdued  at  flrst,  erelong  consoled. 
At  last  she  ceased  to  moan ; 

For  those  who  feel  another's  pain 
Will  soon  foigel  their  own. 

0  ye  whom  broken  vows  bereave, 
Your  vows  to  heaven  restore ; 

O  ye  for  blighted  love  who  grieve. 
Love  deeper  and  love  more ! 

The  arrow  cannot  wound  the  air. 

Nor  thunder  rend  the  sea, 
Nor  injury  lon^  afflict  the  heart 

That  rests,  0  Love,  in  thee  ! 

The  winds  may  blow,  the  waves  mayswell; 

But  soon  those  tumults  ce-ase. 
And  the  pure  element  subsides 

Into  its  native  peace. 


ALICE  CAREY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

KRTJMLEY. 

0  BLUSH  INO  flowers  of  Knimlev ! 
*T  is  she  who  makes  you  sweet. 

1  envy  every  silver  wave 
That  laughs  about  her  feet. 

How  dare  the  waves,  howdnre  the  flowerSi 
Rise  up  and  kiss  her  feet  T 

Ye  wanton  woods  of  Krumley ! 

Ye  clasp  her  with  your  boughs. 
And  stoop  to  kiss  her  all  the  way 

Beside  her  homeward  cows. 
I  hate  ye,  woods  of  Knimlev, 

I  'm  jealous  of  your  bougbs  I 


ALICE  CARET. 
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I  tf^ll  ye,  VanlcB  of  Kmmley, 

T  is  Dot  your  siiniiy  days 
That  set  your  meadows  up  and  down 

With  blossoms  all  ablajce. 
The  flowers  that  love  her  crowd  to  bloom 

Along  her  trodden  ways. 

O  dim  and  dewy  Kmmley, 

T  is  not  your  birds  at  lUl 
That  make  the  air  one  warble 

From  rainy  spring  to  fall. 
Thev  only  mock  the  sweeter  songs 

That  from  her  sweet  lips  falL 

0  bold,  bold  winds  of  Krumley, 
Do  ve  mean  my  heart  to  break, 

80  light  ye  lift  her  yellow  hair, 
So  lightly  kiss  her  cheek  ? 

0  flower  and  bird,  O  wave  and  wind, 
Ye  mean  my  heart  to  break  I 


THE  SUBS  WITNESS. 

The  solemn  wood  had  spread 
Shadows  around  my  head,  — 
••Curtains  they  are,"  I  said, 
••Hung  dim  and  still  about  the  house  of 

prayer" ; 
Softly  among  the  limbs, 
Taming  the  leaves  of  hymns, 
I  hear  the  winds,  and  ask  if  God  were 

there. 
No  voice  replied,  bat  while  I  listening 

stooil. 
Sweet  peace  made  holy  hushes  through 

the  wood. 

With  ruddy,  open  hand, 

I  saw  the  wild  rose  stand 

Beside  the  green  gate  of  the  summer  hills. 

And  pulling  at  her  dress, 

I  cri«l,  ••  Sweet  hermitess. 

Hast  thou  beheld  Him  who  the  dew  dis- 
tils?" 

No  Toice  replied,  bat  while  I  listening 
bent. 

Her  gracious  beauty  made  my  heart  con- 
tent. 

The  moon  in  splendor  shone,  — 
••She  walketh  Heaven  alone, 
And  teeth  all  thinei,"  to  myself  I  mused ; 
••Hast  thou  beheld  Him,  tben. 
Who  hides  himself  hom  men 
In  that  great  nower  through  nature  in- 
tcrfnaear 


No  8i>eech  made  answer,  and  no  sign  ap- 
peared, 

But  iu  the  silence  I  was  soothed  and 
cheered. 

Waking  one  time,  strange  awe 

Thrilling  my  soul,  I  saw 

A  kingly  splendor  round  about  the  night ; 

Such  cunning  work  the  hand 

Of  spinner  never  planned,  — 

The  finest  wool  may  not  be  washed  so 

white. 
"Hast  thou  come  out  of  Heaven  ?" 
I  asked  ;  and  lo ! 
The  snow  was  all  the  answer  of  the  snow. 


Then  my  heart  said,  Give  o'er; 

Question  no  more,  no  more ! 

The  wind,  the  snow-storm,  the  wild  her- 
mit flower. 

The  illuminated  air, 

The  i)leasure  after  prayer, 

Proclaim  the  unoriginated  Power ! 

The  mystery  that  hides  him  here  and 
there. 

Bears  the  sure  witness  he  is  everywhere. 


HER  LAST  POEM. 

Eakth  with  its  dark  and  dreadful  ills, 

Recedes  and  fades  away ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  hills ; 

Ye  gates  of  death,  give  way ! 

My  soul  is  full  of  whispered  song,  — 
My  blindness  is  my  sight ; 

The  shadows  that  I  feared  so  long 
Are  full  of  life  and  light. 

My  pulses  faint  and  fainter  beat. 
My  faith  takes  wider  bounds ; 

I  feel  grow  firm  beneath  my  feet 
The  green,  immortal  grounds. 

The  faith  to  me  a  courage  gives. 

Low  as  the  grave  to  go,  — 
I  know  that  my  Retleemer  lives, — 

That  I  shall'live  I  know. 

The  palace  ^^'alls  I  almost  see 
Wnere  dwells  my  Lord  and  King» 

O  grave,  where  is  thy  victor)*  ? 
O  death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 
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PHEBE  CAREY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

FIELD  PREACHING. 

I  HAVE  l)een  out  to-day  iu  field  and  wood, 
listening  to  praises  swoet  aud  cou  nselgood 
Such  as  a  little  child  had  understood. 

That,  in  its  tender  youth. 
Discerns  the  simple  elotjuence  of  truth. 

The  modest  blossoms,  crowding  round 

my  way, 
Though  they  had  nothing  great  or  grand 

to  say, 
Gkive  out  their  fragrance  to  the  wind  all 

day; 
Because  His  loving  breath, 
With  soft  persistence,  won  them  back 

from  death. 

And  the  right  royal  lily,  putting  on 
Her  robes,  more  rich  than  those  of  Solo- 
mon, 
Opened  her  gorgeous  missal  in  the  sun, 
And  thaiikf'd  Him,  soft  and  low, 
Whose  gracious,  liberal  hand  had  clothed 
her  so. 

When  wearied,  on  the  meadow-grass  I 

sank ; 
So  narrow  was  tlie  rill  from  which  I  drank. 
An  infant  miglit  have  stepped  from  bank 

to  bank ; 
And  tlie  tall  rushes  near 
Lapping  together,  hid  its  waters  clear. 

Yet  to  the  ocean  joyously  it  went ; 
And  rippling  in  the  fulness  of  content. 
Watered  the  pretty  flowers  that  o'er  it 

leant ; 
For  all  the  banks  were  spread 
With  delicate  flowers  that  on  its  bounty 

fed. 

The  stately  maize,  a  fair  and  goodly  sight, 
With  seiTied  8pear-points  bristling  sharj) 

and  bright, 
Shook  out  his  yellow  tresses,  for  delight, 

To  all  ttieir  tawny  length. 
Like    Samson,    glorj'ing    in    his    lusty 

strength. 

And  every  little  bird  upon  the  tree, 
Kuttling  his  plumage  bright,  for  ecstasy, 


Sang  in  the  wild  insanity  of  glee ; 

And  SQpmed,  in  the  same  lay% 
Calling  his  mate  and  uttering  songs  of 
pn  'm* 

Thegoldengraashopperdidchirpandsing; 
The  plain  bee,  busy  with  her  hoaaekeep- 

Kept  humming  cheerfully  upon  the  win^ 

As  if  she  understood 
That,  with  contentment,  labor  was  a  good. 

I  saw  each  creature,  in  his  own  best  place, 
To  the  Creator  lift  a  smiling  face. 
Praising  continually  his  wondrous  gtux; 

As  if  the  best  of  all 
Life's  countless  blessings  was  to  live  at  all ! 

So  with  a  book  of  sermons,  plain  and  true, 
Hid  in  my  heart,  where  1  might  turn 

them  through, 
I  went  home  softly,  through  the  falling 

dew, 
Still  listening,  rapt  and  calm. 
To  Nature  giving  out  her  evening  psalm. 

While,  far  along  the  west,  mine  eyes  dis- 
cerned. 

Where,  lit  by  God,  the  fires  of  sunset 
burned. 

The  tree-tops,  unconsumed,  to  flame  were 
turned ; 
And  I,  in  that  great  hush, 

Talked  with  His  angels  in  each  burning 
bush ! 


NEARER  HOME. 

One  sweetly  welcome  thought. 
Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er ; 

I  'm  nearer  home  to-day 
Than  I  've  ever  been  before ; 

Nearer  my  Father's  house 
Where  the  many  mansions  be ; 

Nearer  the  Great  White  Throne, 
Nearer  the  Jasper  Sea ; 

Nearer  that  bound  of  life. 

Where  we  lay  our  burdens  down,— 
Nearer  leaving  the  cross. 

Nearer  gaining  the  cro^Ti. 

But  lying  dimly  between. 

Winding  down  through  the  night, 
Lies  the  dark  and  uncertain  stream 

That  leads  us  at  length  to  the  light 


STDKET   DOBELL, 
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I'reeseH  the  avful  cl 

Father,  perfect  my  trust  I 
Sirengihen  my  ftvhh  faitb  1 

Let  me  fee!  as  1  sliall,  when  I  stfltid 
Oa  the  shores  of  the  hvei  of  death :  - 

Fee]  u  I  would,  vete  niv  feet 

Even  now  glijiping  otm  the  brink, — 

For  it  may  be  1  am  nearer  home, 
Kearer  uow,  tliaii  1  think  I 


O  Lakh,  of  every  land  the  best, — 
O  Laud,  whose  glory  ahajl  iuerFoae 

Kv"  ill  yuur  whitest  raiment  drest 
For  the  great  festival  of  peace '. 

Take  from  ^onr  Haft  its  fohl  of  ftlooni, 
And  let  It  fioat  undimmed  above, 

Till  over  all  onr  vales  shall  blonm 
The  lacrnl  colors  that  we  love. 


hiRh,  In  valley  low. 
Set  Frfwlom's  living  fir™  to  bum ; 
Uptil  the  niidaiKbl  sky  shall  »hoW 
A  mlilrr  glory  than  the  mom. 

Wrlromr,  with  shonta  of  joy  and  pride. 

Your   VKiiirans    from   the   war-path's 
tmck  i 
Yon  j[are  your  boys,  nntmined,  untried  : 

You  linng  tbe4n  men  and  heroes  back ! 

And  shed  no  tear,  though  think  von  mnsl 
With  sorrow  of  the  martyred  band  : 

Not  even  for  him  wIiom  hallowed  dust 
Has  made  our  pniries  holy  loud. 


.    pnlaeesrl 
Drath.like  a  aulleii  sentinel, 
Pa«9  bis  cTerhuIIng  toiidiI. 

Yet  when  tliey  -el  their  muutry  frefl. 
And  gave  ber  traitors  fitting  doom, 

TbM  left  their  last  pirat  enemy, 
BisBleJ,  bwide  ao  empty  temb. 


Not  there,  hut  risen,  redeemed,  they  go 
W'hrre  all  the  paths  ore  sweot  with 

They  fought  to  give  us  peace,  and  lo ! 
Tliey  gained  a  better  peace  Ihau  our 


SYDSEY  DOBELL. 

KXTTB  OF  BATELSIOM. 

0  RAPrv,  happy  mnid. 

In  the  yenr  of  witr  nnd  death 

By  her  face  so  young  and  fair, 


iiUt 


She  might  be  a  brid< 

She  sits  and  sin^  within  ht 

Her  moonlit  bower  in  rosy  June, 

Yet  all,  her  brida!  breath. 

Liki!  fragrance  from  some  sweet  niglit. 

bk™ing  Hower, 
Moves  from  her  nioving  lips  in  many  i 

mournful  tune '. 
She  dngs  no  song  of  love's  despair. 
She  sings  Do  lover  lowly  laid. 
No  fond  peculiar  grief 


Hase 


rr  touched  or  bnd  nr  leaf 


She  sings  bi 
gbe  sings  the  sorrow  of  the  air 
AVhereof  her  voice  is  made. 
That  night  in  Britain  liowsoe'er 
On  any  cliorda  the  flngrrs  strayed 
They  gave  the  notes  of  core. 
A  dim  aad  legend  old 
Long  since  in  some  )aile  sliaile 
Of  some  far  twilight  totd. 
She  knows  not  when  ot  where, 
She  aings,  with  trevnbling  hand  on  trem- 
hling  lute-strings  Isid  :  — 

The  munnoT  of  the  monmin^  gho«t 
That  keepa  the  sliadowy  kine, 

"0  Keith  of  Ravrlston, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line  I " 

Bavelslon,  Bavelston, 
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The  maid  that  kept  her  mother^a  kina^ 
The  aong  that  aang  she  I 

She  aang  her  aontt^  ehe  kept  her  kine^ 

She  sat  beaeoui  the  thorn 
When  Andrew  Keith  of  RaTebton 

Bode  through  the  Monday  mom ; 

Hia  henchmen  aing^  hia  hawk-bella  riiig, 

Hia  belted  Jewela  ahine  1 
0  Keith  of  Ra?e1aton, 

The  aorrowB  of  thy  line  ! 

Year  after  year^  where  Andrew  camfl^ 
Cornea  evenin|[  down  the  clade, 

And  still  there  aita  a  moonshine  ghoat 
Where  aat  the  annahine  maid. 

Her  miaty  hair  ia  fiiint  and  fkir. 
She  keep  the  ahadowy  kine; 

0  Keith  of  Ravelaton, 
The  aorrowa  of  thy  line ! 

1  lay  my  hand  upon  the  stile, 
'Ae  stile  is  lone  and  cold. 

The  bumie  that  goes  babblinff  by 
Says  naught  that  can  be  told. 

Yet,  stranger !  here,  from  vwir  to  year, 
Slie  keeps  her  shadowy  kine ; 

0  Keith  of  RavelHton, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line ! 

Step  out  three  steps,  where  Andrew  stood : 
why  blanch  tnv  cheeks  for  fear? 

The  ancient  stile  is  not  alone, 
'T  is  not  the  bum  I  hear ! 

Slie  makes  her  immemorial  moan. 
She  keeps  her  shadowy  kine ; 

0  Keith  of  Ravelston, 
The  sorrows  of  thy  line ! 


THOMAS  BURBDGE. 

EVENTIDE. 

Comes  something  down  with  eventide, 
Btisido  the  sunset's  golden  bars, 

Beside  the  floating  scents,  beside 
The  twinkling  shadows  of  the  stars. 

Upon  the  river's  rippling  face, 
Flash  after  flash  the  white 


Broke  np  in  many  a  shallow  plaee; 
The  reat  waa  aoft  and  height 

By  ohanoe  my  eye  foil  on  tha  tfcmm; 

How  many  a  marvellooa  power 
Sleepa  in  na,  —  aleepa,  and  doth  not 
dream! 

Thia  knew  I  in  tiiat  hoar. 

For  then  my  heart,  so  ftill  of  atiift^ 
No  more  waa  in  me  atirred; 

My  life  waa  in  the  river^a  lifie^ 
And  I  nor  aaw  nor  heard. 

I  and  the  riTer,  we  were  one : 
The  ahade  beneath  the  bank* 

I  felt  it  cool ;  the  setting  aun 
Into  my  apirit  aank. 

A  making  thing  in  power  aerene 

I  waa ;  the  myatefr 
I  felt  of  having  ever  oeen 

And  being  rail  to  be. 

Was  it  a  moment  or  an  honr  f 
I  knew  not ;  but  I  mourned 

When,  from  that  realm  of  awfnl  power 
I  to  theae  fielda  returned. 


ROSE  TERRY  COOKE. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  ICONOCLAST. 

A  THOUSAND  years  shall  come  and  go, 
A  thousand  years  of  night  and  day, 

And  man,  through  all  their  changing 
show. 
His  tragic  drama  still  shall  play. 

Ruled  by  some  fond  ideal* a  power, 
Cheated  by  passion  or  despair, 

Still  shall  he  waste  life's  trembling  honr, 
In  worship  vain,  and  useless  prayer. 

Ah !  where  are  they  who  rose  in  mi^ht. 
Who  fired  the  temple  and  the  shrine. 

And  hurled,  through  earth's  chaotic  night, 
The  helplesa  gods  it  deemed  divine? 

Cense,  longing  sonl,  thy  vain  desire ! 

What  idol,  in  ita  atainleaa  prime. 
But  falls,  untouched  of  axe  or  fire. 

Before  the  steady  eyes  of  Time  ? 


. 


and  1o '.  onr  altan  fsll, 
rinv  rrrviilii  tia  gildrd  cUy, 
Vith  licrivnC  handK  ve  sprfiid  tbc  pall, 
Anil,  old  witli  wisdom,  glide  away. 

]^  wbcK  wen  county,  faith,  and  truth, 
'tmiui  wrnt  wnii<[rriiig  all  hbday 
lohUii  i-lunila  of  love  aud  youth, 
iur  bu>!«r  that  loth  hia  steps  betray  I 

mr,  whilf  hvrc  we  (it  and  wail, 
iv  fiiilhrul,  apdilfr,  t«  thy  trust ! 
^  J  .|™ih  cnn  fuKher  di-soUlc 
I   Tbo  Hiul  that  knowa  iU  god  was  duat 


"IT  IB  HORE  BLEaSED." 
:  t  ai  the  nmrniag  that  Bows  out  ol 
I  aa  the  waves  when  thi^ir  channel 

Olrel  u  the  free  air  and  auushine  arc 

pvfni 
Laviithly,  utti-rlj,  oarelessly  give. 
Hot  the  waste  drojw  of  tliy  cup  overflow- 

lift 
Xot  the  raint  sparks  of  thy  heank  em 

ginwing, 
Not  ■  iml"  bnd  from   Iha  June   roat'i 

ulawiti)!; ; 
Gin  M  He  gave  thre,  who  gave  thee 


ANNE   C.   (LYSCH)  BOTTA, 

So  the  wild  wind  s' 


ir  out  thy  love  like  the  rash  of 
grwltiiK  its  waters,  for  ever  and  e 
'oiigli  th»  burnt  nnds   that 
not  the  giver; 
..  .ent  or  Hngfiil,  thoii  nearest  the  ara. 
Bttfr  lliy  life  as  tlie  Siimnier  showi-r'a 
pouring^ 
t  if  DO  hinl  through  the  prarl-rain 

i»  owritigT 
t  if  un  UouvTTi  looka  upward  siloringf 
I  Look  to  the  lite  that  was  lavinbed  for 
thee! 

t,  though  thy  heart  may  be  wasted 

altar  all  aahen  and  drwiry; 
alA  fWwn  Its  tiulses  a  faint  iiiiwrers 
^Bastatolliyaoul  tlie  nul  premp'of  fate, 
d  it  with  Dords  of  unshrinking  devo- 

Un>  at  UiD  nmg  of  its  rentlnn  rtnolion : 
Kla  iha  atrm  hymn  of  Ptemity's  oeeaii : 
I  B*>rl  and  in  cileoce  lliy  future  await.  .  Though  tribatary  stTeama 
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F.vil  and  thankless  the  desert  it  blesses. 
Bitter  the  wave  that  its  soft  pillion  nresseti, 

Never  it  eeiunsth  to  vthislBr  and  diujj. 
What  if  tlie  hnrd  heart  give  thorua  tor 

thy  rooes! 
What  if  on  rocks  thy  tin-d  IsMom  Tepom  I 
Sweetestismuajcwithniiuor-keyislc  loiea, 

Fairestttievinesthat  on  rain  will  cling. 


Thoa  wilt  have  vanished  from  friend  snd 

Wlint  ahsll  thy  louging  avail  in  the 

grave! 
Give  as  the  heart  gives  whose  flitters  nre 

breaking, 
Ufe,  love,  and  hope,  all  thy  dtnius  and 

thy  waking. 
Soon,  henvBu'a  river  thy  soul-fever  alak- 

ThoD  shalt  ki 


nd  the  gift  that 


ASSE  C.  (LTSCH)  BOTTA. 


LOTS. 
Go  forth  in  life,  O  friend '.  not  eeckitig 

Amen 

And   < 

{lossers-by 
The  alms  his  strong 
For  Huch  poor  love,  to  pity  near  allioil, 

Thy  generous  spirit  may  not  slooji  and 

A  mupliant  whose  prayer  may  be  denied 
LikeHspumeil  beRKBr'sats  |ialaee-gatr : 

But  thy  heart's  afflucDee  lavisli  iim-un- 
troUed,  — 
Tlie  largew  of  thy  love  give  full  and 

As  mnnsrchs  in  their  progro*  seattpr 

eoMt 
And  he  thy  heart  lika  the  axbanstlen 

sea, 
That  mutt  its  wealth  of  cloud  and  dew 


rebbni 
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LYDIA  H.  SIGOURNEY. 

[U.  S.  A.,   1791-1865.] 

INDIAN  NAMES. 

Ye  say  they  all  have  passed  away, 

That  noble  race  ana  brave ; 
That  their  light  canoes  have  vanished 

From  off  the  crested  wave  ; 
That  mid  the  forests  where  they  roamed 

There  rings  no  hunter's  shout ; 
But  their  name  is  on  your  waters, 

Ye  may  not  wash  it  out. 

'T  is  where  Ontario's  billow 

Like  ocean's  surge  is  curled^ 
Where  strong  Niagara's  thunoers  wake 

The  echo  of  the  world. 
Whero  red  Missouri  brincpth 

Rich  tribute  from  the  West, 
And  Rappahannock  sweetly  sleeps, 

On  green  Virginia's  breast 

Ye  say  their  cone-like  cabins. 

That  clustered  o'er  the  vale, 
Have  tied  away  like  withered  leaves 

Before  the  autumn  gale  ; 
But  their  memory  liveth  on  your  hills, 

Their  baptism  on  your  shore, 
Your  everlasting  rivers  speak 

Their  dialect  of  yore. 

Old  Massachusetts  wears  it 

Upon  her  loixlly  crown, 
And  broad  Ohio  bears  it 

Amid  his  young  renowTi ; 
Connecticut  hath  wreathed  it 

Where  her  cjuiet  foliage  waves ; 
Ami  bold  Kentucky  breathed  it  hoarse 

Through  all  her  ancient  caves. 

Wachusett  hides  its  lingering  voice 

Within  his  rocky  heart, 
And  Alleghany  graves  its  tone 

Throughout  his  lofty  chart ; 
Monadnock  on  his  forehead  hoar 

Doth  seal  the  sacred  trust ; 
Your  mountains  build  their  monument. 

Though  ye  destroy  their  dust. 

Ye  call  these  red-browed  brethren 

The  insects  of  an  hour, 
Crushed  like  the  noteless  worm  amid 

The  regions  of  their  power; 
Ye  drive  them  from  their  fathers'  lands, 

Ye  break  of  faith  the  seal. 


But  can  ye  from  the  coart  of  Heaven 
Exclude  their  last  appeal? 

Ye  see  their  unresisting  tribes, 

With  toilsome  step  and  slow. 
On  through  the  tracklesii  desert  pass, 

A  caravan  of  woe ; 
Think  ye  the  Eternal  Ear  is  deaf  f 

His  sleepless  vision  dim! 
Think  ye  the  soufg  blood  may  not  ciy 

From  that  far  land  to  him  ? 


WILUAM  H.  FURNESS. 

[U.  8.  A.] 

ETERNAL  LIGHT. 

Slowly,  by  God's  hand  unfurled, 
Down  around  the  weary  world. 
Falls  the  darkness ;  O,  how  stiU 
Is  the  working  of  his  will ! 

Mighty  Spirit,  ever  nigh. 
Work  in  me  as  silently  ; 
Veil  the  day's  distracting  sights, 
Show  me  heaven's  eternal  lights. 

Living  stars  to  view  be  brought 
In  the  boundless  realms  of  thought; 
High  and  infinite  desires. 
Flaming  like  those  upper  fires. 

Holy  Truth,  Eternal  Right, 
Let  them  break  upon  my  sight ; 
Let  them  shine  serene  and  still. 
And  with  light  my  being  fill. 


JAMES  T.  FIELDS. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

WORDSWORTH. 

TifK  grass  hung  wet  on  Rydal  hanks, 
The  golden  day  with  pearls  adorning. 

When  side  by  side  with  him  we  walke<l 
To  meet  midway  the  summer  morning. 

The  west-wind  took  a  softer  breath. 
The  sun  himself  seemed  brighter  shin- 
ing, 


HESBY  HOWARD 
At    through    Iha    porch    the    minsUrl 
Hiiiye  sweet  Natnfv'ilookciuhrining. 

fthn  driij  swanl, 
uog  Bluft  "gouil  nior- 


He  upokiT  of  >ll  UiM  ((nceil  the  «fwie, 
111  Iulll^s[hHI  Ti'll  like  lll11U(^roul«l  lis; 

Vi'r  frit.  lliH  rhxriiL  detcniJ.  nor  slrave 
To  timk  the  rapturous  hjoiII  tlikt  bound 


IVe  liitrned  with  mystrrions  itp, 

Stnnue  feeliiigs   lumijliiig   with   our 
jflrMUlT  : 

W>  li«nl  thui  ihiy  prophetic  worda. 
High  thoughta  the  haul  niual  alivaj-B 

Cr«t  S»tnro"s  Priest  t  thj  calm  oirwr 
With   lliBt  sweet  mum  on  »nh  hu 

But  who  ahull  any  thy  misiHon  died 
'Vhen,  winseil   for   Hraven,  thy  Dool 
»K'eu.lBdI 


HENRY  HOWABD  BROWXELL 


THB  BCRIAL  OF  THZ  DAKS. 

Bt.rKp>lr■Il•lr«llT>d><^ 
Hill*  "kv  .HvrhiMd.— 
Hu>.ter.1]<mlhFq>iiirlrr. 
Vn  niusl  bury  the  dead  1 

It  U  hut  I  DnnlKh  wilnr, 
RuRKnl  of  fmirl  urid  form : 

A  imntiinn  wn  of  the  futrcutle, 
OrinM  with  lun  and  Eiomi. 


Ili>  nirnir  nnd  the  ntntnd  he  hniled  from 
We  kiiow,-«ild  then. ■Hn.rthinjt morel 

Itiii  iwtliutM  liU  iiHitheT  i*  wniiiiig 
In  tha  looely  iaUud  of  Fohr. 


Still,  as  he  lay  tliere  dying. 

Reaioii  UHftiiig  awnrrk, 
"'Tis  my  wateh,"  bv  wdhI 

"I  must  go  uj>ou  deck  I' 


But  WBlch  HI 
The  Union -Jack  laid  o'er  him. 
How  t)ui«t  hv  lies  in  the  aufi ! 

Slow  the  pondvTons  engine, 
St«y  the  hurrying  shaft  1 

Let  the  roll  of  the  oeeau 
Cradle  our  giant  cratl,  — 

Gntlier  aroiiiiil  the  gnting, 
Carry  your  ni 


Stand  in  order,  and  listen 
To  Ihe  holimt  jiagr  of  prayer! 

het  pTcry  fuol  be  <|uiet, 
Ei-enf  head  be  bare, — 

The  soft  tnuU'-viud  ii  lifting 
A  buuilrcil  locks  of  hair. 


Our  captain  muls  the  at 
(A  Utile  ai'my  iiii  liis  <  herks), 

The  ^miid  old  words  of  burial. 

And  the  trust  a  true  heart  seeks, — 

"We  therefore  eomtnit  hia  body 
To  the  deep," —  and,  w  he  *i<F«ki, 

Launched  frnm  the  weathrr-railing, 
Swift  aa  the  eye  can  mstk, 

The  gbaslly,  shotted  hammmk 
Plunges,  away  from  the  sliatk, 

Down,  a  thonund  fathoms, 
Down  into  the  dark  t 

A  thonnand  aumnien  and  winters 
Tlie  atoniiy  Galf  shall  n>tl 

Hiith  o'vr  hia  raliTM  coffin,  — 
unt,  sileni-v  to  iloiihl  and  dole  I 

Tliere'a  a  quiel  harbor  Mituvwber* 
For  the  poor  a-weary  auuL 

Tire  the  fettered  engine. 

Speed  the  tireless  shaft ! 
Voroie  to'gallenl  and  to|i>giil, 

Tha  breete  U  bir  ahali ! 

Bine  aes  all  sronnd  n^ 

Blue  sky  briitht  o'erbeail,— 

Every  man  to  his  duty  ' 
We  have  burird  our  dead. 


1  ■■  '. 
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And  still  the  keel  is  swift. 
And  still  the  wind  is  tree. 

And  still  as  far  its  mountains  lift 
Beyond  the  enchanted  sea. 

Yet  vain  is  all  return, 

Though  false  the  goal  before ; 
The  gale  is  ever  dead  astern. 

The  current  sets  to  shore. 

O  shipmates,  leave  the  ropes ; 

And  what  though  no  one  steers, 
We  sail  no  faster  for  our  hopes, 

No  slower  for  our  fears. 


THE  BONO  OF  THE  CAMP. 

"piVE  US  a  song !"  the  soldiers  ciied. 
The  outer  trenches  guarding, 

When  the  heated  ffuns  of  the  camps  allied 
Grew  weary  of  bombarding. 

The  dark  Redan,  in  silent  scoff. 
Lay,  grim  and  threatening,  under ; 

And  the  tawny  mound  of  the  Malakoff 
No  longer  belched  its  thunder. 

There  was  a  pause.     A  guardsman  said : 
**  We  storm  the  forts  to-morrow ; 

Sins  while  we  may,  another  day 
Will  bring  enough  of  sorrow.' 


t* 


They  lay  along  the  batter>**s  side. 

Below  the  smoking  cannon.: 
Brave  hearts,  fromSevemand  from  Clyde, 

And  from  the  banks  of  Shannon. 

They  sang  of  love,  and  not  of  fame ; 

Foraot  was  Britain's  glory : 
£ai*h  heart  recalled  a  different  name, 

But  all  sang  "Annie  Laurie.** 

Voice  after  voice  caught  up  the  song. 

Until  its  tender  passion 
Bose  like  an  anthem,  rich  and  strong,  — 

Their  battle-eve  confession. 

Dear  girl,  her  name  he  dared  not  speak. 
Bat,  as  the  song  grew  louder, 

Somethins  upon  the  soldier*s  cheek 
Waahea  off  the  stains  of  powder. 

Beyond  the  darkening  ocean  burned 
The  bloody  sunset's  embers, 

While  the  Crimean  valleys  learned 
How  English  love  remembera. 


And  once  again  a  fire  of  hell 
Rained  uu  the  Russian  quarters, 

With  scream  of  shot,  and  burst  of  shell. 
And  bellowing  of  the  mortars  1 

And  Irish  Nora*s  eyes  are  dim 
For  a  sinffer,  dumb  and  gory ; 

And  English  Mary  mourns  for  liim 
Who  sang  of  '*  Annie  Laurie." 

Sleep,  soldiers!  still  in  honored  rest 
\  our  truth  and  valor  wearing ; 

The  bravest  are  the  tenderest, — 
The  loving  are  the  daring. 


SARA  J.  LTPPINCOTT  (GRACE 
GREENWOOD). 

[U.  S.  A.) 

THE  POET  OF  TO-DAT. 

More  than  the  soul  of  ancient  song  is 

S'ven 
ee,    0   poet   of  to-day  I  —  thy 
dower 
Comes,  from  a  higher  than  Olympian 
heaven, 
In  holier  beauty  and  in  lai^r  power. 

To  thee  Humanity,  her  woes  revealing, 
Would   all    her    griefs    and    aiicit-nt 
wrongs  rehearse; 
Would  make  thy  song  the  voice  of  her 
appealing. 
And  SOD  her  mighty  sorrows  through 
thy  verse. 

While  in  her  season  of  great  darkness 
sharing, 
Hail  thou  the  coming  of  each  promise- 
star 
Which  climbs  the  midnight  of  her  long 
despairing. 
And  watch  for  morning  o*er  the  hills 
afar. 

Wherever  Truth  her  holy  warfare  wages. 
Or  Free<lom  pines,  there  let  thy  voice 
be  heard ; 
Sound  like  a  prophet-warning  down  the 
ages 
The  human  utterance  of  God's  living 
word. 
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But  bring  not  thou  the  battle's  stormy 
chorus, 
The  tnunp  of  armies,  and  the  roar  of 
fifht. 
Not  war  s  hot  smoke  to  taint  the  sweet 
mom  o'er  us, 
Nor  blaze  of  pillage,  reddening  up  the 
night. 

0,  let  thy  lays  prolong  tluit  angel-sing- 
ing. 
Girdling  with  music  the  Redeemer's 
star, 
And  breathe  God's  peace,  to  earth  'glad 
tidings'  bringing 
From  the  near  heavens,  of  old  so  dim 
and  far ! 


**  Didst  look  last  night  upon  my  native 

vales. 
Thou  Sun !  that  from  the  drenching  sea 

hast  clomb  ? 
Ye  demon  winds !  that  glut  my  gaping 
sails, 

Earl  Gawain  woowl  the  I^ly  Barbara,    ^"j^n  the  salt  sea  must  1  ever  roam, 
Hii'h-thoimhted  liarhara,  so  white  and    ^^  ander  forever  on  the  lianvn  foam? 


ALEXANDER  SMITE 

[1830-1867] 

LADY  BARBARA. 


He  who,  exulting  on  the  trumpet's  breath. 
Came  chaiginff  like  a  star  acroM  the 
lists  of  death. 

Trembled,  and  passed  befoc«  her  high 

rebuke: 
And  then  she  sat,  her  hands  clasped 

round  her  knee : 
Like  one  far-thoughted  was  the  lady's 

look. 
For  in  a  morning  cold  as  misery 
She  saw  a  lone  ship  sailing  on  the  sea ; 
Before  the  north  'twas  driven  like  a 

cloud, 
High  on  the  poop  a  man  sat  mournfully : 
The  wind  was  whistling  through  mast 

and  shroud. 
And  to  the  whistling  wind  thus  did  he 

sing  aloud :  — 


cold 


O,  happy  are  ye,  resting  manners ! 


'Mong   ]»roa(l- branched   beeches  in   the    O  Death,  that  thou  wouMst  come  and 

summer  shaw,  |  and  take  me  home ! 

In  soft  green  light  his  passion  he  has    A  hand  un.seen  this  ves.sel  onward  steers, 

And  onwani  I  must  float  through  slow, 
moon-measured  years. 


told. 

When  rain -beat  winds  did  shriek  across 
the  wold. 

The  Earl  to  take  her  fair  reluctant  ear 

Fmmed  pa.ssion- trembled  ditties  mani- 
fold ; 

Silent  she  sat  his  amorous  breath  to 
hear, 

With  calm  and  steady  eyes;  her  heart 
was  otherwhere. 

He  sighed  for  her  through  all  the  sum- 
mer weeks ; 

Sitting  beneath  a  tree  whoso  fruitful 
Iwiighs 

Bore  glorious  ap])les  with  smooth,  shin- 
ing cheeks, 

Earl  Gawain  came  and  whispered,  "Lady, 
rouw ' 

Thou  art  no  vestal  held  in  holy  vows ; 

Out  with  our  falcons  to  the  pleasant 
heatli." 

Her  father's  blood  leapt  up  unto  her 
brows,  — 


**  Ye  winds!  when  like  a  curse  ye  drove 

us  on, 
Frothing  the  waters,  and  along  our  way, 
Nor   cape    nor    headland    through   red 

momin^.'S  shone. 
One  wept  aloud,  one  shuddered  down  to 

])ray. 
One    howled    *  Upon   the    deep   we  are 

astray.' 
On-  our  wild  hearts  his  words  fell  like  a 

blight : 
In  one  short  hour  my  hair  was  stricken 

For  all  the  crew  sank   ghastly  in  my 

sight 
As  we   went  driving   on   through  the 

cold  starry  night. 

"Madness  fell  on  me  in  my  loneliness. 
The  sea  foamed  curses,  and  the  reeling 
sky 


MATTHEW  ARXOLD. 
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I  Hml.  whiTi  I  huRt  rortU  into  a  cry.  — 
^  kIiiihI  (if  li«nci«  iviuir  oil  me  tivui  llie 


Tlie  doucb  nw  on  tin-  0!«-vlati-l, 

Till!  JuiigCrou  811  OH* look  fHint  and  fnr: 

Hut  bri)(lit  KIT  tliow;  gi'p-'i>  fii'lils  at  Iiiiuil, 
Aud  through  thti»e  fields  i^ouiu  down 


lUliw  and  leap ; 
TliFf  moullinl  on  nie  in  ilreun,  and  tore 
ruB  from  nweet  •letp. 

Stnngv  coiutvlUliom   buruid  abovu 

my  hp«d, 
Strange  birdu  nrauod  tba  veuel  aliriek«d 

■nd  ticw. 
Stnuigr  (bat'CA.  Ilkn  ahadows^  throngh 


the  I 


t  toniT   slijp,    wide-winged,  cmiie 
ri|>|>litiatlirouglL. 
Anganng  lo  foam  the  imooth  Kud  slwp- 

Tha  lady  nglinl.  "  Far,  far  n{«n  liir.  sea. 
My  nwnSir  Arlhur,<-niild  I  die  witbyon  I 
Tli«  wind  blows  ilirill  Ictveeu  my  luve 

Fond  beart '.  the  spni^e  between  waa  bul 
llie  a|>|>lv-lree. 

There  wk»  a  cry  of  joy,  with  seeking 

haiiiU 
Bhe  tivil  lo  him,  likx  worn  bird  to  her 


An  rmm  iho  uightr  shelter  of  his  breast 
The  l^y  Barbnni'her  bead  nprean 
T^'iihawan  amile,  "Uf^tbinks  I'm  but 

hoirut-Kt: 

■  wlien  1  've  foand  thee,  after  weaiy 
ymn. 

I  wmot  Kv  thee,  lore  I  so  blind  1  am 
with  lean." 


MATTUEW  ARNOLD. 


Trs  yearn  T^and  to  my  waking  ej-a 
Onoe  moro  the  roofs  of  Berne  ni'pear; 

Tbi*  rocky  banka,  the  lerrace  hi^h, 
~l*  sltvaoi,  —  and  do  I  linger  bet«  I 


And  'neaih  the  garden-walk  it  hiima, 
The   house, — and  is  my  Marguerite 
there  r 

Ah,  shall  I  we  thee,  while  a  Hn^b 
or  otarllpd  |ilniiiir<'  Hondk  thy  brow. 

Quirk  thmugh  thi'  oti'Aiideri  brush. 
And  I'lap  thy  luuids,  and   cry,  'Tit 
Uu/uf 


And  Hitted  down  the  flowrrv  track 
Whew  feet  like  thine  too  fighily  Mime  I 

Doth  riotons  laughler  now  replai-e 
Thy  amile.  androugr,  with  atony  glare, 

Thv  eberk'a  son  line  and  Aiitterina  lace 
Tbs  kerchief  that  enwound  thy  biur) 

Orisit  OTcrl—art  Ihoudradl- 
Deadf— and  no  warning  shiver  ran 

Across  my  heart,  to  say  thy  Ihmd 
or  life  was  cut,  and  closed  thy  «liali  I 

Could  from  earth's  wavi  that  6j[UTe  alight 
Be  lost,  and  I  not  feci  'lauiMit 

or  tlial  frrsli  voice  the  gay  d'lij-bt 
Fail  Prom  earth'*  air,  ui'd  I  not  know  t 

Or  shall  1  find  lliee  still,  bat  clungnl. 
But  not  the  Maijtnerilr  o\  thy  [irinic  t 

With  all  thy  being  reaminp^l, 
Pas»e<l  through  the  crucible  of  time ; 

With  apirit  vanished,  beauty  wanad. 
Ami  hardly  yet  a  gUn-v,  a  tone. 

A  gesture,  —  anything,  —  rcUineil 
Of  all  that  was  my  Margiicritc't  own! 

I  will  not  know  r  — for  wherefoir  Irv 
Til  things  by  niorul  courae  thai  ti>'e 

A  shadowy  dumbUity 

For  which  they  were  Dol  mtisnt  lo  girt  ( 
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Let  the  long  contention  ci 


I  knew  it  when  my  life  wm  jonng, 
I  feel  it  ftill,  now  youth  U  o'er  J 

The  milts  an  on  th^  mountain  hun^ 
And  Mai;pier1te  1  ihall  tee  no  more. 


Vist  ahe  could  love,  thow  eyes  declare, 
W«r«  but  men  nobler  than  tliity  ai«> 

Eageriy  once  her  gratious  ken 
Wu  tiirued  upon  the  sons  of  men ; 
Bui  light  the  iifiiou»  risage  grew,  — 
She  looked,  itnd  smilad,  tai  bbw  them 

through. 

Our  petty  sonia,  onr  Btrutting  wit% 
Our  Ishon-d  puny  imsRion-fita,  — 
Ah,  iimv  nhfi  fieoru  tliem  still,  tilt  we 
Si!oru  them  ut  bitterly  u  aha  1 

Yet  0,  that  Pate  would  Ipt  her  see 
One  of  Boiiie  worthipr  nu*  than  we,  — 
On«  for  whose  mke  she  once  might  pmve 
How  deeply  she  who  Korns  can  love. 

His  eyefl  be  like  the  starry  light),  — 
His  voice  like  sounds  uF  summer  nights,  — 
In  all  his  lovely  mien  let  pienw 
The  magic  at  the  universe  I 

And  site  to  him  will  rench  her  hand, 
And  eanng  in  his  eyes  will  stand. 
And  know  her  friend,  and  vaey  tor  iclee  ■ 
And  cry,  Long,  long  I've  looked  fortliee! 

Then  will  ihe  weep,  — with  anules,  till 
then. 
Coldly  she  mocks  the  sons  ot  men. 
Till  inen  her  lovely^  eyea  maintain 
Their  gay,  unwavering,  deep  disdain. 


THE  LAST  WORD. 

Cheep  into  thy  narrow  bed. 
Creep,  iind  let  nn  more  be  said  I 
Vain  thy  onitett  all  stflmls  fast; 
Tlioa  thyself  muat  break  at  last 


Thou  art  tired ;  hett  be  stiU  I 

They  out-talked  thee,  hissed  that,  M* 

thee. 
Butter  men  (and  thus  befora  tbee; 
Fired  their  ringing  shot  and  paiaed. 
Hotly  charged,  — and  broke  at  last. 

Charge  oDce  more,  then,  and  be  dnmbt 
Let  &e  victon,  when  thev  come. 
When  the  forts  of  folly  f^l. 
Find  thy  body  by  the  wall. 


BOBEET  LORD  LYTTOS, 


0  Artist,  mnge  not  over-wide ; 

Lest  what  thou  seek  lie  haply  hid 
In  bnunble-UosBoms  at  thy  side. 

Or  shut  within  the  datsy-Ud. 

God's  glory  lies  not  out  of  reach. 

The  moss  we  crush  beneath  our  feet. 
The  pebbles  on  the  wet  sea-beach, 

Have   solemn  meanings  strange  u 


Kuow  well  thy  friends.     The  woodWne't 

The  woolly  tendril  on  the  Tine, 
Are  more  to  thee  than  Cato's  desth. 

Or  ttcero's  words  to  Catiline. 

The  wild  rose  is  thy  neit  in  blmd  : 
Share  Nature  with  her,  and  thy  heart 

The  kingcntia  are  thy  sisterhood  : 
Consult  them  duly  ou  thine  art 

The  Genius  on  thy  daily  ways 
Shall  meet,  and  take  thee  by  thehand: 

But  serve  him  not  aa  who  obeys; 
He  is  thy  slave  if  thou  oommsnd : 


ROBERT  LORD   LYTTOS. 


Vk  .(ulrt.  Tiikr  Ihingi  u  they  com 
f-jitli  hour  will  ilrnw  out  aoiu"  surj 

Witli  blpuing  Irt  ihe  ituva  tfu  home. 
Thou  iilMit  liitVH  ttiiuika  Iroiu  evuDtog 

Lran  not  on  one  mind  eoiuttintly : 
LfBt,  whi'w  one  Blood  b^fon.',  iwo  fuU. 

SoniTthiuD  God  bath  to  tay  lo  lb« 
V\'oilli  bmuiug  from  the  lips  of  alL 

All  tilings  are  thine  estate:  yet  mutit 
Tlion  tint  JiM'tny  the  title-ilmls. 

And  me  tlir  world.  IS«  slnaa :  and  tnut 
iligli  iuirtioi:ts  more  llian  niftbe  creeds, 

Tlie  world  of  Thonght  is  packed  m>  tight, 
If  thou  (bind  lip  anothrr  tumblea; 

Hfwi  it  not,  tliough  Uiou  havi:  to  liuht 
Withgiauls;  whoBO  follows  htumblea. 

Aswrt  thynrlf :  and  by  and  hy 

ThH  world  will  ciiin*  and  Iron  on  thee. 

Bni  urak  not  jiniiw  of  nvn :  thi'rrbv 
tihxil  falM  idiows  cheat  thee.     Baldly 


Ewh  mui  wai  worthy  at  the  first : 

Goil  anake  to  ns  ere  We  were  bom ; 
Bui  we  forget.     The  land  is  cunt : 
We  plant  the  brier,  reap  thu  thorn. 

R'mein!«CT,  every  man  He  made 
U  diffetent :  hns  some  dee.1  to  do. 

8om"  work  to  work.     Be  undicmayeil, 
Tbongh  thine  bo  humblo :  do  it  too. 

Not  all  th"  wimlnm  of  the  afhonls 

It  wiw  fur  thie.     Ha«t  tliou  l«  sneak  I 

l(o  man  hath  apuken  for  thee^     Rules 
Are  well :  bnt  uctbt  fear  to  break 

Tbc  aCAlToliling  of  other  amila : 

It  wai  not  meant  for  tliee  to  moant ; 

Thuugli   it  may  sern  thee.     Sejianite 
whoI«( 
Uake  up  the  lum  of  God'i  arcount. 

Earlh'i  numbrf-seale  is  near  n«  set ; 

The  total  Ooct  dIoOc  tail  srr  ; 
Bni  earb  unie  frar.tion :  shall  I  fret 

If  yoD  an  Four  where  I  aaw  Three  t 


A  nair*  \am  the  si 


Thia  wild  white  rosebud  in  my  band 
Hath  uinuinKH  mmut  for  me  alone, 

Wliiili  no  one  else  can  underalanil : 
To  you  it  breathes  with  altered  tone: 

We  go  to  Nature,  not  la  lotda, 

But  servants;  and  she  treat*  nn  thus: 

Speaks  to  ns  with  indifferent  nuld-i. 
And  from  a  distance  looks  at  ns. 

Let  lis  go  boldly,  as  wa  ought, 
Aud  my  to  her.  "  We  are  a  part 

Of  that  supreme  original  Tliougbt 
Whicbdidcor- '-' ^      -..-.- 


rethtuwhal  tboaart: 


Thy  kings:  we  will  write  in  thy  Iwok ; 
Ootiiniand  tbeo  with  our  eyes'" 

She  hath  iiRurfit  ua.  She  should  be 
Our  inoilel ;  but  we  have  breune 

Hrr  miniature- pain  ten.  So  wlirn  we 
Entreat  her  loftly,  she  is  dumb. 


We  ransack  HiWorr's  tsttermi  page : 

We  prate  of  epoch  and  iiwtuiiie: 
Call  this,  and  that,  the  Cbuuic  A|te'. 

Chooue  tnuii-Dow,  now  helm  and  ]i1ume: 

But  while  ve  halt  in  weak  debate 

Twill  that  and  lhiBappr')printrlhrme, 

The  offended  wild-liowrra  slare  and  wail. 

The  bird  hoota  at  ui  fmui  the  atintiu. 

Next,  as  to  Uwa.  What 's  lieanUrnl 
We  recogniis  in  form  and  tare : 

And  judge  it  thuii,  and  Ihus,  by  rule. 
As  perfeol  law  brings  perfect  graee : 

If  through  the  effect  w 

Dissect,  divide,  anst 
Results  are  lost  in  Inalhsoni*  laws. 

And  all  the  anrient  Iwauiy  dirii 

Till  we.  instead  of  bloom  and  light. 
See  only  sinews,  nerrea,  and  rrina  ( 

Sor  will  the  effect  sod  can*  tiniU. 
For  one  li  lost  IT  one  eeroain* : 
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But  from  some  higher  point  behold 
This  dense,  perplexing  complication ; 

And  laws  involved  in  laws  unfold, 
And  orb  into  thy  contemplation. 

Ood,  when  he  made  the  seed,  conceived 
The  flower ;  and  all  the  work  of  sun 

And  rain,  before  the  stem  was  leaved, 
In  that  prenatal  thought  was  done ; 

The  girl  who  twines  in  her  soft  hair 
The  orange-Hower,  with  love's  devotion, 

By  the  mere  act  of  being  fair 
Sets  countless  laws  of  life  in  motion ; 

So  thou,  by  one  thought  thoroughly  great, 
Shalt^  without  heed  thereto,  fultil 

All  laws  of  art.     Create !  create ! 
Dissection  leaves  the  dead  dead  still. 

Bum  catalogues.    Write  thine  own  books. 

What  need  to  pore  o'erGreece  and  Rome? 
When  whoso  thi-ough  his  own  life  looks 

Shall  find  that  he  is  fully  come, 

Through  Greece  and  Rome,  and  Middle 
Age: 

Hath  been  by  turns,  ere  yet  full-grown. 
Soldier,  and  Senator,  and  Sage, 

And  woni  the  tunic  and  the  gown. 

Cut  the  world  thoroughly  to  the  heart. 

The  sweet  and  bitter  kernel  crack. 
Have  no  half-dealings  with  thine  art. 

All  heaven  is  waiting :  turn  not  back. 

If  all  the  world  for  thee  and  me 
One  Bolitary  shape  possessed. 

What  shall  I  say  ?  a  single  tree. 
Whereby  to  type  and  hint  the  rest, 

And  I  could  imitate  the  bark 

And  foliage,  both  in  fomi  and  hue. 

Or  silvery-graj%  or  brown  and  dark. 
Or  rough  with  moss,  or  wet  with  dew, 

But  thou,  with  one  form  in  thine  eye, 
Couldst  penetrate  all  forms :  possess 

The  soul  o\  form  :  and  multiply 
A  million  like  it,  more  or  less, — 

Which  were  the  Artist  of  us  twain  ? 

The  moral 's  clear  to  understand. 
Where'er  we  walk,  by  hill  or  plain. 

Is  there  no  mystery  on  the  land  ? 


The  osiered,  oozy  water,  niffled 

By  fluttering  swifts  that  dip  and  wink : 

Deep  cattle  in  the  cowslips  muffled, 
Or  lazy-eyed  upon  the  brink : 

Or,  when — a  scroll  of  stars — the  night 
(By  God  withdrawn)  is  rolled  away, 

The  silent  sun,  on  some  cold  height. 
Breaking  the  great  seal  of  the  day : 

Are  these  not  words  more  rich  than  ours! 

O,  seize  their  import  if  you  can ! 
Our  souls  are  parehed  uke   withering 
flowers. 

Our  knowledge  endd  where  it  began. 

While  yet  about  us  fall  God's  dews, 
And  whisper  secrets  o'er  the  earth 

Worth  all  the  weary  years  we  lose 
In  learning  legends  of  our  birth. 

Arise,  0  Artist  I  and  restore 
Their  music  to  the  moaning  winds 

Love's  broken  pearls  to  life's  bare  shore. 
And  freshness  to  our  fainting  minds. 


AME  WHITNEY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

BERTHA. 

The  leaves  have  fallen  from  the  trees ; 
For  under  them  grew  the  buds  of  May, 
And  such  is  Nature's  constant  wav ; 

Let  us  accept  the  work  of  her  hand. 
Still,  if  the  wmds  sweep  bare  the  height. 
Something  is  left  for  hearts*  delight. 

Let  us  but  know  and  understand. 

Berthalooked  down  from  the  rooky  cliff, 
Whose  feel  the  tender  foam-wreaths  kist. 
Toward  the  outer  circle  of  mist 

That  hedged  the  old  and  wonderful  sea. 
Below  her,  as  if  with  endless  hope. 
Up  the  beach's  marbled  slope. 

The  waters  clomb  eternallv. 

Many  a  long-bleached  sail  in  sight 
Hovered  awhile,  then  flitted  away. 
Beyond  the  opening  of  the  Iwiy ; 

Fair  Bertha  entered  her  cottage  late : 
''He  does  not  come," she  said,  and  smiled, 


J.   H.   PERKINS. 
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"But  the  shore  is  dark,  and  the  sea  is  wild. 
And,  dearest  father,  we  still  must  wait." 

She  hastened  to  her  inner  room, 
And  silently  mused  there  alone ; 
•*  Three  springs  have  come,  three  winters 
gone. 

And  still  we  wait  from  hour  to  hour; 
But  earth  waits  long  for  her  harvest- time, 
And  the  aloe,  in  the  northern  clime. 

Waits  an  hundred  years  for  its  flower. 

"Under  the  apple-boughs  as  I  sit 
In  May-time,  when  the  robin's  song 
Thrills  the  odorous  winds  along. 

The  innermost  heaven  seems  to  ope ; 
I  think,  though  the  old  joys  pass  from 

sight. 
Still  something  is  left  for  hearts*  delight. 

For  life  is  endless,  and  so  is  hope. 

"If  the  aloe  waits  an  hundred  years, 
And  God's  times  are  so  long  indeed 
For  simple  things,  as  flower  and  weed. 

That  gather  only  the  light  and  ffloom. 

For  what  great  treasures  of  joy  and  dole. 

Of  life  and  death,  perchance,  must  the 

soul. 

Ere  it  flower  in  heavenly  peace,  find 

room? 

"I  see  that  all  things  wait  in  trust. 
As  feeling  afar  God's  distant  ends, 
An<l  unto  every  creature  he  sends 

That  measure  of  good  that  fills  its  scope ; 
The  marmot  enters  the  stiffening  mould. 
And  the  worm  its  dark  sepulchral  fold. 

To  hide  there  with  its  beautiful  hope." 

Still  Bertha  waited  on  the  clifT, 
To  catch  the  gleam  of  a  coming  sail, 
And  the  distant  whisper  of  the  gale, 

Winging  the  unforgotten  home ; 
And  hope  at  her  yearning  heart  would 

knock, 
When  a  sunbeam  on  a  far-off  rock 

Married  a  wreath  of  wandering  foam. 

Was  it  well?  you  ask — (nay,  was  it 
ill?)— 
Who  sat  Ust  year  bv  the  old  man's  hearth ; 
The  sun  had  passea  below  the  earth, 
And  the  first  star  locked  its  western 
«*te, 
When  Bertha  entered  hisdtrkeninghome, 
And  smiling  said,  "He  does  not  come, 
Bat,  dcuttt  father,  we  still  can  wait !  '* 


J.  H.  PERKINS. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  UPRIGHT  SOUL. 

Late  to  our  town  there  came  a  maid, 
A  noble  woman,  true  and  pure. 

Who,  in  the  little  while  she  stayed. 
Wrought  works  that  shall  endure. 

It  was  not  anything  she  said,  — 
It  was  not  anything  she  did : 

It  was  the  movement  of  her  head, 
The  Ufting  of  her  lid. 

Her  little  motions  when  she  spoke. 
The  presence  of  an  upright  soul. 

The  living  light  that  from  her  broke, 
It  was  the  perfect  whole  : 

• 

We  saw  it  in  her  floating  hair, 
We  saw  it  in  her  laughing  eye ; 

For  every  look  and  feature  tiiere 
Wrought  works  that  cannot  die. 

For  she  to  many  spirits  gave 
A  reverence  for  the  true,  the  pure. 

The  perfect,  that  has  power  to  save. 
And  make  the  doubting  sure. 

She  passed,  she  went  to  other  lands. 
She  knew  not  of  the  work  she  did  ; 

The  wondrous  product  of  her  hauda 
From  her  is  ever  hid. 

Forever,  did  I  say  ?    O,  no ! 

The  time  must  come  when  she  will  look 
Upon  her  pilgrimagp  below. 

And  fina  it  in  God's  book. 

That,  as  she  trod  her  path  aright. 
Power  from  her  very  garments  stole ; 

For  such  is  the  mysterious  might 
God  grants  the  upright  soul. 

A  deed,  a  word,  our  careless  rest, 
A  simple  thought,  a  common  feeling, 

If  He  be  present  in  the  breast. 
Has  from  him  powers  of  healing. 

Go,  maiden,  with  thy  golden  tresses. 
Thine  azure  eve  and  changing  cheek. 

Go,  and  forget  the  one  who  blesses 
Thy  presence  through  the  week. 
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Fomt  him :  he  will  not  fomt» 
&t  strire  to  liTe  and  tasnfy 

ThT  goodnetH,  when  earth'!  ton  htt  set, 
JL3l  Time  itself  rolled  by. 


GSOfiaE  HACDONALD. 

O  JJjmm  ATOMT  THB  HILEil 

0  LAMiB  ayont  the  hill ! 
Come  ower  the  tap  o'  the  hQl, 
Or  roan'  the  nenk  o'  the  hill, 
For  I  want  ye  aair  the  nieht. 

1  'm  needin'  ye  aur  the  nicht, 
For  I  'm  tired  and  iiok  o'  myael*, 

A  bodv's  ael'  'a  the  Mureat  weieht*— 

0  laane,  come  ower  the  hill  I 

Gin  a  body  oonld  be  a  thocht  o*  gniee, 
And  no  a  ael'  ava ! 

1  'm  sick  o'  my  held,  and  my  ban's  and 

my  face, 
An'  my  thochts  and  mysel*  and  a' ; 
I  'm  sick  o'  the  warl'  and  a' ; 
The  licht  gangs  by  wi*  a  hiss ; 
For  thro'  my  een  the  sunbeams  fa', 
But  my  weary  heart  they  miss. 

0  lo-sMie  ayont  the  hill ! 
Come  ower  the  tap  o'  the  hill. 
Or  roun'  the  neuk  o'  the  hill ; 
Hidena  ayont  the  hill ! 

For  gin  ance  I  saw  yer  bonnio  beid, 

And  the  sunlicht  o'  yer  hair, 

The  gbaist  o*  mysel*  wad  fa*  doun  deid ; 

1  wad  l)e  mysol'  nae  mair. 
1  wad  be  mysel'  nae  mair. 
Filled  o'  the  sole  remeid ; 

Slain  bv  the  arrows  o'  licbt  frae  yer  hair. 
Killed  by  yer  bo<ly  and  held. 

0  lashie  ayont  the  bill,  etc. 

But  gin  ye  lo'ed  me  ever  sae  sma', 
For  the  sake  o*  mv  bonnie  dame, 
Whan  I  cam'  to  life,  as  she  gaed  awa', 

1  could  bide  my  body  and  name, 

I  micht  biile  by  mysel'  the  weury  same ; 

Aye  setting  up  its  heid 

Till  I  turn  frae  the  claes  that  cover  my 

frame. 
As  gin  they  war  roun*  the  deid. 
0  lassie  ayont  the  hill,  etc. 


Bot  sin  ye  lo'ed  ma  w  I  lo'e  job, 

1  ma  ring  my  tin  deid  knell; 

MyaeT  wed  TUiiali.  ahot  thioii|^  ad 

thnMi^ 
Wi'  the  abine  o'  yer  annny  ael', 
By  the  licht  aneath  yer  hroob 
I  wad  dee  to  myael',  and  ring  my  bdl. 
And  only  live  in  yoo. 

Olaade  ayont  the  hill  I 
Come  ower  the  tap  o'  the  hfll. 
Or  roun'  the  neok  o'  the  hill. 
For  I  want  ye  «ir  the  nicht. 
1  'm  needin'  ye  aair  the  nicht, 
For  I  'm  tired  and  aiok  o'  myaeV, 
A  bodv'a  ael'  'a  the  aairaet  weicht,— 

Olaane.  eome  ower  the  hilll 


Mt  child  it  Ijring  on  my  knees; 
The  sifina  of  heaven  ahe  reads; 
My  face  is  all  the  heaven  ahe  sees, 

la  all  the  heaven  ahe  needs. 

And  she  is  well,  yea,  bathed  in  bliss, 
If  heaven  is  in  my  face, — 

Behind  it  is  all  tenderness 
And  truthfulness  and  grace. 

I  mean  her  well  so  earnestly, 
Unchanged  in  changing  mood; 

My  life  would  go  without  a  sigh 
To  bring  her  something  good. 

I  also  am  a  child,  and  I 

Am  ignorant  and  weak ; 
I  gaze  upon  the  starry  sky. 

And  tnen  I  must  not  speak ; 

For  all  behind  the  starrv  sky, 
Behind  the  worbl  so  (>road, 

Behind  men's  hearts  and  souls  doth  lit 
The  Infiuite  of  Go<L 

Ay,  trae  to  her,  though  troubled  sorCi 

I  cannot  choose  but  l>e : 
Thou  who  art  peace  forevermore 

Art  very  true  to  me. 

If  I  am  low  and  sinful,  bring 
More  love  where  need  ia  rife ; 

T?Mu  knowest  what  an  awfid  thing 
It  ia  to  be  a  life. 
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Hafct  thou  not  wisdom  to  enwrap 
My  waywHrdness  about, 

In  doubting  safety  on  the  lap 
Of  Love  that  knows  no  doubt? 

Lo !  Lord,  I  sit  in  thy  wide  space, 
Mr  child  upon  my  knee ; 

She  looketh  up  into  my  face, 
And  1  look  up  to  thee. 


ELIZA  SPROAT  TURNER. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

AN  ANGEL'S  VISIT. 

Srk  stood  in  the  harvest-field  at  noon, 
And  sang  aloud  for  the  joy  of  living. 

She  said :  "T  is  the  sun  that  I  drink  like 
wine. 
To  my  heart  this  gladness  giving.** 

Bank  upon  rank  the  wheat  fell  slain ; 

The  reapers  ceased.     '*Tis  sure  the 
splendor 
Of  sloping  sunset  light  that  thrills 

My  oreast  with  a  oliss  so  tender.'* 

Up  and  up  the  blazing  hills 

Climbed  the    night  from  the  misty 
meadows. 
"Can  they  be  stars,  or  living  eyes 

That  bend  on  me  from  the  shadows?" 

"Greeting  !**  "And  may  you  speak,  in- 
deed?" 

All  in  the  dark  her  sense  grew  clearer ; 
She  knew  that  she  had,  for  company,     , 

All  day  an  ang^  near  her. 

"May  you  tell  us  of  the  life  divine. 
To  us  unknown,  to  angels  given?'* 

"Count  me  your  earthly  joys,  and  I 
May  teach  you  those  of  heaven.** 

"They  aay  the  pleasures  of  earth  are  vain ; 

Delusions  aU,  to  lure  from  duty ; 
But  while  God  hangs  his  bow  in  tne  rain, 

Can  I  help  my  joy  in  beauty  ? 


•« 


And  while  he  <|iiickens  tbeair  with  song, 
Hy  breaths  with  acentt  my  fruits  witn 
flavor. 


Will  he,  dear  angel,  count  as  sin 
My  life  in  sound  and  savor? 

"See,  at  our  feet  the  glow-worm  shines, 
Lo !  in  the  east  a  star  arises ; 

And  thought  may  climb  from  worm  to 
world 
Forever  through  fresh  surprises : 

"And  thought  is  joy.  .  .  .  And,  hark! 
in  the  vale 
Music,  and  merry  steps  pursuing ; 
They  leap  in  the  dance,  —  a  soul  in  my 
blood 
Cries  out.  Awake,  be  doing ! 

"Action  is  joy ;  or  power  at  play. 
Or  power  at  work  in  world  or  emprises : 

Action  is  life ;  part  from  the  deed. 
More  from  the  doing  rises.'* 

'  *  And  are  these  all  ?  '*    She  flushed  in  the 
dark. 

"These  are  not  all.     I  have  a  lover; 
At  sound  ot'his  voice,  at  touch  of  his  hand. 

The  cup  of  my  life  runs  over. 

"Once,    unknowing,    we    looked    and 
neared. 
And  doubted,  and  neared,  and  rested 
never. 
Till  life  seized  life,  as  flame  meets  flame. 
To  escape  no  more  forever. 

"Lover  and  husband ;  then  was  love 
The  wine  of  my  life,  all  life  enhancing : 

Now 't  is  my  bread,  too  needful  and  sweet 
To  be  kept  for  feast-day  chancing. 

*  *  I  have  a  child.  **    She  seemed  to  change ; 
The  deep  content  of  some  brooding 
creature 
Looked  from  her  eyes.     "0,  sweet  and 
strange ! 
Angel,  be  thou  my  teacher: 

"  When  He  made  us  one  in  a  babe. 
Was  it  for  joy,  or  sorest  proving? 

For  now  1  fear  no  heaven  could  win 
Our  hearts  from  earthly  loving. 

"I  have  a  friend.     Howso  I  err, 
I  see  her  uplifting  love  bend  o*er  me; 

Howso  1  climb  to  my  bent,  I  know 
Her  foot  will  be  there  before  me. 
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"HowBo  purtad,  we  mart  be  ni^ 
Held  by  old  yean  of  eTery  weeiher ; 

The  best  new  love  would  be  leas  thui  onn 
Who  hare  lived  our  lives  together. 

"Kow,  lert  forever  I  fkil  to  see 
Bight  dcies,  through  doads  so  hd^t 
and  tender, 

Show  me  true  jov. "    The  angel'a  smile 
lit  all  the  mgbX  with  splendor. 

"Save  that  to  Love  and  Learn  and  Do 
In  wondrous  measuro  to  us  is  given; 

Save  that  we  see  the  face  of  God,  ■ 
Ton  have  named  the  joys  of  heavaL** 


CHRISTINA  E088ETTL 


AITEB  DXATH. 

The  curtains  were  half  drawn,  the  floor 
was  swept 
And  strewn  with  rushes ;  rosemary  and 

may 
Lay  thick  upon  the  bed  on  which  I  lay, 
Where  through  the  lattice  ivy-shadows 

crept 
He  leaned  above  me,  thinking  that  I  slept. 
And  could  not  hear  him ;  but  1  heard 

hiui  say, 
"Poor  child!  poor  child!"  and  as  he 
turned  away. 
Came  a  deep  silence,  and  I  knew  he  wept. 
He  did  not  touch  the  shroud,  or  raise 
the  fold 
That  hid  my  face,  or  take  my  hand  in  his. 
Or  ruffle  the  smooth  pillows  for  my  head. 
He  did  not  love  me  living :  but  once 
dead 
He  pitied  me ;  an<l  very  sweet  it  is 
To  know  he  still  is  warm,  though  I  am 
cold. 


WEARY. 

I  wotTLD  have  gone ;  God  bade  me  stay: 
I  would  have  worked;  God  bade  me 
rest. 
He  broke  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
He  read  my  yearnings  unexpressed, 
Ana  said  me  nay. 


Now  I  woold  stay;  God  bids  me  go: 
Now  I  woold  rest;  God  bids  me  woik. 

He  breaks  my  heart  tossed  to  and  ho; 
Ky  sonl  is  wmng  with  doubts  tbst  luk 
And  vex  it  so! 

I  go»  Lord,  where  thoa  sendert  me; 

Day  after  day  I  plod  and  moil; 
Bat,  Chrirt  my  Lord,  when  will  it  be 

That  I  may  let  alone  my  t(41 
And  rest  with  theef 


DOBA  GBEENWELL 


TBB  BUJMFLOWXK. 

Till  the  slow  dayli^t  pale, 
A  willing  slave,  htt  bound  to  one  abof<a^ 
I  wait;  ne  seems  to  speed,  and  change 
and  fail ; 

I  know  he  will  not  move. 

I  lift  my  golden  orb 
To  his,  unsmitten  when  the  roses  die. 
And  in  my  broad  and  burning  disk  ab- 
sorb 

The  splendors  of  his  eye. 

His  eye  is  like  a  clear 
Keen  flame  that  searches  through  me;  I 

must  droop 
Upon  my  stalk,  I  cannot  reach  his  sphere ; 

To  mine  he  cannot  stoop. 

I  win  not  my  de^re. 
And  yet  I  fail  not  of  m v  guerdon ;  lo ! 
A  thousand  flickering  dEurts  and  tongaes 
of  fire 

Around  me  spread  and  glow ; 

All  rayed  and  crowned,  I  miss 
No  queenly  state  until  the  summer  wane^ 
The  nours  flit  by;  none  knoweth  of  my 
bliss. 

And  none  has  guessed  my  pain ; 

I  follow  one  above, 
I  track  the  shadow  of  his  steps,  I  grow 
Most  like  to  him  I  love 

Of  all  that  shines  below. 
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When  I  have  said  my  <^niet  say, 
When  I  have  sung  my  little  song, 
How  sweetly,  sweetly  dies  the  day 
The  valley  and  the  hill  along ; 
How  sweet  the  summons,  **Come  away," 
That  calls  me  from  the  busy  throng ! 

I  thought  beside  the  water's  flow 
Awhile  to  lie  beneath  the  leaves, 
I  thought  in  Autumn's  harvest  glow 
To  rest  my  head  upon  the  sheaves ; 
But,  lo !  methinks  the  day  was  brief 
And  cloudy ;  flower,  nor  fruit,  nor  leaf 
I  bring,  and  yet  accepted,  free, 
And  blest,  my  Lord,  1  come  to  thee. 

What  matter  now  for  promise  lost. 
Through  blast  of  spring  or  summer  rains ! 
What  matter  now  for  purpose  crost. 
For  broken  hones  and  wasted  pains ; 
What  if  the  olive  little  yields. 
What  if  the  grape  be  blighted  ?    Thine 
The  com  u])on  a  thousand  fields. 
Upon  a  thousand  hills  the  vine. 

Thou  lovest  still  the  poor ;  0,  blest 
In  poverty  beloved  to  be ! 
Less  lowly  is  my  choice  confessed, 
I  love  the  rich  in  loving  Thee ! 
Mv  spirit  bare  before  thee  stands, 
I  bring  no  gift,  I  ask  no  sign, 
1  come  to  tnee  with  empty  hands. 
The  surer  to  be  filled  from  thine ! 


ELIZABETH  H.  WHITTIEB. 

IV.  8.    A.,    l8l6-  1848.] 

CHARTTT. 

The  pilgrim  and  stranger,  who,  through 

the  day. 
Holds  over  the  desert  his  trackless  way. 
Where  the  terrible  sands  no  shade  have 

known, 
Ko  s^nd  of  life  save  his  camel's  moan, 
Heail,  at   last,  through  the  mercy  of 

Allah  to  all. 
From  his  tent-door,  at  evening,  the  Bed- 
ouin's call : 
•  *  Whoever  thou  art,  whose  nee<l  i  s  great. 
In  the  name  of  God,  the  Comjtassionnte 
And  Merciful  One,  for  thee  i  wait !"     I 


For  gifts,  in  his  name,  of  food  and  rest, 
The  tents  of  Islam  of  God  are  blest. 
Thou,  who  hast  faith  in  the  Christ  above, 
Shall  the  Koran  teach  thee  the  Law  of 

Love? 
0  Christian ! — open  thy  heart  and  door, — 
Cry,  east  and  west,  to  the   wandering 
poor, — 
*  *  Whoever  thou  art,  whose  neetl  is  great. 
In  the  name  of  Christ,  the  Compas- 
sionate 
And  Merciful  One,  for  thee  I  wait! 


n 


THE  MEETINO  WATEB& 

Close  beside  the  meeting  waters. 
Long  I  stood  as  in  a  dream. 

Watching  how  the  little  river 
Fell  into  the  broader  stream. 

Calm  and  still  the  mingled  current 
Glided  to  the  waiting  sea ; 

On  its  breast  serenely  pictured 
Floating  cloud  and  skirting  tree. 

And  I  thought,  **0  human  spirit! 

Strong  and  deep  and  pure  and  blest. 
Let  the  stn»ani  of  my  existence 

Blend  with  thine,  and  find  its  rest  !'* 

I  could  die  as  dies  the  river. 
In  that  current  deep  and  wide ; 

I  would  live  as  live  its  waters. 
Flashing  from  a  stronger  tide ! 


UNKNOAO. 


WHEN  THE  GRASS  SHALL  COVER  ME. 

When  the  grass  shall  cover  me. 
Head  to  foot  where  I  am  lying ; 
When  not  any  wind  that  blows. 
Summer  bloom  or  winter  snows. 
Shall  awake  me  to  your  sighing : 
Close  alK)ve  me  as  you  puss, 
You  will  say,  *'How  kind  she  was," 
You  will  say,  "How  true  she  was," 
When  the  grass  grows  over  me. 

When  the  grass  shall  cover  me, 
Holden  close  to  eartli's  warm  Iwsom ; 
While  I  lauffli,  or  wecp,or  sing, 
Nevermore  for  anything 


274 


SONGS  OF  THKEE  CENTUBIES. 


You  will  find  in  blade  and  blossom, 
Sweet  small  voices,  odorous, 
Tender  pleaders  of  my  cause. 
That  shall  speak  me  as  I  was,  — 

When  the  gi-ass  grows  over  me. 

When  the  grass  shall  cover  me ! 
Ah,  beloved  in  my  sorrow, 

Very  patient  can  I  wait ; 

Knowitag  that  or  soon  or  late, 
There  will  dawn  a  clearer  morrow : 

When  your  heart  will  moan,  "Alas, 

Now  I  know  how  true  she  was ; 

Now  1  know  how  dear  she  was," — 
When  the  grass  grows  over  me. 


UNKNOWN. 

AGAIN. 

0,  swERT  and  fair !    O,  rich  and  rare ! 

That  day  so  long  ago. 
The  autumn  sunshine  everj'where. 

The  heather  all  aglow, 
The  ferns  were  clad  in  cloth  of  gold. 

The  waves  sang  on  the  shore. 
Such  suns  will  shine,  such  waves  will  sing 

Forever  evermore. 

0,  fit  and  few  !     0,  tried  and  true  I 

The  friends  who  met  that  day. 
Each  one  the  other's  spirit  knew. 

And  so  in  earnest  play 
The  hours  flew  past,  until  at  last 

The  twilight  kissed  the  shore. 
AVe  said,  "Such  days  shall  come  again 

Forever  evermore." 

One  day  again,  no  cloud  of  pain 

A  shadow  o'er  us  cast ; 
And  yet  we  strove  in  vain,  in  vain, 

To  conjure  up  the  past ; 
Like,  hut  unlike,  — the  sun  that  shone, 

The  waves  that  beat  the  shore. 
The  words  we  said,  the  songs  we  sung. 

Like,  —  unlike,  — evermore. 

For  ghosts  unseen  crept  in  between. 

And,  when  our  songs  flowed  free. 
Sang  discords  in  an  undertone, 

And  marred  our  hannony. 
*'The  past  is  ours,  not  yours,"  they  said: 

**The  waves  that  beat  the  shore, 
Though  like  the  Siime,  are  not  the  same, 

0,  never,  never  more  1 " 


LUCY  LARCOM. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

A  STRIP  OF  BLX7E. 

I  DO  not  own  an  inch  of  land. 

But  all  I  see  is  mine,  — 
The  orchard  and  the  mowing-fields, 

The  lawns  and  gardens  fine. 
The  winds  my  tax-collectors  are. 

They  bring  me  tithes  divine,  — 
Wild  scents  and  subtle  essences, 

A  tribute  rare  and  free : 
And  more  magnificent  than  all. 

My  window  keens  for  me 
A  glimpse  of  blue  immensity,  — 

A  little  strip  of  sea. 

Richer  am  I  than  he  who  owns 

Great  fleets  and  argosies ; 
I  have  a  share  in  every  ship 

Won  by  the  inland  breeze 
To  loiter  on  yon  airy  road 

Above  the  apple-trees. 
I  freight  them  with  my  untold  dreams, 

Each  bears  my  own  picked  crew ; 
And  nobler  cai^oes  wait  for  them 

Than  ever  India  knew,  — 
My  ships  that  sail  intx)  the  East 

Across  that  outlet  blue. 

Sometimes  they  seem  like  li\'ing shapes,  -- 

The  people  of  the  sky,  — 
Guests  in  white  raiment  coming  down 

From  Heaven,  which  is  closi*  by : 
I  call  them  by  familiar  names. 

As  one  by  one  draws  nigh, 
So  white,  so  light,  so  spirit-like. 

From  violet  mists  they  bloom ! 
The  aching  wastes  of  the  unknown 

Are  half  n'claimed  from  gloom, 
Since  on  life's  hospitable  sea 

All  souls  find  sailing-room. 

The  ocean  grows  a  weariness 

With  nothing  else  in  sight ; 
Its  east  and  west,  its  north  and  sonth, 

Spread  out  from  mom  to  ni^ht : 
We  miss  the  warm,  caressing  snore. 

Its  brooding  shade  and  light 
A  part  is  greater  than  the  whole ; 

By  hints  are  mysteries  told; 
The  fringes  of  eternity,  — 

God's  sweeping  garment-fold. 
In  that  bright  shred  of  glimmering  sea, 

I  reach  oat  for,  and  hold. 


LUCY  LABCOM. 
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The  mils,  like  flakes  of  roseate  pearl. 

Float  iu  upon  the  mist ; 
The  waves  are  broken  precioos  stones,  — 

Sapphire  and  amethyst, 
Washed  from  celestial  ba»ement  walls 

By  suns  unsetting  kissed. 
Out  through  the  utmost  gates  of  space. 

Past  where  the  gay  stars  drift, 
To  the  widening  Infinite,  my  soul 

Glides  on,  a  vessel  swift ; 
Yet  loses  not  her  anchorage 
'  In  yonder  azure  rift. 

Here  sit  I,  as  a  little  child : 

The  threshold  of  God's  door 
Is  that  clear  band  of  chrysoprase ; 

Now  the  vast  temple  floor, 
The  blinding  glory  of  the  dom« 

1  bow  my  head  before  : 
The  universe,  O  God,  is  home. 

In  height  or  depth,  to  me; 
Yet  here  upon  thy  footstool  green 

Content  am  1  to  be ; 
Glad,  when  is  oi)eneil  to  my  need 

Some  sea-like  glimpse  of  thee. 


BY  THE  FIBSSIDE. 

What  is  it  fades  and  flickers  in  the  fire. 
Hatters  and  sighs,  and  yields  reluctant 
breath, 
As  if  in  the  red  embers  some  desire. 
Some  word  prophetic  burned,  defying 
death? 

Lords  of  the  forests,  stalwart  oak  and  pine. 
Lie  down  for  us  in  flames  of  mart}T- 
dom  : 
A  human,  household  warmth,  theirdeath- 
fires  shine ; 
Yet  fragrant  with  high  memories  they 
come; 

Bringing  the  mountain-winds  that  in 
their  boughs 
Sang  of  the  torrent,  and  the  plashy 
edge 
Of  storm-swept  lakes;  and  echoes  that 
arouse 
The  eagles  from  a  splintered  eyrie- 
let^; 

And  breath  of  riolets  sweet  about  their 
roots; 
And  earthy  odors  of  the  moss  and  fern ; 


And  hum  of  rivulets ;  smell  of  ripening 
fruits; 
And  green  leaves  that  to  gold  and 
crimson  turn. 

What  clear  Septembers  fade  out  in  a 
spark! 
What  rare  Octobers  drop  with  every 
coal! 
Within  these   costly  ashes,  dumb  and 
dark, 
Are  hid  spring's  budding  hope,  and 
summer's  souL 

Pictures  far  lovelier  smoulder  in  the  fire. 
Virions  of  friends  who  walked  among 
these  trees, 
Whose  presence,  lik6  the  free  air,  could 
inspire 
A  winged  life  and  boundless    sym- 
|>athies. 

Eyes  with  a  glow  like  that  in  the  brown 
beech, 
When    sunset    through    its    autumn 
beauty  shines ; 
Or  the  blue  gentian's  look  of  silent  speech. 
To  heaven  appealing  as  earth's  light 
declines; 

Voices  and  steps  forever  fled  away 
From  the  familiar  glens,  the  haunted 
hills,  — 
Most  pitiful  and  strange  it  is  to  stay 
Without  you  in  a  world  your  lost  love 
fills. 

Do  you  forget  us,  —  under  E^en  trees, 
Or  in  full  sunshine  on  the  hills  of 
God,— 
Who  miss  you  from  the  shadow  and  the 
breeze, 
And  tints  and  perfumes  of  the  wood- 
land sod? 

Dear  for  your  sake  the  fireside  where  we 
sit 
Watching  these  sad,  bright  pictures 
come  and  go 
That  waning  years  are  with  your  memory 
lit. 
Is  the  one  lonely  comfort  that  we  know. 

Is  it  all  memory  ?  Ix),  these  forest-boughs 
Burst  on  the  hearth  into   fresh   leaf 
and  bloom ; 
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Wsft  a  vwie,  far-off  swet^tneaa  thrmigli  UNK] 


B  vastie,  rsr-u 

tLr>h0UM:, 

Anil    ijive  oloaa   w«lU  tbe  hilUda'i 

titmlUiiig'nxini. 


0  MtintMl  aoiilii.  mthiD  vou  sMll  u  nureed 
For  ua  « lUme  not  Ted  b;  inartil  brotli ! 

L'nswD,  ye  bring  to  ua,  who  lore  and 

W«fts  from  llie  heaTPnly  hills,  immor- 
Ul  uir; 
do    n>>oil    iMn    quench    your    heiutti' 
w.muh.orMb8tB: 
Ye  »P(i  our  (flsiiDBffl,  hare  and  every- 

CUARI^TTE  P.  HAWBB. 

[U,    S.    A-l 

DOWN  THK  8L0F8. 

Wiro  k..o»cth  lifi-  hut  .lupalions  .Icatb 
With  gui.'S^un^  nf  tliut  iliiniupr  ilny 
WbeQ  one  in  Hlowly  liH  from  clay 
On  winged  breath  I 

_  jt  man  advencra;  Tir  and  high 
His  Torcei  lly  with  lightninj;  stroke : 
Till,  warn  with  yeora,  hia  visor  broke, 
He  mm>  to  die  : 

■When  lo  ■  hB  finds  it  Mill  a  life ; 


And  all  day  FoUawiDg  TriendlT  feet 
Thnt  tewl  un  brarely  tu  the  light, 
'  I    an«    wnlki    downward,  strong  and 

The  ^n'lcil  street,— 

And  fuels  earth's  benedictiona  wide, 

n  fan'M,  lake,  or  town ; 
Nor  marks  tbe  slojie,  — lie  going  dowt 
■"'- niMtside. 

0,  Innntroiia  naturet  everynhere ! 

FercliiincH  at  leii»t  one  nred  not  fear 
A  ehangi-  to  crow  fnini  your  love  here 
To  God'a  lore  there. 


^ 


THX  XWO  WORLDS. 

Two  worliU  thnn  uv.     To  one  our  <yiit 

WhoM  nia^e  Jon  w>  AaU  not  ww  a^n : 
Bright  huu  of  moming  veiU  iu  glim- 
mering ihons 
AU,  tinly  bn«lhni  wc  them 
Inl     ■ 


Tbe  lover  there  drank  her  delicionabreatil 
Wha«e  love  baa  yielded  once  to  ehai^ 
or  death ; 
The  mother  kuned  her  child  whoM 

Alas  1  too  soon  hnre  Red 

The  irreclaimable  dead : 

Wc  see  tbem — riai 

the 


ThetnPrr}'  song  aoiae  rnaidon  nseiltoaing 
Tbe  hromi,  brown  hnir  that  ouce  wu 
wont  to  cling 
To  tomplea  long  c!a j-cold :  to  the  terj 

They  strike  our  wmry  htarta 

From    that    long    faded   Uud,-'tbB 
realm  of 
Nevermore. 

ll  b  perpetual  summer  tbere.     But  hers 
Sadly  we  muy  reraember  rirei^  clrar, 
And  harebclU  quivering  on  the  mead- 
ow-floor. 
For  brighter  bella  and  bluer. 
For  teniterer  hearts  and  tmer. 
rea]i1e  that  happy  land — the  realm  of 


Upon  the  frontier  of 

We,  pilgrims  of  etan 

What  realm  lies  fe 


1  the  frontier  of  thU  shadoBrT  land 

f  eternal  sorrow,  tbuid  : 

I  forward,  with  itabap- 

Or  fotesta  green  and  deep. 

Of  valleys  husherl  in  aieen. 

And  lakes  moat  peaceful  I    T  is  the 

Evermon. 
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Very  far  off  its  marble  cities  seem,  — 
Very  far  off —  beyond  our  sensual  dream — 
its  woods,  unruffled  by  the  wild  winds' 
roar: 
Yet  does  the  turbulent  surge 
Howl  on  its  very  verge. 
One  moment,  — and  we  breathe  within 
the 
Evermore. 

They  whom  we  loved  and  lost  so  long 

ago, 
Dwell  in  those  cities,  far  from  mortal 

woe, 
Haunt  those   fresh   woodlands,  whence 
sweet  carollings  soar. 
Eternal  peace  have  they : 
God  wipes  their  tears  away : 
They  drink  that  river  of  life  which 
flows  for 
Evermore. 

Thither  wc  hasten  through  these  regions 

dim. 
But  lo !  the  wide  wings  of  the  seraphim 
Shine  in  the  sunset !     On  that  joyous 
shore 
Our  lightened  hearts  shall  know 
The  life  of  long  ago : 
The  sorrow-burdened  past  shall  fade  for 
Evermore. 


ADELINE  D.  T.  WHITNEY. 

[v.   S.   A.] 

SUNLIOHT  AND  STARLIGHT. 

God  sets  some  souls  in  shade,  alone ; 
They  have  no  daylight  of  their  own : 
Only  in  lives  of  happier  ones 
They  see  the  shine  of  distant  suns. 

God  knows.    Content  thee  with  thy  night, 
Thy  greater  heaven  hath  grander  light. 
To-day  is  close;  the  hours  are  small; 
Thou  8it*st  afar,  and  hast  them  all. 

Lose  the  less  joy  that  doth  but  blind ; 
R«nich  forth  a  larger  bli.ss  to  find. 
To-day  is  brief:  the  inclusive  spheres 
Bain  raptures  of  a  thousand  years. 


"I  WILL  ABIDE  IN  THINE  HOUSE." 

Among  so  many,  can  He  care  T 
Can  special  love  be  everywhere  ? 
A  myriad  homes,  — a  myriad  ways,  — 
And  God's  eye  over  every  place. 

Over;  but  m?    The  world  is  full; 
A  grand  omnipotence  must  rule ; 
But  is  there  life  that  doth  abide 
With  mine  own  living,  side  by  side  ? 

So  many,  and  so  wide  abroad : 
Can  any  heart  have  all  of  God  T 
From  the  great  spaces,  vague  and  dim, 
May  one  small  household  gather  Him? 

I  asked :  my  soul  bethought  of  this : — 
In  just  that  very  place  of  his 
Where  He  hath  put  and  keepeth  you, 
God  hath  no  other  thing  to  do ! 


NANCY  A.  W.  PRIEST. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

OVER  THE  RIVER. 

Over  the  river  thev  beckon  to  me,  — 
Loved  ones  who\'e  crossed  to  the  far- 
ther side ; 
The  gleam  of  their  snowy  rolies  I  see. 
But  their  voices  are  drowned  in  the 
rushing  tide. 
There  's  one  with  ringlets  of  sunny  gold. 
And  eyes,  the  reflection  of  heaven's 
own  blue ; 
He  crossed  iu  the  twilight,  gray  and  cold. 
And  the  pale  mist  hid  him  from  mortal 
view. 
We  saw  not  the  angels  who  met  him  there; 
The  gates  of  the  city  we  could  not  see; 
Over  the  river,  over  the  river. 

My  brother  stands  waiting  to  welcome 
me! 

Over  the  river,  the  boatman  pale 

Carrieil  another,  —  the  household  |>ct: 
Herbrown  curls  waved  in  thegentle gale — 

Darling  Minnie !  I  see  her  yet. 
She  crossed  on  her  bosom  her  dimpled 
hands. 
And   fearlessly  entered  the  phantom 
bark; 
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We  witcbad  it  ^ide  firam  the  lilTar  «uidi» 
And  idl  oar  soiuhiiie  grew  itnuiigBly 
duk. 

We  know  she  is  sefe  on  the  (either  side, 
Where  sll  the  nnsomed  andangdsbe; 

Over  the  river,  the  mystic  river, 
My  childhood's  idol  is  waiting  for  me. 

For  none  retnm  from  tlioae  qniet  shores, 
Who  cross  with  the  boatmen  oold  and 
pale; 
We  hear  the  dip  of  the  ffolden  oars, 

And  catch  a  gleam  of  Uie  snowy  sail,— 
And  lo !  they  have  passed  from  oar  yearn- 
ing heart; 
Ihey  crass  the  stream,  and  arsgoiie  for 

•ye; 

We  may  not  imnder  the  veil  apart. 
That  hides  from  our  vision  tlie  gates 
of  day. 
We  only  know  that  their  harks  no  more 
May  sail  with  us  o*er  life's  stormy  sea ; 
Tet  somewhere,  1  know,  on  the  unseen 
shore, 
They  watch,aiidbeckon,and  waitforroe. 

And  I  sit  and  think,  when  the  sauaet*8 
gold. 
Is  flushing  rivor,  and  hill,  and  shore, 
I  shall  on«  ilay  stand  by  the  water  cold. 
And  list  for  the  sound  of  the  boatman's 
oar; 
I  shall  watch  for  a  gleam  of  the  flapping 
sail; 
I  shall  he^r  the  boat  as  it  gains  the 
strand ; 
I  shall  {KISS  from  sight,  with  the  boat- 
man pale. 
To  the  better  shore  of  the  spirit  land ; 
I  shall  know  the  loved  who  have  gone 
before,  — 
And  joyfully  8wt»et  will  the  meeting  be, 
When  over  the  river,  the  peaceful  river, 
The  Angel  of  Death  shall  carry  me. 


ADELAIDE  A.  PROCTER. 


JT7DOE  KOT. 

Judge  not ;  the  workings  of  his  brain 
And  of  his  heart  thou  canst  not  see; 

What  looks  to  thy  dim  eyes  a  stain. 
In  God's  pure  light  may  only  be 


A  soar,  hnw^t  fttm  tone  wdUfNin  ftei^ 
Whera  thou  woaldst  only  frlnt  and  yield. 

The  look,  the  air,  that  ftvte  thy  si^t 

May  he  a  token  diat  bslov 
The  soul  has  cksed  in  deadlr  fl^t 

With  some  infernal  fieiy  foe. 
Whose  glance  would  aooieh  Uij  smiliqg 

grace, 
And  cast  thee  shuddering  on  thy  taoel 

The  fidl  thou  darest  to  despise, — 
May  he  the  angel's  daekened  hand 

Has  suffered  it,  uukt  he  may  rise 
And  take  a  flnner,  surer  stand; 

Or,  trusting  leas  to  earthly  thingi^ 

May  henodSorth  learn  to  use  his  wingi. 

And  judge  none  lost ;  hut  wait  and  see^ 
With  hopeful  pity,  not  disdain; 

The  depth  of  the  abyss  may  he 
The  measure  of  the  hdg&t  of  pain 

And  love  and  glory  that  may  raise 

This  soul  to  God  in  after  days ! 


FRIEND  SORROW. 

Do  not  cheat  thy  heart,  and  tell  her^ 

"Grief  will  pass  away ; 
Hope  for  fairer  times  in  future. 

And  foi^t  to-dav." 
Tell  her,  if  you  will,  that  Sorrow 

Need  not  come  in  vain ; 
Tell  her  that  the  lesson  taught  her 

Far  outweighs  the  pain. 

Cheat  her  not  with  the  old  comfort 

(Soon  she  will  foi^t) ; — 
Bitter  truth,  —  alas !  but  matter 

Rather  for  regret. 
Bid  her  not  seek  other  pleasures^ 

Turn  to  other  things ; 
Rather,  nurse  her  cag^  Sorrow 

Till  the  captive  sings. 

Bid  her  rather  go  forth  bravely. 

And  the  stranger  greet. 
Not  OS  foe,  with  shield  and  buckler. 

But  as  dear  friends  meet. 
Bid  her  with  a  strong  grasp  hold  her 

By  the  duskv  wings, 
And  she  '11  whisper,  low  and  gently. 

Blessings  that  she  brings. 


I  THOMAS   BPCHANAIT  READ. 

TDOMAS  BUCnA-NAN  READ. 


THE  CLOSDfO  SCENE. 

■WtTHIS  hU  «obcr  realm  of  leafleM  trw* 
Tlir  ruurt  year  inhaled  t  h«  drrBm y  air ; 

tiki' Millie  tall  unln-BiK.-r  in  li  in  hDuruliNue, 
WbKn  nil  ihu  6tUs  tre  lying  brown 


-'  8'*5'  'nma  ImkiDg  from  th(^ii  hazy 

}'rr  tlip  dim  watera  viJeoiiig  in  tho 

Soot  dowu  the  nir  a  (treetin;;  tn  the  mills, 
)u  Uiu  dull  thiuiJvr  or  altdruutu  liails. 


All  tiglila  VBTt  mellowol  uid  all  louDds 
»ill<llinl, 
The  hills  EpenuHirartberandUieEtreaina 

A'  in  adreiani  thediitantWDodiimn  hfweil 
Ills  irinlHr  log  with  many  a  muflleil 
bio*. 

The  einhattiRd  foretta,  ereirhilc  armed  in 
gold. 

Tlipirl«nnfra  bright  with  every  martial 

Kdw  hIikmI,  liko  BOtne  ud  brat^a  host  of 
old. 
AViihdiawn  afar  in   Titne't  r«mot<at 


On   ■lnnih'ronii  wingi  the  vulture  held 
his  flight  I 
nikiloTO  MMnw  lirard  ila  sighing  m 


Whinr  f>nt  Uw  Jay,  witbin  the  tlm'a  tall 


And  where  the  oriole  hi 
By  every   light  wind   like 

Where  song  the  noiay  masons  of  the 
The  bu^  awallows  cirelinE  ern 

Forebodim;,  as  the  rustic  mitid  brl 
An    early   harveat   and 


M  ijuniber  from  ita  winga 

To  warn  the  naper  of  the  r<wy  nwt,  — 

All  now  waa  sougleia,  eiiiply,  and  far- 
Alone  from  out  the atobble piped  iheouail, 
And  croaked  the  trow  through  all  tlio 
il  rcimy  gloom ; 
AliineIhR]ihea!uiiit,  dramminKiiilhrvalf, 
Made  echo  tu  the  distant  cottage  loom. 

Then  wn*  no  bud,  no  bloom,  n|>oii  tlie 

The  ijiiders  wove  their  thin  sbrauds 
uii;hl  by  night; 
The  thistle-down,  the  only  ghost  of  Itow- 


Amid  all  tbU,  in  thia  mnsi  dieerlns  air. 
And  where  the  Kooilbine  shed  upon 
the  ]ioivh 
Ila  crimson  leaver  a«  if  the  Tear  stood 

then. 
Finn"  thi'  lloorwith  his  inverted  torch ; 


Plied  the  swift  wheel,  and  with  her  joy- 


She  had  known  Sorrow,  —  be  had  walked 
with  lier, 
Oft  so|i|ml  and  bnAe  th«  hitter  aahen 

And  in  th«  dead  learm  ttlll  h«  heard  the 
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While  }r<t  ho-  cheek  wm  bright  with    I 

Her  councn  mmntoned  and  she  nve 

hertll; 
And  twice  War  bowed  to  her  his  sabte 

plume,  — 
Regave  the  swordu  to  rust 


II  her  wall, 
the  haod 


Eeguvc  the  swords.^but 
that  drev 

And  strttok  for  Liberty  its  djinj  blow. 
Nor  him  who,  lo  his  sire  and  country  true. 

Fell  mid  the  nuiks  of  the  inTading  Toe. 

Long,  hut  not  loud,  tlie  droning  wheel 

Like  the  low  murmur  of  ■  hive  itt  noon ; 
Long,  but  not  loud,  the  memory  of  thegone 
Breslhed  through  her  liiis  a  Bad  uid 
treinolous  tune. 

At  Intt  the  thread  «-as  »iiHji]wd  ;  her  bend 

Life  dropt  llie  ilislAtT  through  hie  hands 

And  loving  aeighbors  suioothed  licr  care- 
ful ahroud, 
WliilB  death  and  winter  closed  the 


JEAN  INGELOW. 


The  old  mayor  climbed  the  belfry  tower. 

The  ringers  ran  by  two,  by  three  ; 
"Pull,  if  ye  never  pulled  before; 

Good  riugori,  pull  yoiirbe9t,"quoth  he. 
"  Play  u]ipe,  play  uppe,  O  Boston  belb  I 
Ply  all  your  changes,  all  your  swells. 
Play  nppo  'The  Brides  of  Enderby.'" 

lien  sav  it  was  a  stolen  tvde  -~ 
The  Li)nl  that  s^nt  it,  *he  knows  all ; 

But  in  mvne  earn  doth  still  atiide 
The  mi-ssuge  that  the  belts  let  fall : 

And  there  was  naught  of  etiange,  beside 


The  level  sun,  like  niddy  ore. 

L«y  unking  in  the  bumi  skin ; 
And  dark  against  day's  golden  doath 
She  moved  where  Liudis  uraiidrrelh, 
My  Sonne's  faire  wifa,  Eliubcdi. 

"Cusha!  Cushal  CmJial  "  oalliu^ 
Elv  the  early  dewe  wen-  fslliUft 
Farrt  away  I  btord  her  sonft 
"Cusha!  Cunhal"  allatoug; 
Where  the  reedv  Lindis  Howeth, 

Floweth.  ffoweth. 
From  the  meads  wfaer^  melick  growelb 
Faintly  uuue  her  allkiug  sung. 

"Cnsba!  CushnI  Cushat"  calling, 
"For  the  dews  will  soon  be  falling"; 
Leave  your  mea-dow  gtusiea  mellDW, 

Mellow,  uudlow; 
Quit  yonr  cowelijH,  cowslijis  yellow ; 
Comme  urpe    Wbiti^oot,   uome  uppe 

Liglitfoot, 
Quit  the  stalks  of  i>araley  huUow, 

Hollow,  hollow ; 
Come  uppe  Jetty,  rise  and  follow. 
From  the  clovers  lift  your  hmd ; 
Come    uppe    Whitefoot,    coma   ni^e 

Ligbtfoot, 
Come  up|K)  Jetly,  rise  anil  follow. 
Jetty,  to  the  milking-shed." 

it  be  long, 

WhenlS„  .    

Againe  I  hear  the  lindis  How, 

Swift  as  an  arrowe,  sharp  and  strong ; 
And  all  the  aire  it  seemetb  me 
Bin  full  of  floating  bells  (aayth  ihee)) 
That  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby. 


towered  from  ontthegreeue. 
And  lo !  tte  gnat  bell  firre  aod  wide 
Was  hesrd  in  all  the  country  sido 
That  Saturday  at  eveutide. 

The  swannerds  where  their  sedges  an 
Moved  on  in  sunset's  golden  btealli. 
The  shr>iiherde  lads  1  hmrd  afane. 
And  niy  Sonne's  wife,  Elinbetb; 
Till  floating  o'er  the  grassy  sea 
Came  downe  that  kvndiv  message  bee. 
The  "  Brides  of  Mavia  &idorliy.' 


JEAN  DIGELOW. 
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Then  some  looked  uppe  into  the  sky, 
And  all  along  where  Lindis  flows 

To  where  the  goodly  vessels  lie. 

And  where  tlie  lordly  steeple  shows. 

They   sayde,    *'And  why   should   this 
thing  be, 

What  danger  lowers  by  land  or  sea  ? 

They  ring  the  tune  of  Enderby ! 

*•  For  evil  news  from  Mablethorpe, 
Of  iiyrate  galleys  warping  down ; 
For  Hnippes  ashore  beyond  the  scoriie, 
They  nave  not  spared  to  wake  the 
towne ; 
But  while  the  west  bin  red  to  see. 
And  storms  be  none,  and  pyrates  flee, 
"Why  ring  •  The  Brides  of  liiderby '  ? " 

I  looked  without,  and  lo !  my  sonne 
Came  riding  dowue  with  might  and 
main. 

He  raised  a  shout  as  he  drew  on. 
Till  all  the  welkin  rang  again, 

"Elizabeth!  Elizabeth!'^ 

(A  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  breath 

Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth.) 

"The  olde  sea-wall  (he  cried)  is  downe, 
The  rising  tide  comes  on  fl]>ace. 

And  bouts  adrift  in  yonder  towne 
Go  sailing  uppe  the  market-place." 

He  shook  as  one  that  looks  on  death : 

"God  save  you,  mother  I"  straight  he 
saith ; 

"  Where  is  my  wife,  Elizabeth?" 

"  Good  Sonne,  where  Lindis  winds  away 
With  her  two  bairns  1   marked  her 
long; 
And  ere  yon  bells  beganne  to  piny 
Afar  I  heard  her  milking  song." 
He  looketl  across  the  grassy  sea. 
To  right,  to  left,  "Ho  Enderby !" 
They  rang,  "The  Brides  of  Enderby!" 

With  that  he  cried  and  beat  his  breast ; 

For  lo '  along  the  river's  lied 
A  mighty  eygre  reared  his  crest. 

And  upi^e  the  Lindis  raging  sped. 
It  swept  with  thunderous  noise,  loud ; 
Sha))ed  like  a  curling  snow-white  cloud. 
Or  like  a  demon  in  a  shroud. 

And  rearing  Lindis  backward  pressed. 
Shook  all  her  trembling  bankesamaine ; 

Then  madly  at  the  eygre's  breast 
Flung  u)>pe  her  weltering  walls  again. 


Then  bankes  came  downe  with  ruin  and 

rout,  — 
Then  beaten  foam  flew  round  about,  — 
Then  all  the  mighty  floods  were  out. 

So  farre,  so  fast  the  eygre  drave. 

The  heart  had  hardly  time  to  beat. 
Before  a  shallow  seething  wave 

Sobbed  in  the  grasses  at  our  feet : 
The  feet  had  hardly  time  to  flee 
Before  it  brake  against  the  knee. 
And  all  the  world  was  in  the  sea. 

Upon  the  roofe  we  sate  tliat  night. 
The  noise  of  bells  went  sweeping  by : 

I  marked  the  lofty  beacon-light 

Stream  from  the  church-tower,  red  and 
high,— 

A  lurid  mark  and  dread  to  see ; 

And  awesome  bells  they  were  to  mee, 

That  in  the  dark  rang  "Enderby." 

Tliey  rang  the  sailor-lads  to  guide 

From  roofe  to  roofp  who  fearless  rowed ; 

And  1  —  my  sonne  was  at  my  side. 
And  yet  the  ruddy  l)eacon  glowed  : 

And  yet  he  moaned  beneath  his  breath, 

"O  come  in  life,  or  come  in  death  I 

0  lost !  my  love,  Elizabeth." 

And  didst  thou  visit  him  no  more  ? 

Thou  didst,  thou  didst,  my  daughter 
deare; 
The  waters  laid  thee  at  his  doore. 

Ere  yet  the  early  dawn  was  clear. 
The  pretty  bairns  in  fast  embrace, 
Tlie  lifted  sun  shone  on  thv  face, 
Downe  drifted  to  thy  dwelling-place. 

That  flow  strewed  wrecks  about  the  grass. 
That  ebbo  swe])t  out  the  flocks  to  sea; 

A  fatal  ebbc  and  flow,  alas  I 

To  manye  more  than  myne  and  me : 

But  each  will  mourn  his  own  (she  saith). 

And  sweeter  woman  ne'er  drew  bi^uth 

Than  my  Sonne's  wife,  Elizabeth. 

1  shall  never  hear  her  more 
By  the  reetlv  Lindis  shore, 
"Cusha,  Cu*sha,Cu8ha!"  calling, 
Ere  the  early  dews  be  falling ; 

1  shall  never  hear  her  song, 
"Cusha,  Cusha!  "all  along. 
Where  the  sunny  Lindis  floweth, 

Goeth,  floweth ; 
From  the  meads  where  melick  groweth. 
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When  the  water  winding  down 
Onward  tioweth  to  the  town. 

I  shall  never  see  her  more 

AVhere  the  reeds  and  rushes  quiver. 

Shiver,  quiver ; 
Stand  beside  the  sobbing  river, 
Sobbing,  throbbing,  in  its  falhng; 
To  the  sandy  lonesome  shore : 
I  shall  never  hear  her  calling, 
*' Leave  your  meadow  grasses  mellow; 

Mellow,  mellow ; 
Quit  your  cowslips,  cowslips  yellow ; 
Come  upjw  Whitefoot,  come  uppe  Light- 
foot; 
Quit  your  pipes  of  parsley  hollow. 

Hollow,  hollow; 
Come  uppe  Lightfoot,  rise  and  follow ; 

Lightfoot,  Whitefoot; 
From  your  clovers  lift  the  head ; 
Come  uppe  Jetty,  follow,  follow. 
Jetty,  to  the  milking-shed." 


SEVEN  TIMES  FOUR. 

MATERNITV. 

HFJon-no!  daisies  and  buttercups! 
Fair  yellow  dattbdils,  stately  and  tall ! 
AVheii  the  wind  wakes  how  they  rock  in 

the  grasses, 
And  dance  with  the  cuckoo-buds  slender 

and  small  I 
Here's   two    bonny    boys,   and    here's 

mother's  own  lass^'s, 
Eager  to  gather  them  all. 

Heigh-ho  !  daisies  and  buttercups! 

^Mother  shall  thread  them  a  daisy  chain  ; 

Sing  them  a  song  of  the  pretty  hedge- 
sparrow, 

That  loved  her  brown  little  ones,  loved 
them  full  fain ; 

Sing,  **  Heart,  thou  art  wide  though  the 
liouse  Iki  but  narrow," 
Sing  once,  and  sing  it  again. 

Heigh-ho  I  daisies  and  buttercups! 
Sweet  wagging  cowslips,  they  bend  and 

they  bow  ;     ». 
A  shi[)  sails  afar  over  warm  ocean  waters. 
And  haply  one  musing  doth  stand  at  her 

prow. 
0  bonny  brown  sons,  and  0  sweet  little 

dauglitei-s, 
Maybe  he  thinks  on  you  now. 


Heigh-ho !  daisies  and  batteitmpe ! 
Fair  yellow  daffodils  stately  ana  tall  1 
A  sunshiny  woiid  foil  of  laughter  aod 

leisure. 
And  fresh  hearts  unconscious  d  sorrow 

and  thrall ! 
Send  down  on  their  pleasure  smiles 

ing  its  measure, 
God  that  is  over  us  all  I 


SEVEN  TIMES  SEVEN. 
unroiMO  roa  homb. 

A  SONG  of  a  boat : — 
There  was  once  a  boat  on  a  billow : 
Lightly  she  rocked  to  her  port  remote. 
And  the  foam  was  white  in  her  wake  like 

snow, 
And  her  frail  mast  bowed  when  the  breeze 
would  blow. 
And  bent  like  a  wand  of  willow. 

I  shaded  mine  eyes  one  day  when  a  boat 

Went  curtsying  over  the  billow, 
I  marked  her  course  till,  a  dancing  raote, 
She  faded  out  on  the  moonlit  foam. 
And  1  stayed  behind  in  the  dear-loved 
home ; 
And  my  thoughts  all  day  were  about  the 
boat. 
And  my  dreams  upon  the  pillow. 

I  pray  you  hear  my  song  of  a  boat, 

For  it  is  but  short : — 
My  boat  you  shall  find  none  fairer  afloat, 

In  river  or  port. 
Long  1  looked  out  for  the  lad  she  bore. 

On  the  open  desolate  sea. 
And  I  thinlc  he  sailed  to  the  heavenly 
shore. 

For  he  came  not  back  to  me  — 

Ah  me! 

A  song  of  a  nest :  — 
There  was  once  a  nest  in  a  hollow ; 
Down   in   the    mosses    and    knot-grass 

pressed, 
Soft  and  warm  and  full  to  the  brim. 
Vetches  leaned  over  it  purple  and  dim, 
AV^ith  buttercup-buds  to  follow. 

I  pray  you  hear  my  song  of  a  nest, 

For  it  is  not  long  : 
You  shall  never  light  in  a  summer  quest 

The  bushes  among,  — 
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Shall  nerer  light  on  a  pronder  sitter, 
A  fairer  nestful,  nor  ever  know 

A  softer  sound  than  their  tender  twitter, 
That  wind-like  did  come  and  go. 

I  had  a  nestful  once  of  my  own. 

Ah,  happy,  happy  1 1 
Bight  dearly  1  loved  them ;  but  when 
they  were  grown* 

They  spread  out  their  wings  to  fly. 
O,  one  after  one  they  flew  away. 

Far  up  to  the  heavenly  blue, 
To  the  better  country,  the  upper  day. 

And  —  1  wish  i  was  going  too. 

I  pray  you,  what  is  the  nest  to  me. 

My  empty  nest  ? 
And  what  is  the  shore  where  I  stood  to 
see 

My  boat  sail  down  to  the  west  ? 
Can  i  call  that  home  where  I  anchor  yet, 

Though  my  good  man  has  sailed  ? 
Can  I  call  that  home  where  my  nest  was 
set. 

Now  all  its  hope  hath  failed? 

Nay,  but  the  port  where  my  sailor  went. 
And  the  land  where  my  nestlings  be : 
There  is  the  home  where  my  thoughts 
are  sent. 
The  only  home  for  me — 

Ah  roe! 


THOMAS  BAILEY  ALDRICH. 

[v.   S.   A.] 

BEFOBM  THE  RAIN. 

Wr  knew  it  would  rain,  for  all  the  mom, 
A  spirit  on  slender  ropes  of  mist 

Was  lowering  its  golden  buckets  down 
Into  the  vapory  amethyst 

Ofmarshet  and  swampaanddismal  fens, — 
Scooping  the  dew  that  lay  in  the  flowers. 

Dipping  the  iewels  out  of  the  sea. 
To  sprinkle  them  over  the  land  in 
abowem 

"We  knew  it  would  rain,  for  the  poplars 
showed 
The  white  of  their  leaves,  the  amber 
griin 
Shrank  in  the  wind,  — and  the  lightning 
now 
Is  tangled  in  tremulofit  akeina  of  rain ! 


ATTEB  THB  RAIN. 

The  rain  has  ceased,  and  in  my  room 
The  sunshine  pours  an  airy  flood ; 
And  on  the  church's  dizzy  vane 
The  ancient  Cross  is  bathed  in  blood. 

From  out  the  dripping  ivy-leaves, 
Antiquely  carven,  gray  and  high, 
A  dormer,  facing  westwanl,  looks 
Upon  the  village  like  an  eye : 

And  now  it  glimmers  in  the  sun, 
A  sfpiare  of  gold,  a  disk,  a  speck : 
And  in  the  belfry  sits  a  Dove 
With  purple  ripples  on  her  neck. 


FISCATAQTTA  RIVER. 

Thof  singest  by  the  gleaming  isles. 
By  woods,  and  fieltis  of  com. 

Thou  singest,  and  the  heaven  smiles 
Upon  my  birthday  mom. 

But  I  within  a  city,  I, 

So  full  of  vague  unrest. 
Would  almost  give  mv  life  to  lie 

An  hour  u|x>n  thy  breast ! 

To  let  the  wherry  listless  go. 
And,  wrapt  in  dreamy  joy, 

Din,  and  surge  idly  to  and  fro^ 
Like  the  red  harbor*  buoy ; 

To  sit  in  happy  indolence. 

To  rest  upon  the  oars. 
And  catch  the  heavy  earthy  scents 

That  blow  from  summer  shores ; 

To  see  the  rounded  sun  go  down. 

And  with  its  parting  tires 
Light  up  the  windows  of  the  town 

And  bum  the  tapering  spires  ; 

And  then  to  hear  the  muflled  tolls 
From  steeples  slim  and  white. 

And  watch,  among  the  Isles  of  Shoals, 
The  Beacon's  orange  light. 

0  River !  flomng  to  the  main 
Through  woods,  and  fields  of  com. 


BOaoa   OF  TBEEK   CENTUBIKS. 

Ha  kiwicd 

Ira 
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Hear  Hum  mj  longing  and  mj  paia 
Tbit  uiaay  birtuduj  mom ; 

AaA  lake  tbia  tang  which  corrow  shapci 

To  music  like  tiilnn  oim. 
Ami  ting  it  to  the  cliUs  tnd  capea 

And  crags  when  I  un  known! 


KOBBBT  BDCHANAN. 

TRX  OBBCN  QVOKB. 

Ritro,  Mtig  I  rinic,  aing !  nleas&ntSabbath 
befU'. 

Chime,  rbjme  I  cbiroe,  rhyme  I  through 
daia  and  delU  I 

Rhyme,  ring  I  chime,  dng !  pteiaant  Sab- 
bath betUI 

Chime,  Bingl  rhyme,  ringl  over  fields 
ind  fella  t 

And  I  ^llopcd  and  I  gBlloped  on  mj 

palfrey  white  an  milk. 
My  robe  was  of  thu  sea-Hreen  woof,  my 

serk  was  of  the  flilk ; 
UyhtdrwBB golden-yellow,  and  itfloutrd 

to  my  shop  J 
Uy  eyea  were  like  two  harebells  bathed 

iu  little  drops  of  dew ; 
My  palfrey,  nerer  stopping,  mnde  a  miaic 

Bweetly  blent 
With  the  lenvtfl  of  autumn  dropping  all 

around  me  as  1  weut; 
And  I  heard  the  beita,  grown  fainter,  Car 

behind  me  jieal  and  play, 
Fainter,  fainter,  fainter,  till  tbey  aecnied 

And  beside  a  silver  runnel,  on  a  little 

heap  of  MUd, 
I  saw  the  green  gnome  sitting,  with  hia 

cheek  upoii  his  ImTid. 
Then  he  started  up  to  see  me,  and  he 

with  a  cry  nnd  bound, 
And  drew  mc  from  my  palfrey  white  and 

set  mo  on  the  ground. 
O  crimson,  erimson  were  his  locks,  his 

But  he  cried,  "O  light-hnired  laasie,  jou 
are  bound  to  mnrry  met" 

He  ctasppd  me  round  the  middle  nnall, 
he  kisiied  mo  on  the  oheek, 


me  imce,  he  kia*"!  m^  Iwlct, 
uld  not  stir  or  «|KMk; 
me  twiue,  he  kitAi>il  niF  thrice, 
_.  when  lie  kiiseal  o^n, 
I  called  aloud  iipoii  the  name  of  Qin 
who  died  for  men. 


bell.: 

Chioie,  rhyoK !  chime,  rhyme  t  tbniugti 
dales  and  dells  I 

Bhyme,  ring !  chime,  sing  I  pleasant  Sab- 
bath bells  I 

Chime,  singt  rhyme,  ring!  over  fields 
and  Tells  1 

O  faintly,  faintly,  faintly,  calling  men  and 
maids  to  prey. 

So  faintly,  faintly,  faintly  rang  the  bells 

And  a*  1  named  the  Blenscd  Name,  as  in 

Dur  used  we  van. 
The  ugly  green  gnome  became  a  tall  and 

comely  man : 
His  bands  were  white,  his  beard  was  gold, 

his  eyes  wen  block  oa  sloea, 
His  tunic  was  of  scarlet  woof,  and  silken 

were  his  hose ; 
A  pendvu  light  from  faeryland  stiU  lin- 

f^red  on  his  check, 
His  voice  was  like  the  running  brook 

when  he  began  to  speak : 
"0,  yoD  have  cast  away  the  cbann  nij 

atep-dame  put  on  me. 
Seven  yean  have  I  dwelt  in  Faeryland, 

nnd  you  have  set  me  free. 
0,  1  will  mount  thy  nalfrey  while,  ini 


Back  we  galloped,  never  stopping  hp 

before  and  1  behind, 
And  the  autumn  leaves  were  dropping. 

red  and  yellow  in  the  wind ; 
And  the  sun  was  shining  dearer,  and  mj 

heart  was  high  and  prond. 
As  nearer,  nearer,  nearrr  rang  the  kirk' 

bells  sweet  and  loud, 
And  we  saw  the  kirk,  before  ns,  as  we 

trotted  down  the  fells. 
And   nearer,  clearer,  o'er  lu^  rang  tht 

welcome  of  the  bells. 

Ring,  aingl  ring,  sing!  pleasant  Ssblistb 

Chime,  rhyme  I  chime,  rhyme  I  through 
dales  and  dells  1 
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Rhyme,  ring !  chime,  sing !  pleasant  Sab- 
bath bells ! 

Chime,  sing!  rhyme,  ring!  over  fields 
and  ifells ! 


E,  C.  STEDMAN. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  DOORSTEP. 

The  conference-meeting  through  at  last, 
We  boys  around  the  vestry  waited 

To  see  the  girls  come  tripping  past. 
Like  snowbirds  willing  to  be  mated. 

Not  braver  he  that  leaps  the  wall 
By  level  niusket-flasnes  litten, 

Than  1,  who  stepped  before  them  all. 
Who  longed  to  see  me  get  the  mitten. 

But  no ;  she  blushed,  and  took  my  arm ! 

We  let  the  old  folks  have  the  highway, 
And  started  toward  the  Maple  Farm 

Along  a  kind  of  lover's  by-way. 

I  can*t  remember  what  we  said, 

*T  was  nothing  worth  a  song  or  story, 

Tet  that  n]<le  i>ath  by  which  we  sped 
Seemed  all  transfonned,  and  in  a  glory. 

The  snow  was  crisp  beneath  our  feet. 
The  moon  was  full,  the   fields  were 
gleaming ; 
By  how  and  tippet  sheltered  sweet. 
Her  face  with  youth  and  health  was 
beaming. 

The  little  hand  outside  her  muff — 
O  sculptor,  if  you  could  but  mould  it ! — 

So  lightly  touched  my  jacket-cuff. 
To  keep  it  warm  1  had  to  hold  it. 

To  have  her  with  me  there  alone,  — 
"T  was  love  and   fear    and    triumph 
blended. 

/    last  we  reached  the  foot-worn  stone 
Where  that  delicious  journey  ended. 

The  old  folks,  too,  were  almost  home ; 

Her  dimpled  hand  the  latches  fingered. 
We  heard  the  voices  nearer  come. 

Yet  on  the  doorstep  still  we  lingered. 


She  shook  her  ringlets  from  her  hood, 
And  with  a  "Thank  you,  Ned,"  dis- 
sembled ; 

But  yet  I  knew  she  understood 
With  what  a  daring  wish  I  trembled. 

A  cloud  passed  kindly  overhead. 

The  moon  was  slyly  peeping  through  it, 

Yet  hid  its  face,  as  if  it  said, 

"Come,  now  or  never  !  do  it !  doit!" 

My  lips  till  then  had  only  known 
The  kiss  of  mother  and  of  sister. 

But  somehow,  full  upon  her  own 
Sweet,  rosy,  darling  mouth,  —  I  kissed 
her! 


Perhaps  't  was  boyish  love,  yet  still, 

0  listless  woman,  weary  lover ! 

To  feel  once  more  that  fresh,  wild  thrill 

1  'd  give —    But  who  can  live  youth 

over? 


PAK  IN  WALL  STREET. 

A.  D.  1867. 

Just  where  the  Treasury's  marble  front 

Looks  over  Wall  Street's  mingled  na- 
tions,— 
Where  Jews  and  Gentiles  most  are  wont 

To  throng  for  trade  and  last  quota- 
tions, — 
Where,  hour  by  hour,  the  rates  of  gold 

Outrival,  in  the  ears  of  people. 
The  quai-ter-chinies,  serenely  tolled 

From  Trinity's  undaunted  steeple ; — 

Even  there  I  heard  a  strange,  wild  strain 

Sound  high  above  the  modem  clamor. 
Above  the  cries  of  greed  and  gain. 

The  curbstone  war,  the  auction's  ham- 
mer,— 
And  swift,  on  Music's  misty  ways. 

It  le<l,  from  all  this  strife  for  millions, 
To  ancient,  sweet-do-nothing  days 

Among  the  kirtle-robed  Sicilians. 

And  as  it  stilled  the  multitude. 

And  yet  more  joyous  rose,  and  shriller, 
I  saw  the  minstrel  where  he  stood 

At  ease  against  a  Doric  pillar : 
One  hand  a  droning  organ  played. 

The  other  held  a  Pan's-pipe  (fashioned 
Like  those  of  old)  to  lips  that  made 

The  reeds  give  out  that  strain  impas- 
sioned. 
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T  was  Pan  himself  had  wandered  here 

A-strolling  through  this  sordid  city, 
And  piping  to  the  civic  ear 

The  prelude  of  some  pastoral  ditty ! 
The  demigod  had  crossed  the  seas,  — 

From  haunts  of  shepherd,  nymph,  and 
satyr, 
And  Syracusan  times, — to  these 

Far  shores  and  twenty  centuries  later. 

A  ragged  cap  was  on  his  head : 

But— hidden    thus — there   was    no 
doubting 
That,  all  with  crispy, locks  overspread. 
His  gnarled   horns  were    somewhere 
sprouting ; 
His  club-feet,  cased  in  rusty  shoes. 
Were  crossed,  as  on  some  frieze  yon 
see  them. 
And  trousers,  patched  of  divers  hues. 
Concealed  his  crooked  shanks  beneath 
them. 

He  filled  the  quivering  reeds  with  sound. 
And    o'er    nis  mouth  their  changes 
shifted, 
And  with  his  goat's-eyes  looked  around 
Where'er  the  passing  current  drifted ; 
And  soon,  as  on  Trinacrian  hills 

The  nymphs  and  herdsmen  ran  to  hear 
him. 
Even  now  tlie  tradesmen  from  their  tills, 
Witli  clerks  and  i)orters,  crowded  near 
him. 

The  bulls  and  bears  together  drew 

From  Jauncey  Court  and  New  Street 
AUev, 
As  erst,  if  pastorals  Ikj  true, 

Came  beasts  from  eveiy  wooded  valley ; 
The  random  ])assei"s  stayed  to  list,  — 

A  boxer  ^Egon,  rougli  an<l  merry,  — 
A  Broadway  Daphnis,  on  his  tryst 

With  Nais  at  the  Brooklyn  Ferry. 

A  one-eyed  Cyclops  halted  long 

In  tattered  cloak  of  army  pattern. 
And  Galatea  joined  the  throng,  — 

A  blowsy,  apple-vending  slattern  ; 
While  old  Silenus  staggei-ed  out 

From  some  new-fangled  lunch-house 
handv, 
And  bade  the  piper,  with  a  shout. 

To  strike  up  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy ! 

A  newsboy  and  a  peanut-girl 

Like  little  Fauns  began  to  caper : 


His  hair  was  all  in  tangled  curl. 
Her  tawny  legs  were  bare  and  taper; 

And  still  tlie  gathering  larger  grew. 
And  gave  its  pence  and  crowded  nigher. 

While  ave  the  shepherd-minstrel  blew 
His  pipe,  and  stniek  the  gamut  higher. 

0  heart  of  Nature,  besting  still 

With  throbs  her  vernal  passion  taught 
her, — 
Even  here,  as  on  the  vine-clad  hill, 

Or  by  the  Arethusan  water ! 
New  forms  may  fold  the  speech,  new  lands 

Arise  within  these  ocean-portals^ 
But  Music  waves  eternal  wands,  — 

Enchantress  of  the  aouls  of  mortals  1 

So  thought  I,  — but  among  us  trod 

A  man  in  blue,  with  lecal  baton. 
And  scoffed  the  vagrant  demigod. 

And  pushed  him  from  the  step  1  sat  oo. 
Doubting  1  mused  upon  the  cry, 

** Great  Pan  is  dead!'*— and  all  the 
people 
Went  on  their  ways : — and  clear  and  high 

The  quarter  sounded  from  the  steeple. 


ALGERNON    CHARLES 
SWINBURNE. 

A  MATCH. 

If  love  were  what  the  rose  is, 

And  1  were  like  the  leaf. 
Our  lives  would  grow  together 
In  sad  or  singing  weather, 
Blown  fields  or  nowerful  clases. 
Green  pleasure  or  gray  grief; 
If  love  were  what  the  rose  is, 
And  I  were  like  the  leaf. 

If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 

And  love  were  like  the  tune. 
With  double  sound  and  single 
Delight  our  lins  would  mingle, 
With  kisses  glad  as  birds  are 

That  get  sweet  rain  at  noon ; 
If  I  were  what  the  words  are 
And  love  were  like  the  tune. 

If  you  were  life,  my  darling. 

And  1  your  love  were  death. 
We  'd  shine  and  snow  together 
Ere  March  made  sweet  the  weather 


,   B..  6T0DDjL£D.  —  J.   T.   THOWURIDGE. 


Villi  lUmidil  mid  KtiirUiig 
Anil  biiiin  ut  friiitliil  breath ; 

If  you  wore  life,  my  lUrling, 
And  1  your  love  wcra  dtuitL 

Jf  you  won!  thrnll  lo  >Drrotr, 

And  I  wen  ragu  to  joy. 

We'd  ripy  for  live*  and  tauoiui. 

With  laring  looks  and  tKusolDi, 

And  Uan  of  nigbt  and  nioiTow, 

And  luugba  ii[  iii*id  and  boy ; 

If  yoii  Kvn  tlindl  Ir  ■ — 

And  t  H'cr 


fliBffftojoy. 


If: 


April 'h  liuiy, 
And  I  wew  lunl  in  Miiy, 
We  'd  throw  witli  [mvra  for  honre. 
And  dnw  fur  dnyii  with  llowcn. 
Till  Jay  like  night  were  thady. 

And  night  were  hright  like  day) 
Ifyon  were  Anril'a  ladv, 
And  I  were  lorj  in  May, 

If  you  wrre  qii»n  ofjiIiAaiire, 

Aoi)  1  were  kine  of  pain, 
Wc  'd  bunt  dawn  love  together, 
Plsdc  out  hia  flying- feather, 
,   And  leach  his  feet  ■ 


And  I 


xitha 


E.  H.  STODDARD. 


The  cranes  are  flying  to  the  aontb ; 
.   We  cut  the  northern  foam: 
The  dreary  land  they  leave  behind 
Most  be  our  fiiture  home. 

Its  barren  ahoren  are  long  and  dark. 

And  gray  iu  autumn  »ky ; 
But  brtter  Iheae  than  Ihit  gray  aea. 

If  hut  to  laud  —  and  die  ! 


NOVXXBZR. 

Thk  wild  }Ioveniher  asmta  at  kit 

iieneath  a  veil  of  rain  ; 
Tbii  iitght-irind  blows  iu  folds  aside, 

Her  bee  is  full  of  pain. 

The  latest  of  hrr  race,  she  take* 
The  Autumn's  recant  throne  : 
She  has  hut  one  short  moon  lo  live. 
And  she  must  live  aJon& 

A  barren  lealni  ofwilhewd  fields: 
Illeak  noods  of  fallen  leaves  : 

The  lalnt  morns  that  ever  dawned: 
Thedrearieslofeves: 

ll  is  no  wonder  that  iho  comes, 
Pi>Dr  month  I  with  tears  of  pain : 

For  wliBt  can  one  so  bopelci*  do 
But  weep,  and  weep  again  t 


Wa  are  atronser,  and  are  better. 
Cndar fflaiihood's  atrnier  reign: 

Aill  wo  1^1  (hat  sonielbing  sweet 
lib  ftyiu^  feet, 
ome  again. 


Followed  VDHth,  I 


betliinK  beantifUl  ia  vanished. 


ktet] 

^^K  teek  it  everywhere. 
^^Ktbe  earth  and  in  the 
^^^Bnt  it  ntvet  comes  agi 


J.  T.  TROWBBIDOE. 


AT  SEA. 

Tllr  night  was  mode  for  cooling  shadow 

For  «!ei>c',  and  for  •letj'; 
And  when  1  was  a  child.  I  laid 
My  handii  upon  my  bnut.  and  pnjwal. 

And  sank  to  slunibert  joep. 
Childlike,  as  then.  1  lie  to-ntoht. 
And  watch  my  lonely  cabtn-light. 


288 


80KGS  OF  THHEE  CENTURIES. 


Each  moyement  of  the  swaying  lamp 

Shows  how  the  Tessel  reels, 
And  o'er  her  deck  the  billows  tramps 
And  all  her  timbers  strain  and  cramp 

With  every  shock  she  feels ; 
It  starts  and  shudders,  while  it  boms, 
And  in  its  hinged  socket  turns. 

Now  swinging  slow,  and  slanting  low, 

It  almost  level  lies : 
And  yet  I  know,  while  to  and  fro 
I  watch  the  seeming  ^lendule  go 

W^ith  restless  fall  and  rise. 
The  steady  shaft  is  still  upright, 
Poising  its  little  globe  of  light. 

0  hand  of  God !    O  lamp  of  peace ! 
0  promise  of  my  soul ! 

Though  weak  and  tosned,  and  ill  at  eaae 
Amid  the  roar  of  smiting  seas,  — 
The  ship's  convulsive  roll,  -^ 

1  own,  witli  love  and  tender  awe» 
Yon  perfect  type  of  faith  and  law. 

A  heavenly  trust  my  spirit  calms,  — 
My  soul  is  filled  with  light ; 

The  ocean  sings  his  solemn  psalms; 

The  wild  winds  chant ;  I  cross  my  palms ; 
Happy,  as  if  to*night, 

Under  the  cottaffe  roof  again, 

1  heard  the  soothing  summer  rain. 


ELIZABETH   AKERS   ALLEN 
(FLORENCE  PEECT). 

[v.   S.    A.] 

IK  THE  DEFENCES. 

AT  WASHINOTOK. 

Along  the  ramparts  which  surround  the 
town 
I  walk  with  evening,  marking  all  the 
while 
How  night  and  autumn,  closing  softly 
down, 
Leave  on  the  land  a  blessing  and  a 
smile. 

In  the  broad  streets  the  sounds  of  tumult 
cease, 
The  gorgeous  sunset  reddens  roof  and 
spin', 


The  city  sinks  to  qaietode  and  peace, 
Sleepiog^  like  Satam,  in  a  ring  of  fire ; 

Circled  with  forts,  whose  grim  and  threat- 
ening walls 
Frown  black  with  cannon,  whoee  abated 
breath 
Waits  the  command  to  send  the  fatal  balls 
Upon  their  erFandsofdismayand  death. 

And  see,  directing,  gniding^  silently 
Flash  from  alar  the  mystic  agnal-Hght% 

As  gleamed  the  fiery  pillar  in  the  sky 
leading  by  night  the  wandering  Isnel- 
itea. 

The   earthworics,  draped  with  sammer 
weeds  and  vines, 
The  Tifle-pit8»  half  hid  with  tangled 
briers. 
But  wait  their  time;  for  see, along  the 
lines 
Else  the  faint  smokes  of   lonesoiue 
picket-fires. 

Where  sturdv  sentinels  on  silent  beat 
Cheat  the  long  hours  of  wakeful  lone- 
liness 
With  thoughts  of  home,  and  faces  dwr 
and  sweet. 
And,  on  the  edge  of  danger,  dream  of 
bliss. 

Yetataword,  howwildand  fierce  a  chancre 
Would  rend  and  startle  all  the  earth 
and  skies 
With  blinding  glare,  and  noises  diva'l 
and  strange. 
And  shrieks,  and  shouts,  and  deathly 
agonies. 

The  wide-mouthed  guns  would  war,  ind 
hissing  shells 
Would  pierce  the  shuddering  sky  with 
fiery  thrills, 
The  battle  rage  and  roll  in  thunderous 
swells. 
And  war's  fierce  anguish  shake  the 
solid  hills. 

But  now  how  tranquilly  the  golden  gloom 
Creeps  up  the  goigeous  forest-slopes, 
and  flows 
Down  valleys  blue  with   fringy  aste^ 
bloom,  — 
An  atmosphere  of  safety  and  repose. 


IDKA  LEAS   PROCTOR. 


And  upthc  listening  hills  the  M>io«sfloi)t 
Faiiit  and   monj    faint   and    »we«ly 
naltijilied. 

Pi^Bce  reigns;  not  now  a  «oft-(^f  ed  nymph 
that  (levpe 

Unrcjipd  by  drpuni*  of  strife  or  con- 
But  Power,  that,  open-eyed  and  witclifnl, 

Unirenned  vigil  on  the  brink  of  vkt. 


nuleo 


!  rfcqi  the  patriot 


Agxinrt  the  suoMt  lie  the  darVenlnghilln, 
MushnwnuHl  with   lenls,  the  audden 
growth  of  WOT ; 
Tlie  froKtv  autuian  air,  that  biighta  and 
chllK 
Yet   brings  its  ovu  fnll  recompense 
therefor ; 

Rieh  colors 

The  oak'a  deep  »CBTleC*»nning  all  the 

And    spendthrift    nuplm   tcatteting 
thrS  gold. 

The  piUe  bcedi  shivere  with   prophi'tie 

The   towering  chestnut   rsnlis  stnnd 
blnnchetfuid  thinned, 
Yet  still  the  fenrless  aumsch  dares  the  foi-. 
And  wRies  it*  bloody  guidoug  iu  the 

IIThne  mellow  hue  the  hill's  shntp  out- 
line dinia, 
Bareelnis,  like  sentinels,  watch  eilentlv, 

Thr  delicate  tracery  of  their  slender  limbs 
Pencilled  in  purple  on  the  saHron  sky. 

Content  and  ((nietude  and  plenty  scrm 

Hlnwirig  llipplaee.andiianctifyingall; 

And  hark :  how  plnuantlya  hiddenstreani 

Swinrtrns  the  silence  with  Its  silver  fall '. 

You 
hint  and    Fair  _ 

But  out  of  their  alerp  no  elmrm  can  nils 
Jasou  and  Orpbous  and  Hen.-iUea. 


Tlie  tireless  cricket  yet  repeats  its  Inn', 

And  the  still  figure  of  the  senlTy  stands 

In  black  relief  against  the  low  full 


EDNA  DEM  PROCTOR. 

[V.   i.   »,] 

01711  BEROS. 

The  winds  that  ones  the  Argo  bore 
Have  died  by  Septunea  ruined  ahrinea, 
And  her  hull  is  the  drift  of  the  deep  va 
floor. 


The  fail  i  nit  snuibopper  chirps  la 


■till 
The  toft  p*<nnstence  of  the  katydid, 


With  dead  moths  tangled  ii 
The  goMen-md  swings  1oi 


The  hum  of  roieea,  and  the  eareleas  laugh 
Of  cheerful  tslkera.  fall  upon  the  ear; 

The  fUg  naps  liatlesslv  adown  it*  sUIT; 
And  ulill  the  katydid  Jiipra  loud  and 


now  from  tu  the  bngVi 

throat 
nn  out.  in  rippling  flow. 


mellow 


Though  ahaped  of  Pelion's  lalWt  nne«. 
ly  aeek  her  crew  in  every  iaie, 
the  foam  of  £geaD  seoa. 


-liuill  walla; 

an  aud  the  londy 


And  Priam's  voice 
By  windy  Ilium's  s 
From  the  waahing 

\o  wai1  goes  up  as  Hector  falb. 
On  Ida's  mount  is  the  shining  know. 
But  Jove  has  gone  from  ila  Ittnw  away. 
And  rrd  on  the  plain  the  popiursgniw 
Where  Gr«ek  and  Trojan  fought  that  day. 


Are  the  gleaming  snows  and  the  pop plii 

All  that  is  lefl  of  the  bnve  of  yor«  t 
Are  therr  none  to  light  at  Thearai  fotiglit. 
Far  in  the  young  world's  misty  dawn  I 
Or  traehaathcKmy-hBired  NeitOT  taught, 
Molhcr  Earth!     Are  thv  heniea  gone  I 
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Gone  ? — in  a  nobler  form  they  rise  ; 
Dead  f —  we  ma^  clasp  their  hands  in  oars, 
And  catch  the  hght  of  their  glorious  eyes. 
And  wreathe  their  brows  mth  immortal 

flowers. 
Wherever  a  noble  deed  is  done. 
There  are  the  souls  of  our  heroes  stirred ; 
Wherever  a  field  for  truth  is  won, 
There  are  our  heroes'  voices  heard. 

Their  armor  rings  on  a  fairer  field 

Than  Greek  or  Trojan  ever  trod. 

For  Freedom's  sword  is  the  blade  they 

wield, 
And  the  light  above  them  the  smile  of 

God! 
So,  in  his  isle  of  calm  delight, 
Jason  may  dream  the  years  away. 
But  the  heroes  live,  and  the  skies  are 

bright,      -  -       - 
AndTthe  world  is  a  braver  world  to-day. 


I  Leave  him  to  Grod-s  watching  eye. 

Trust  him  to  the  hand  that  made  him. 
Mortal  love  weeps  idly  by : 
God  alone  has  power  to  aid  him. 
Lay  him  low,  lay  him  low. 
In  the  clover  or  the  snow ! 
What  cares  he  ?  he  canuot  know: 
Lay  him  low ! 


GEORGE  H.  BOKER. 

[U.    S.   A.] 

DIRGE  FOR  A  SOLDIER. 

Close  liis  eyes ;  his  work  is  done ! 

What  to  him  is  friend  or  foeman, 
Rise  of  moon,  or  set  of  sun, 

Hand  of  man,  or  kiss  of  woman? 
Lay  him  low,  lay  him  low, 
I  n  the  clover  or  the  snow ! 
What  cares  he?  he  cannot  know: 
Lay  him  low ! 

As  man  may,  he  fought  his  fi^ht. 

Proved  his  truth  by  his  endeavor; 
Let  him  sleep  in  solemn  night, 
Sleep  forever  and  forever. 
Lay  him  low,  lay  him  low, 
In  the  clover  or  the  snow ! 
What  cares  he  ?  he  cannot  know : 
Lay  him  low ! 

Fold  him  in  his  country's  stars. 

Roll  the  drum  and  fire  the  volley ! 
What  to  him  are  all  our  wars. 
What  but  death-bemocking  folly? 
Lay  him  low,  lay  him  low. 
In  the  clover  or  the  snow ! 
What  cares  he?  he  canuot  know: 
Lay  him  low ! 


LOUISE  CHAKDLER  MOULTOS. 

[U.  S.  A.1     . 

THE  HOUSE  IN  THE  MEADOW. 

It  stands  in  a  sunny  meadow. 
The  house  so  mossv  and  brown. 

With  its  cumbrous  old  stone  chimneys, 
And  the  gray  roof  sloping  down. 

The  trees  fold  their  green  Arms  round  it,  — 

The  trees  a  century  old  ; 
And  the   winds   go   chanting   through 
them, 

And  the  sunbeams  drop  their  gold. 

The  cowslips  spring  in  the  marshes, 
The  roses  bloom  on  the  hill. 

And  beside  the  brook  in  the  pasture 
The  herds  go  feeding  at  will. 

Within,  in  the  wide  old  kitchin. 
The  old  folks  sit  in  the  sun, 

That  creeps  through  the  sheltering  wood- 
bine. 
Till  the  day  is  almost  done. 

Their  children  have  gone  and  left  them ; 

They  sit  in  the  sun  alone ! 
And  the  old  wife's  ears  ai-e  failing 

As  she  harks  to  the  well-known  tone 

That  won  her  heart  in  her  girlhoo<l, 
That  has  soothed  her  in  many  a  carp, 

And  praises  her  now  for  the  brightness 
Her  old  face  used  to  wear. 

She  thinks  again  of  her  bridal,  — 
How,  dressed  in  her  robe  of  white. 

She  stood  by  her  gay  young  lover 
In  the  mornings  rosy  light. 

0,  the  morning  is  rosy  as  ever. 

But  the  rose  from  her  cheek  is  fled ; 


NORA   PERRY, 


And  Ihr  girlhood  dmmi,  once  TaniBhed, 
Come  hack  in  brr  H-intrr-tims, 

TUI  iirr  fivble  Tnilrv-s  trcnibU 

With  Ihe  Uuill  at  spriug-tiine'i  ptinie. 

And  loukinc  forth  rrom  the  window, 
She  think*  how  tiir  trcM  liare  groKa 

Sinn.  cUd  in  hir  hridil  whitrnHa, 
8hc  croMcd  tlic  old  door->tonc. 

Though  ilimmnl  her  tyca'  bright  amri?, 
Anil  dinitued  htr  hair's  Toung  gold, 

TliF  tuvv  in  her  girlhood  pliglited 
tUi  M^cr  grown  ditu  or  old. 

Thry  «st  in  peace  in  the  ■UDshine 
Till  thn  (lay  was  almost  dour, 

And  Ihrn,  at  Ita  cIoh',  an  angel 
Stole  over  the  ihrethold  atones 

Et  foldisl  ihrfr  hnnda  Injivltrr.  ^ 
Hr  touched  their  pyclidii  with  balm. 

And  thrir  li»t  brulh  Itoatnl  outwanl, 
Lika  the  clow  iil  a  soUmn  paalni  1 

Like  a  bridal  pair  thsy  IraTtrsed 

TliB  unwwn.  mvaliral  road 
That  leada  to  th«  Rniitirul  City. 
VhuH!  builder  and  niaker  is  tiod. 

Prrhnps  In  that  mimcle  pi 

hi'd  Bpring- 

Wjll  liloom  in  the  aiiirit's  track. 

One  dntUEht  from  the  living  wateni 
Sbnti  call  back  his  manbood'a  prime; 

And  Firmal  veara  «lial]  nieaaiire 
The  lam  that  outlasted  time. 


Wr  will  hide  awajr  'neath  the  willova, 
When  the  daj  u  low  in  the  west, 

Whare  thf  ninlinuns  cannot  find  them. 
Nor  tha  wind*  disturb  their  reit. 

And  irr'U  milf'r  no  flltala  tombgtone. 


O'er  the  two  irhn  an-  old  n 


TOB  LAT8  SPBINO. 


'The  ajiring  is  late,"  ahe  «aid,   "the 
faithlraa  spring. 
That  ahonW  ba»e  conic  tc  moke  the 
meadows  fair. 

'  Their  sweet  South  left  too  anon,  among 
the  trei!* 
The  birda,  bewiUIered,  flutter  to  and 


or  laat  year'*  April  had  deceived  liiem 

She   watched   the  homeleaa  birda,   the 
alow,  ead  epring, 
Tlie  barren  (ti'lds,  and  ahivaring,  uakid 

"Thus  God  hna  dealt  with  me.  bis  c^bil.l," 
ahe  anid  ; 
"I  WHit  my  apring-time,  and  am  cold 
like  tbeae. 

"  To  them  will  Ponie  the  fulncas  of  tlioif 

Their  spring,  though  late,  will  niiik« 

Ihe  mradoui  Tair; 
Shall  t,  who  wait  like  tbem,  like  theiu 

be  bieM*dT 
I  nni  His  own,  —  doth  not  my  Fnlhrf 

cni-o!" 


KORA  PERBY. 

{u.  t  *,1 

IN  JUKS. 

So   awret,  so  awwt  the  toaes  in   llii-ir 

So  Bweet  the  daffodila,  ao  fair  to  ttr  : 
So  blithe  and  gay  the   humming- hi  1 4 

agoing 
From  (lower  to  Hower,  •  busting  with 

the  bee. 


,  cooiug,  wooing,  ( 
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So  sweet  the  water's  song  through  reeds 
and  rushes, 
The  plover's  piping  note,  now  here, 
now  there. 

So  sweet,  so  sweet  from  off  the  fields  of 
clover, 
The  west-wind  blowing,  blowing  up 
the  hill; 
So  sweet,  so  sweet  with  news  of  some 
one's  lover. 
Fleet  footsteps,  ringing  nearer,  nearer 
stilL 

So   near,  so   near,  now  listen,  listen, 
thrushes ; 
Now  plover,  blackbird,  oease,  and  let 
me  hear ; 
And,  water,  hush  your  song  through  reeds 
and  rushes, 
That  I  may  know  whose  lover  cometh 
near. 

So  loud,  so  loud  the  thrushes  kept  their 

calling, 
Plover  or  blackbinl  never  heeding  me ; 
So  loud  the  mill-stream  too  kept  fretting, 
falling. 
O'er  bar  and  bank,  in  brawling,  bois- 
terous glee. 

So  loud,  so  loud ;  yet  blackbird,  thrush, 
nor  plover, 
Nor  noisy  mill-stream,  in  its  fret  and 
fall, 
Could  drown  the  voice,  the  low  voice  of 
my  lover. 
My  lover  calling  through  the  thrushes' 
calL 

"Come  down,  come  down!"  he  called, 
and  straight  the  thrushes 
From  mate  to  mate  sang  all  at  once, 
*'Come  down  !" 
And  while  the  water  laughed  through 
reeds  and  rushes. 
The    blackbinl    chirped,   the    plover 
piped,  **Come  down!" 

Then  down  and  off,  and  through  the 
fields  of  clover, 
1  followed,  followed,  at  my  lover's  call ; 
Listening  no  more  to  blackbird,  thrush, 
or  plover. 
The  water's  laugh,  the   mill-stream's 
fret  and  falL 


AFTER  THE  BALL. 

They  sat  and  combed  their  beautifnlhstr. 
Their  long,  bright  tresses,  one  by  oue. 

As  they  lauded  and  talked  in  the  cham- 
ber there, 
After  the  revel  was  done. 

Idly  they  talked  of  waits  and  quadrille, 
Idly  tney  laoghed,  like  other  ^ris, 

Who  over  the  fire,  when  all  is  stdl. 
Comb  out  their  braids  and  curls. 

Robe  of  satin  and  BmsaeU  lace. 
Knots  of  flowers  and  ribbons,  too^ 

Scattered  about  in  every  place. 
For  the  revel  is  throngn. 

And  Maud  and  Madge  in  robes  of  white. 
The  prettiest  nightgowns  under  the  sun, 

Stockingless,  slipi>er&ss,  sit  in  the  night. 
For  the  revel  is  done,  — 

Sit  and  comb  their  beautiful  hair. 
Those  wonderful  waves  of  brown  and 
gold. 

Till  the  fire  is  out  in  the  chamber  there, 
And  the  little  bare  feet  are  cold. 

Then  out  of  the  gathering  winter  chill, 
All  out  of  the  bitter  St.  Agnes  weather. 

While  the  fire  is  out  and  the  house  is  still, 
Maud  and  Madge  together,  — 

Maud  and  Madge  in  robes  of  white, 
The  prettiest  nightgowns  under  thesun, 

Curtained  away  from  the  chilly  night. 
After  the  revel  is  done,  — 

Float  along  in  a  splendid  dream. 
To  a  golden  gittem's  tinkling  tune, 

While  a  thousand  lustres  sliimmerinj 
stream  * 

In  a  palace's  grand  saloon. 

Flashing  of  jewels  and  flutter  of  laces. 
Tropical  odors  sweeter  than  musk. 

Men  and  women  with  beautiful  faces. 
And  eyes  of  tropical  dusk,  — 

And  one  face  shining  out  like  a  star, 
One  face  haunting  the  dreams  of  each, 

And  one  voice,  sweeter  than  others  are, 
Breaking  into  silvery  speech,  — 

Telling,  through  lips  of  beanled  bloom. 
An  old,  old  story  over  again. 


G.  W.  THOnSBUKV. 


Two  inil  two.  tbey  dremmilj  mile. 
While  an  utuceii  tiiirit  wbIIcb  Ixijilc, 

And  nil  unb»nt  in  thf  loveo'  Ulk, 
lie  claimeth  oue  Tor  >  britle. 

O.  MkUd  auil  Madge,  dr«aai  od  tngiether, 
Wllh  iiiTfr  II  [ung  of  JBuluua  friir  I 

For.  urv  thf  Uttrr  Su  Agnes  weallier 
tihmll  whitcD  uiother  year, 

Rubeil  fiir  the  bridal,  and  robed  for  the 

t"iiib. 
Braided  brovn  lialr  and  golden  tn-ia. 
There  'II  be  only  uue  of  you  k-ft  fur  the 

Of  ihn  UMiriiral  |[ja  to  jire&s,  — 


0  Wiitifiil  Maitge,  in  yotir  brklitl  while. 

For  yon  the  revel  bu  jiut  U'guii: 
Bui  fur  lier  who  aloep*  in  your  ariui  to- 

Tho  ivTel  of  Life  i*  Uoob  ! 


Qneeii  of  heaven  ftnii  bride  of  the  n 
0  heaulifut  Mauil.  you  'II  never  lulia 

The  kiwes  another  hath  won  I 


G.  V.  THORNBrRY. 

THX  JBBTEB'S  SEBHOX. 

TnE  Jnter  i'hnok  bis  heail  and  belli,  Utd 

lulKil  upon  a  i:liair, 
The  pagni  Uughixl,  the  vomen  acreamed, 

and  toued  their  acentvil  hnir; 
Th«  fiili'on  whistled,  itishouiids  bayed, 

ilie  lapdojt  harked  without. 
The  loallion  drnjiped  the  pitcher  brown, 

the  eooh  railed  at  the  loiit ! 
The  atewahl,  eniinlin);  out  hia  ^Id,  let 

-i^: 


gMM  in  the  luUl  t 


The  [lagr  played  with  the  heron'a  plume, 

the  aleward  with  hi*  uhuii. 
The  butler dra mined  upon  the  board,  and 

laughed  with  uuubt  and  •-''•-  - 
The  graoou  beat  on  their  metal  i 

roared  till  they  were  riid, 
But  atill  (he  Jester  aliut  hia  tyt»  and 

rolled  his  witty  h«ul ; 
And  whi^n  they  urew  a  littln 

bnlf  a  yard  of  text. 
And.  waving  liand.  strui-k  on  the  desk, 

then  frownixl  like  one  |ieq>lexod. 


'Dear   ( 


.11,"  the  fool  began, 
-  -  man  s  me  is  but  a  jest, 

A  dti^ani,  ■  shadow,  bubble,  air,  a  vapor 
at  the  U«t, 

In  a  thousand  |k)uih]b  of  Uw  I  liud  Dot 

A  blind  man  killed  tlie  )i«nion'a  cow  in 

■hooting at  the  dove; 
The  fool  that  caU  till  bo  is  lick  oust 

fast  till  he  it  well ; 
The  wooer  who  can  flatter  nioal  will  bear 
away  the  brik. 

"Let  no  man  halloo  he  is  aafe  till  he  is 

throiiKh  the  Wdodi 
He  who  will  not  wlien  he  may,  most 

tarij'  when  he  should  ; 
He  who  laughs  at  crooked  men  should 

need  walk  very  itmight ; 
O,  he  who  ono)  tuu  won  a  uama  may  lie 

abed  till  eight  I 
Uake  haate  to  )Hiri-haM  Ihhim  and  land, 

be  very  slow  to  wed ; 
True  coral  nerds  no  |iunter'«  brush,  nor 

Deed  be  daubod  with  nd. 


"The  frior.  preaching,  eutaed  the  thief 

(the  pudding  in  his  sleeve). 
To  Gih  fur  tpiala  witli  galdeu  books  la 

foolish,  by  your  leave,  — 
To  tnvel  well,  —an  om's  eara,  ape'a  fac«, 

bog'a  mouth,  and  ostrich  Itfca 
He  does  not  core  a  pin  for  thiern  alio 

limps  about  and  begn. 
Re  always  fint  man  at  a  frnA  and  last 

man  at  a  tny ; 
The  short  way  round,  in  spite  of  all,  U 

still  the  longest  WHv. 
VThm  tlie  hungry  enmie  licks  the  knife, 

there  '■  not  murh  for  the  clerk  : 
When  the  pilot,  turning  ]ale  and  siek, 

looks  up,  —  thcBloimgrowidBtk.'* 
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Then  loud  they  langhed,  the  fat  cook's 

tears  rau  down  into  the  yan  : 
The  steward  shook,  that  he  was  forced 

to  drop  the  brimmiug  can ; 
And  then  again  the  women  screamed, 

and  every  staghouud  bayed,  — 
And  why?  because  the  motley  fool  so 

wise  a  sermon  made. 


ANNIE  FIELDS. 

*  [U.  S.  A.] 

CLDCBINO. 

He  said,  '*0  brother,  where  *s  the  use  of 
climbing  ? 

€ome  rather  to  the  shade  beside  me 
here. 

And  break  the  bread,  and  pour  the  plen- 
teous wine  1 

*'Why  thus  forever  climbing  one  sad 

way  ? 
Rather  burn  ceilar  on  the  marble  hearth, 
And  sleep,  and  wake,  and  hear  the  singers 

pass. 

/'Come!  Stay  thy  feet,  and  pant  and 
climb  no  moi-e ! 

•Stay  Jollity,  stay  Wit,  and  Grace,  and 
Ease, 

J^or  spent!  your  strength  of  days  in  scal- 
ing heights!" 

But  Wit  had  clomb  full  well,  and  passed 

beyond, 
While  he  who  stayed,  cried,  ** Brother, 

where  's  the  use?" 
And   Jollity  went  mingling  with    the 

sad, 

Still   passing  onward,  up   the   difficult 

road, 
AVhile  Grace  accompanied,  — and  all,  but 

Ease; 
And  Ease  and  he  two  dull  companions 

made. 

.Forever  after  said  he  not,  "What  use  !" 
Grew  weary  of  sweet  cedar  and  soft  conch ; 
And  wistful  gazed  to  watch  those  climb- 
ing feet. 


HELEN  HUNT. 

[U.  S    A.] 

OORONATION. 

At  the  king's  gate  the  subtle  noon 
Wove  hlmy  yellow  nets  of  sun ; 

Into  the  drowsy  snare  too  soon 
The  guards  leM  one  by  one. 

Through  the  king's  gate,  unqoestioDed 
then, 
A  beg^r  went,  and  laughed,  *'Thii 
bnngs 
Me  chance,  at  last,  to  see  if  men 
Fare  better,  being  kings." 

The  kin^  sat  bowed  beneath  his  crownt 
Propping  his  face  with  listless  hand ; 

Watching  the  honr-glass  sifting  down 
Too  slow  its  shining  sand. 

"Poor  man,  what  wouldst  thou  have  of 
me?" 

The  b^K&r  turned,  and,  pitying, 
Rei>lied,  uke  one  in  a  dream,  *'0f  thee. 

Nothing.     1  want  the  king." 

Uprose  the  king,  and  from  his  head 
Shook  off  the  crown  and  threw  it  bv. 

"Oman,  thou  must  have  known," hesaiJ, 
"A  greater  king  than  1 !" 

Through  all  the  gates,  unquestioned  then, 
Went  king  and  beggar  hand  in  hand. 

Whispered  the  king,  "Shall  1  know  when 
Before  his  throne  I  stand  ?  ' 

The  beggar  laughed.  Free  winds  in  haste 
Were  wiping  from  the  king's  hot  brow 

The  crimson  lines  the  crown  had  traced. 
"This  is  his  presence  now." 

At  the  king's  gate,  the  crafty  noon 
Unwove  its  yellow  nets  of  sun ; 

Out  of  their  sleep  in  terror  soon 
The  guards  waked  one  by  one. 

"  Ho  here !  Ho  there !  Has  no  man  seen 
The  king?"   The  cry  ran  to  and  fr<>; 

Beggar  and  king,  they  laughed,  I  weeu, 
The  laugh  that  free  men  know. 

On  the  king's  gate  the  moss  grew  gray : 
The  kinfj  came  not.     They  called  liim 
dead ; 

And  made  his  eldest  son  one  day 
Slave  in  his  father's  stead. 


DANTE  GfABfilEL  TOSSEITL  —  CELIA  THAXTEB. 
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THB  WAT  TO  SXNQ. 

The  birds  m ust  know.   Who  wisely  sisgs 

Will  sing  as  they; 
The  comitioD  air  has  generous  wings, 

Songs  make  their  way. 
Ko  messenger  to  ran  before. 

Devising  plan ; 
"^0  mention  of  the  place  or  hoar 

To  any  man ; 
No  waiting  till  som^  soand  betrays    ' 

A  listening  ear ; 
No  different  voice,  no  new  delays. 

If  steps  draw  near. 

^What  bird  is  that?    Ito  song  b  good." 

And  eaffer  eyes 
Go  peering  through  the  dusky  wood. 

In  glad  surprise; 
Then  late  at  nlffht,  when  by  his  fire 

The  traveller  sits, 
Watching  the  flame  grow  brighter,  higher, 

The  sweet  song  flits 
By  snatches  through  his  weary  brain 

To  help  him  rent ; 
When  next  he  goes  that  road  again. 

An  empty  nest 
.On  leafless  oouffh  will  make  him  sigh, 

"Ah  me !  last  spring 
Just  here  I  heard,  in  passing  by, 
*  Tliat  rare  bird  sing!" 

Bat  while  he  sighs,  remembering 

How  sweet  the  song. 
The  little  bird,  on  tireless  wing. 

Is  borne  along 
In  other  air,  and  other  men 

With  weary  feet. 
On  other  roads,  the  simple  strain 

Are  finding  sweet 
The  birds  must  know.     Wlio  wisely  sings 

Will  sing  as  they ; 
The  common  air  hss  generous  wings, 

Songs  make  their  way. 


DAXTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTL 

THX  SXA-LDCm. 

CoKRiBER  the  8ea*s  listless  chime ; 
Time's  self  it  is  made  audible,  — 
The  mnmrar  of  the  earth's  own  shell. 

Secret  coutinoanoe  sublime 


Is  the  era's  end.     Our  sight  may  poss 
No  furlouff  farther.     Since  time  was. 
This  sound  hath  told  the  lapse  of  time. 

No  quiet  which  is  death's,  —  it  hath 
The  moumfulness  of  ancient  life, 
EndurinK  always  at  dull  strife. 

As  the  world's  heart  of  rest  and  wrath. 
Its  }iainful  pulse  is  on  the  sands. 
I>ost  utterly,  the  whole  sky  stands 

Gray  and  not  known  along  its  path. 

Listen  alone  beside  the  sea, 

LiJBten  alone  among  the  woods ; 

Those  voices  of  twin  solitudes 
Shall  have  one  sound  alike  to  thee. 

Hark  where  the  murmurs  of  thronged 
men 

Surceand  sink  back  and  suroe  again,. — 
Still  the  one  voice  of  wave  ana  tree. 

Gather  a  shell  from  the  strewn  besch. 
And  listen  at  itH  \\]is ;  they  sigh 
The  same  desire  and  mystery. 

The  echo  of  the  whole  sea's  «i>eech. 
And  sll  mankind  is  thus  at  heart 
Not  anything  but  what  thou  art ; 

And  earth,  sea,  man,  are  all  in  each. 


CELIA  THAXTER. 

« 

[u.  a  A.] 
▲  BUICMXB  DAT. 

At  daybreak  in  the  fresh  light,  joyfully 
The  fishermen  drew  in  their  laden  net ; 

The  shore  shone  rosv  purple,  and  the  sea 
Was  streaked  with  violet 

And  pink  with  sunrise,  many  a  shadowy 
sail 
Lay  southward,  lighting  up  the  sleep- 
ing bay ; 
And  in  the  west  the  white  moon,  still  an4 
pale, 
Faded  before  the  day. 

Silence  was  everywhere.  The  rising  tide 
Slowly  filled  ever}- cove  atid  inlet  small ; 

A  musical  low  whistier,  multiplied. 
You  heard,  and  that  was  all. 
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No  cloads  at  dawn,  but  as  the  son  climbed 
higher, 
White  columiM,  thunderoua,  splendid, 
up  the  sky 
Floated  and  stood,  heaped  in  his  steady 
fire, 
A  stately  company. 

Stealing  along  the  coast  from  cape  to  cape 
The  weird  mirage  crept  trenmfouslv  on, 

In  many  a  magic  change  and  wondrous 
shape. 
Throbbing  beneath  the  sun. 

At  noon  the  wind  rose,  swept  the  glassy 
sea 
To  sudden  ripple,  thrust  against  the 
clouds 
A  strenuous  shoulder,  gathering  steadily 
Drove  them  before  in  crowds ; 

Till  all  the  west  was  dark,  and  inky  black 
The  level-niffled  water  underneath. 

And  up  the  wind-cloud  tossed, — aghostly 
rack, — 
In  many  a  ragged  wreath. 

Then  sudden  roared  the  thunder,  a  great 
peal 
MagniHcent,  that   broke    and   rolled 
away ; 
And  down  the  wind  plunged,  like  a  furi- 
ous keel, 
Cleaving  the  sea  to  spray ; 

And  broucht  the  rain  sweeping  o'er  land 
and  sea. 
And   then   was   tumult !      Lightning 
sharp  and  keen, 
Thunder,  wind,  rain,  — a  mighty  jubilee 
The  heaven  and  earth  between  ! 

Loud  the  roused  ocean  sang,  a  chorus 
jn*and ; 

A  solemn  nmsic  rolled  in  undertone 
Of  waves  that  broke  about  on  either  hand 

The  little  island  lone ; 

Where,  joyful  in  his  tempest  as  his  calm, 
Held  in  the  hollow  of  that  hand  of  his, 

I  joined  with  heart  and  soul  in  God's 
great  psalm, 
Thrilled  with  a  nameless  bliss. 

Soon  lulled  the  wind,  the  summer  storm 
soon  died ; 
The  shattered  clouds  went  eastward, 
drifting  slow ; 


From  the  low  ran  the  nin-fringe  swept 
aside, 
Bri^t  in  his  rosy  glow, 

And  wide  a  splendor  itreamed  throai^ 
all  the  sky ; 
0*er  sea  and  land  one  soft,  delicioos 
blush, 
That  touched  the  gray  rocks  Ug^itly, 
tenderly ; 
A  transitory  fluah. 

Warm,  odoroos  goats  blew  off  the  distant 
land. 
With  spice  of  pine- woods,  breath  of  hay 
new-mown, 
O'er  miles  of  wares  and  sea-eoents  cool 
and  bland, 
Full  in  our  laces  blown. 

Slow  faded  the  sweet  light,  and  peaoefally 
The  ouiet  stars  came  out,  one  after  one : 

The  holy  twilight  fell  upon  the  sea. 
The  summer  day  was  done. 

Such  unalloyed  delight   its  hours  had 
given, 
Musing,  this  thought  rose  in  my  grate* 
ful  mind. 
That  God,  who  watches  all  things,  up  in 
heaven. 
With  patient  eyes  and  kind. 

Saw  and  was  pleased,  perhaps,  one  child 
of  his 
Dared  to  be  happy  like  the  little  binls, 
Because  He  gave  nis  children  days  like 
this. 
Rejoicing  beyond  words ; 

Dared,  lifting  up  to  Him  untroubled  em 
I  n  gratitude  that  worship  is,  and  prayer, 

Sing  and  be  glad  with  ever  new  surprise, 
He  made  his  world  so  fair ! 


SXIBBasSION. 

The  sparrow  sits  and  sings,  and  sings ; 
Softly  the  sunset's  lingering  light 
Lies  rosy  over  rock  and  turf. 
And  reddens  where  the  restless  surf 
Tosses  on  high  its  plumes  of  white. 


Gently  and  clear  the  sparrow  sings. 
While  twilight  steals  across  the 


WILLUM  M0BRI3. —  HARRIET   McEWES   KIMBALL. 


Thftl  in  tLd  vest  lie*  quietly. 


Orwuuinxwindt;  and  sweet  the  aight 
Of  liujipy  Niitiire'i  devp  dvligbt 
lu  lirr  l«ir  upring.  desirnl  m>  much ! 

But  while  Ml  ctrar  the  ■tvuTon'  singi 
A  i:Ty  o{  cliatii  is  in  my  ear; 
The  crnnhiiift  of  the  rivi^n  wreck, 
Ilre«k«rs  tliut  VKeep  the  shuddering 

And  soundB  of  Rgonj  ind  feB.T. 

Ho<r  a  it  thnt  the  Urdi  can  aingT 
Ufe  is  so  lull  of  bitter  |>aiD ; 
UutriH  lire  m  wrung  with  hopeless 

grief; 
Woe  i>  to  lung  ind  joy  so  brief; 
Hot  ihall  the  tost  return  tgain. 

Though  r«ptaromlj  the  »t*rrow  »ing», 
Ko  Wiss  of  S«ture  i^n  iwHore 

The  frifudB  whole  hinds  1  cUiped 

Swel  txiuls  that  throogh  the  night 

Fled  from  the  earth  foreveimoTD, 

Vet  Btill  the  ipnToir  «it«  ind  lings. 

Till  longing,  mourning,  lorrowiog  lore, 
Groiiing  In  find  vhal  hope  niny  be 
Viihin  death'*  awful  mystery, 

Rnulm  it!  empty  anni  abore ; 


I   SlATtK  of  winter,  art  Ihon  here  again  f 
l_0  welcome,  thou  tlial  brine'*!  the  lum- 


The  Utter  wind  makes  not  thy  victory 

Nor  will  we  mock  thee  for  thy  [nint  blue 

Welcome,  0  March  1  whose  kindly  days 

and  dry 
Make  April  ready  for  the  thruatlc's  Ming. 
Thou  lirst  ttdre«eroflh«*iuter'<wroi]gl* 

Yea,  welcome,  March '.  and  though  I  die 

Tet  for  the  hopi-  of  life  I  rive  thee  ptnlte. 

Striving  to  awell  tlie  buMen  of  the  tune 
That  even  now  1  hear  thy  bronn  birda 

Unmindful  of  the  paal  or  roniing  days: 
Whoaiug,  "0  joy  !  u  new  ynir  is  begun  ! 
What  hippiuea*  to  look  ui-on  the  >nn ! " 

O,  what  begetteth  all  thi*  atorm  of  blius 
Hut  Death  hiiuwlf,  wild,  crying  ttolemuly. 
Even  from  the  heart  of  sweet  Forgvlful- 

Rids  UB,  "Rejoice  1  lest  pleasurelea^  yedie. 
Within  a  lilile  time  must  ye  go  by. 
Stretch  forth  your  open  haiid«,  sud,  while 

ye  live. 
Take  all  the  gifts  that  Death  and  Life 


HARRIKT  McEWEX  KIMBALL 


Pipe,  Utile  minxtrebof  the  waning  year. 

In  gentle  eouoTt  pii*t 
Pipe  the  warm  nooui ;  the  mslhrw  bar- 
Teat  near; 

The  applet  dropping  ripe; 

The  tempered  inntbloe,  and  the  aonroed 
shade; 
.1 
The  ■ 

ness  laid : 
The  sounds  through  rilen<T  heard  1 

Pipe  Irndcrly  the  pawdng  of  the  year ; 

Tlie  summer's  brief  i*lirirr« ; 
The  dry  husk  mslling  round  tli*  yellow 
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Pipe  the  untroubled  trouble  of  the  year; 

Pipe  low  the  painless  pain  ; 
Pipe  your  unceasing  melancholy  cheer ; 

The  year  is  in  the  wane. 


ALL'S  WELLb 

The  day  is  ended.     Ere  I  sink  to  sleep. 
My  weary  spirit  seeks  repose  in  thine; 
Father  1  forgive  my  trespasses,  and  keep 
Tms  little  life  of  mine. 


With  loving-kindness  curtain  thou  my 
bed, 
And  cool  in  rest  my  burning  pilgrim 
feet; 
Thy  pardon  be  the  pillow  for  my  head, — 
So  shall  my  sleep  be  sweet. 

At  peace  with  all  the  world,  dear  Lord, 
and  thee, 
No  fears  my  soul's  unwavering  faith 
can  shake ; 
All 's  well,  whichever  side  the  grave  for 
me 
The  morning  light  may  break  ! 


HARRIET  W.  PRESTON. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

THE  SURVIVORS. 

Jn  this  sad  hour,  so  still,  so  late. 

When  flowers  are  dead,  and  birds  are 
flown, 

Close-sheltered  from  the  blasts  of  Fate, 
Our  little  love  bums  brightly  on. 


Amid  the  wrecks  of  dear  desire 

That  ride  the  waves  of  life  no  more ; 

A,s  stranded  voyagers  light  their  fire 
Upon  a  lonely  island  shore. 


And  though  we  deem  that  soft  and  fair, 
.    Beyond  the  tempest  and  the  sea, 
Our  heart's  true  homes  are  smiling,  where 
In  life  .we  never  more  shall  be,  -^ 


Yet  we  are  saved,  and  we  may  rest ; 

And,  hearing  each  the  other's  voice, 
We  cannot  hold  ourselves  unblest. 

Although  we  may  not  quite  rejoice.   ^ 

We  ^11  warm  our  hearts,  and  softly  dug 
Thanks  for  the  shore  whereon  we  're 
driven; 
St9rm-tossed  no  more,  we'll  fold  the 
wing, 
And  dream  fozgotten  dreams  of  heaven, 


.    HIRAM  BICE. 

''         .  (U.  S.  A.] 

IN  THE  SEA. 

The  salt  wind  blows  upon  my  cheek, 

A^  it  blew  a  year  ago, 
Wlien  twenty  boats  were  crushed  among 

The  rocks  of  Norman's  Woe. 
*T  was  dark  then ;  't  is  light  now, 

And  the  sails  are  leaning  low. 

In  dreams,  I  pull  the  sea-weed  o'er, 

And  find  a  face  not  his. 
And  boi)e  another  tide  will  be 

More  pitying  than  this  : 
The  wind  ttims,  the  tide  turns,  — 

They  take  what  hope  there  is. 

My  life  goes  on  as  life  must  go, 
With  all  its  sweetness  spilUnl : 

My  God,  why  should  one  heart  of  two 
Beat  on,  when  one  is  stilleii  ? 

Through  heart- wreck,  or  home-wreck, - 
Thy  happy  sparrows  build. 

Though  boats  go  down,  men  build  again 

Whatever  wind  may  blow  ; 
If  blight  be  in  the  wheat  one  Vear, 

They  trust  agajn^  and  sow.  ' 
The  grief  comes,  the  change  comes, 

The  tides  run  high  or  low. 

Some  hjtve  their  dead,  where,  sweet  and 
calm, 

The  summers  bloom  and  go ; 
The  sea  withholds  my  dead,  —  I  walk 

The  bar  when  tides  are  low, 
And  wonder  how  the  grave-grass 

Can  have  the  heart  to  grow  1 


FBANCIS  BBET  HJIRTE. 
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Flow  OD,  O  QDCDiiBeiitiDff  sea, 
And  keep  my  dead  Mow ; 

The  ni^t-watch  set  for  me  is  long, 
But,  throagh  it  all«  I  bnow, . 

Or  life  comes  or  death  comes, 
God  leads  the  eternal  flow. 


FRANCIS  BRET  HARTB. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

CONCHA. 

PBBiDio  DC  SAH  nuncisca 

i8oa 
I. 

Looking  seaward,  o*er  the  sand-hills 
stands  the  fortress,  old  and  quaint. 

By  the  San  Francisco  friars  lifted  to  their 
patron  saint,  — 

8]x>n8or  to  that  wondroos  city,  npw  apos- 
tate to  the  creed. 

On  whose  yonthful  walls  the  Padre  saw 
the  angel's  golden  reed ; 

AH  its  trophies  long  since  scattered,  all 
its  olazon  hnished  away. 

And  the  flag  that  flies  ahoTe  it  but  a 
triumph  of  to-day. 

Kever  scar  of  siege  or  battle  challenges 

the  wandering  eye,  — 
Neyer  breach  of  warlike  onset  holds  the 

curious  passer-by ; 

Only  one  sweet  human  fancy  interweaves 

its  threads  of  gold 
tTith  the  plain  and  nomespun  present, 

and  a  lore  that  ne'er  grows  old ; 

Only  one  thing  holds' its  crumbling  walls 
above  the  meaner  dust, — 

Listen  to  the  simple  story  of  a  woman's 
love  and  trust 


II. 

Count  Ton  KesAnoflT,  the  Bussian,  envoy 

of  the  mighty  Czar, 
Stood  beside  the  deep  embrasures  where 

the  brtxen  cannon  are. . 


He  with  grave  provincial'maghates  lon|( 

had  held  serene  debate 
On  the  Treaty  of  Alliance  and  the  high 

affairs  of  state ; 

He,  from  grave  provincial  magnates,  oft 
had  turned  to  talk  apart 

With  the  Comandante's  daughter,  on  the 
questions  of  the  heart. 

Until  points  of  gravest  import  yielded 

slowly,  one  by  ofle. 
And  by  Love  was  consummated  what 

Diplomacy  begun ; 

Till  beside  the  deep  embrasures,  where 

the  brazen  cannon  are. 
He   received  the  twofold  contract  for 

approval  of  the  Czar ; 

Till  beside  the  brazen  cannon  the  be- 
trothed bade  adieu. 

And,  from  sally-port  and  gateway,  north 
the  Russian  eagles  flew. 


III. 

Long  beside  the  deep  embrasures,  where 

the  brazen  cannon  are. 
Did  they  wait  the  promised  bridegroom 

and  the  answer  of  the  Czar ; 

Day  by  day  on  wall  and  bastion  beat  the 
hoUow  empty  breeze.  — 

Day  by  day  the  sunlight  glittered  On  the 
vacant,  smiling  seas ; 

Week  by  week  the  near  hills  whiteneil 
in  their  dusty  leather  cloak  s«  —    . 

Week  by  week  the  far  hills  darkened 
from  the  fringing  plain  of  oaks ; 

Till  the  rains  came,  and  far-breaking,  on 
the  fierce  southwester  tost. 

Dashed  the  whole  long  coast  with  color, 
and  then  vanished  and  were  lost. 

So  each  year  the  seasons  shifted  ;  wet  and 
warm  and  drear  and  dry ; 

Half  a  year  of  clouds  and  flowers,  —  half 
a  year  of  dust  and  sky. 

Still  it  brought  no  ship  nor  message,  — 
brought  no  tidings  ill  nor  meet 

For  the  statesnianlike  Commander,  for 
thei  daughter  fair  and  sweet 
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Yet  sh^  heard  the  TaiyiDg  message, 
voiceless  to  all  ears  beside : 

•*He  will  come,"  the  flowers  whispered; 
"Come  no  more/*  the  dry  hills 
sighed. 

Still  she  found  him  with  the  waters  lifted 
by  the  morning  breeze,  — 

Still  she  lost  him  with  the  folding  of  the 
great  white-tented  seas ; 

Until  hollows  chased  the  dimples  from 
her  cheeks  of  olive  brown, 

And  at  times  aswift,  shvmourtnre dragged 
the  long  sweet  lashes  down ; 

Or  the  small  mouth  curved  and  quivered 
as  for  some  denied  caress. 

And  the  fair  young  brow  was  knitted  in 
an  infantine  distress. 

Then  the  grim  Commander,  pacing  where 

the  brazen  cannon  are, 
Comforted  the  maid  with  proverbs, — 

wisdom  gathered  from  afar ; 

Bits  of  ancient  observation  by  his  fathers 

ganiered,  each 
As  a  pebble  worn  and  polished  in  the 

current  of  his  speech : 

**  'Those  who  wait  the  coming  rider  travel 

twice  as  far  as  he* ; 
'Tired  wench  and  coming  butter  never 

did  in  time  agree.* 

"  *He  that  getteth  himself  honey,  though 
a  clown,  he  shall  have  flies'  ; 

*In  the  end  God  grinds  the  miller* ;  *In 
the  dark  the  mole  has  eyes.' 

**  *  He  whose  father  is  Alcalde,  of  his  trial 

hath  no  fear,*  — 
And  be  sure  the  Count  has  reasons  that 

will  make  his  conduct  clear.** 

Then  the  voice  sententious  faltered,  and 
the  wisdom  it  would  tench 

Lost  itself  in  fondest  trifles  of  his  soft 
Castilian  speech ; 

And  on  ** Concha,"  "Conrhitita,"  and 
*'Conchita,"  he  would  dwell 

With  the  fond  reitenition  which  the 
Spaniard  knows  so  well. 


So  with  proverbs  and  eBTesm&»,  half  in 
faitn  and  half  in  doubt, 

Everv  day  some  hope  was  kindled,  flick- 
ered,  faded,  and  went  out 


IV. 

Yearly,  down  the  hilkdde  sweeping,  came 

the  stately  cavalcade. 
Bringing  revel  to  vaqnero,  joy  and  com- 

rort  to  each  maid ; 

Bringing  days  of  formal  visit,  social  feast 

and  rustic  sport ; 
Of  bull-baiting  on  the  plaza,  of  love« 

making  in  the  court. 

Vainly  then  at  Concha's  lattice,  — vain*y 

as  the  idle  wind 
Rose  the  thin  high  Spanish  tenor  that 

hespoke  the  youth  too  kind; 

Vainly,  leaning  from  their  saddles,  ca- 
balleros,  l»old  and  fleet, 

Plucked  for  her  the  buried  chicken  from 
beneath  their  mustang  s  feet; 

So  in  vain  the  barren  hillsides  with  their 

gay  sera  pes  blazed, 
Blazed  and  vanished  in  the  dust-cloinl 

that  their  flying  hoofs  had  raiseiL 

Then  the  drum  called  from  the  rampart, 
and  once  more  with  patient  mien 

The  Commander  and  his  daughter  each 
took  up  the  dull  routine,  — 

Each  took  up  the  petty  duties  of  a  life 

apart  and  lone. 
Till  the  slow  years  wrought  a  music  in 

its  dreary  monotone. 


V. 

Forty  years  on  wall  and  bastion  swept 

the  hollow  idle  breeze. 
Since  the  Russian  eagle  fluttered   from 

the  California  seas. 


Forty  years  on  wall  and  bastion  wronght 
its  slow  but  sure  decay ; 

And  St.  George's  cross  was  lifted  in  the 
port  of  Monterey. 


raANCTB  BRET  HARTE. 

Anil  tli»  •iliuli'l  WHE  liifhl^,  and  thv  hall  |  Till  one  arose, 

wni  gnyly  drwl, 
AU  to  honcir  t^ir  Gnt);!'  Simpaon.  fuaoui 

tn'vllcr  and  ga«t 


Far  tinJ  nmr  tbe  people  gathered  to  the 

■■ostly  buiiiUFt  net. 
And  mixhaiignl  coiigntulatioii  with  the 

English  hannct; 

TOI  the  fonnal  tpn^'hes  endrd,  and 
■midat  Ibe  Ua^h  and  wiui 

Some  oni'  "(wke  <ir  Conrlia's  \ovtr, — 
liwdleo*  uf  Lbe  waruiiig  Ugn. 

Qnickly  then  erird  Sir  G«>rpf  Simpson ; 

*'8n«ik  uo  ill  of  hini,  I  nray. 
lie  it  dnuL     Hr  died,  pmr  kllDW,  fnrt; 

feora  agu  tliia  ilay. 

"Died  while  xpoedinE  home  In  Rnnln, 
fclling  from  ■  tni<.'ll(nia  horse. 

Lsft  a  BWeelheait  too,  ihey  trll  nic. 
Marriui,  I  >ii[ipo«i,  ot  uoune ! 

" Live*  At  j-et  I"  A  death-llkr  Hlmce 
fell  oil  lMa<iui*t.  guMti,  and  hall, 

And  a  tr^mlilinic  nf^re  litiog  fixed  the 
awe-itni(^  sua  of  all. 


Black  srrin'  hid  thp  mutwi  fijrure,  Iwwed 
and  Btritki-n  •vhere  it  itood. 

"  Li'ea  ahe  Tel  I "  Sir  Oeorpi  rfpeated. 
All  wetr  lm»hecl  as  Conoha  drrw 

Goaer  Tet  htr  nan'a  altire.     "Sellor, 
psrdon,  ahe  died  tool" 


The  rmrinK  lump-flrr,  with  rude  humor, 
"'     -nility  tinM  nf  health 


To  hear  the  tale  ai 

And  then,  while  nnind   thi>in   ihadowi 

gftthctrd  fiuler. 

And  s<  the  fin-li^t  rell. 

Hb  read  aloud   the  book  wheivln   the 

Master 

Had «rtit  of  "little  KeU." 


Dut, 


I  bojiah  lancy,- 


Wai  youngest  of  them  all, — 
>  he  ri»d,  from  cliutering  pine  and 

A  liktiGC  aeemed  to  UIj 


The    Itr-trrea,   gHtheriftg  cloaer  in  the 

Liiteiied  in  errrj  iipniv. 
While  the  wholn  cani]^  willi  '•■  KtU  "  on 


ndered  and  loat  their  way. 


Andso  in  mountain  aolididM  — 

Aa  by  tome  spell  ilirlnr 

Their  cat«  dropped  frfini  then 


liketha 


roiulit 
Te  lure  one  tale  to  tell  I 
Loit  is  that  i^amp  I  hot  let  tta  fr«grant 

Blrnd  uith  the  hreath  thai  thHIia 
With  bop-viuex'  iiivruM  all  Uw  jienaii* 
plorr 
That  filla  the  Kentiah  hiOa. 

And  on  that  givve  when  F.ngltih  «k 
and  holly 

,_ And  laurel  wrratha  entwine. 

On  haggard  fiwr,  and  tnrm  that  drooped    Deem   it  not  all   a  toe  prcmtuiitaona 


303 


soNiss  of:  thbee  cektubies. 


ANNIE  D.  GREEN  aiARIAN 
DOUGLAS). 

[U.  8.  A.] 

THE  PURITAN  LOVERS. 

DuAWir  out,  like  lingering  bees,  to  share 
The  last,  sweet  summer  weather, 

Beneath  the  reddening  maples  walked 
Two  Puritans  together,  — 

A  youth  and  maiden,  heeding  not 
The /woods  which  round  them  bright- 
ened, 

Just  conscious  of  each  other's  thoughts, 
Hidf  happy  and  half  frightened. 

Grave  were  their  brows,  and  few  their 
wofxls, 

And  coarse  their  garb  and  simple; 
The  maiden's  very  cheek  seemed  shy 

•To  own  its  worldly  dimple. 

For  stem  the  time;    they   dwelt   with 
Care ; 

And  Fear  was  oft  a  comer  ; 
A  sober  April  ushered  in 

The  Pilgrim's  toilful  summer. 

And  stem  their  creed  ;  they  tarried  here 
Mere  desert-land  s(j>journers  ; 

They  must  not  dream  of  mirth  or  rest, 
God's  humble  lesson -learners. 

The  temple's  sacred  perfume  round. 

Their  week-day  rooes  was  clinging  ; 
Their  mirth  was  but  the  golden  beljs 

On  i>riestly  garments  ringing. 

But  as  to-day  they  softly  talked, 
That  serious  youth  and  maiden, 

Their  plainest  words  strange  beauty  wore, 
Like  weeds  with  dewdrops  laden. 

The  saddest  theme  had  something  sweet, 
The  gravest,  something  tender, 

AVhilewith  slow  steps  they  wandered  on, 
Mid  summer's  fading  splendor. 

He  said,  "Next  week  the  church   will 
hold 

A  day  of  prayer  and  fasting"  ; 
And  then  he  stopped,  and  bent  to  pick 

A  white  life-everlasting,  — 


A  silvery  bloom, 'with  fadeless  leaves; 

He  gave  it  to  her,  sighing ; 
A  mute  confession  was  his  glance. 

Her  blush  a.mute  replying. 

<<Hehetabeir'  (at  last  he  spoke), 
"My  fairest  one  and  dearest ! 

One  thought  is  ever  to  my  heart 
The  sweetest  and  the  nearest. 

"YoH  'rwid  my  soul ;  you  know  my  wish ; 

O,  grant  me  its  fulfilling ! " 
She  answered  low,  "If  Heaven  smiles. 

And  if  my  father 's  willing ! " 

No  idle  passion  swayed  her  hearty 
This  quaint  New  England  beauty ! 

Faith  was  the  guardian  of  her  life,  -^    . 
Obedience  was  a  duty. 

Too  truthful  for  reserve,  she  stood,' 
Her  brown  eyes  earthward  casting, 

And  held  with  trembling  hand  the  while 
Her  white  life-everlasting. 

Her  sober  answer  pleased  the  youth,— 
Frank,  clear,  and  gravely  cheerful ; 

He  left  her  at  her  father's  door. 
Too  happy  to  be  fearful. 

She  looked  on  high,  with  eamest  plea. 
And  Heaven  seemed  bright  above  her; 

And  when  she  shyly  spoke  his  name. 
Her  father  praised  her  lover. 

And  when,  that  night,  she  sought  her 
couch. 

With  head-board  high  and  olden, 
Her  prayer  was  praise,  her  pillow  down, 

And  all  her  dreams  were  golden. 

And  still  upon  her  throbbing  heart. 
In  bloom  and  breath  undying, 

A  few  life-everlasting  flowers, 
Her  lover's  gift,  were  lying. 

0  Venus*  myrtles,  fresh  and  green ! 

0  Cupid's  blushing  roses! 
Not  on  your  classic  flowers  alone 

The  sacred  light  reposes ; 

Though  gentler  care  may  shield  your  buds 
From  north -winds  rude  and  blasting, 

As  dear  to  Love,  thofte  few,  pale  flowers 
Of  white  life-everlasting. 


WILLIAM  D.  HOWELLB.  —  &  U.  B.  FIATT. 
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WILLIAM  D.  HOWELLS. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

BEFORE  THE  OATS. 

Thet  gave  the  whole  long  day  to  idle 
ikaghter. 

To  fitful  song  and  jest, 
To  moods  of  sooerness  as  idle,  after, 

And  silences,  as  idle  too  as  the  rest. 

Bat  when  at  last  upon  their  way  return- 
ing, 
Taciturn,  late,  and  loath. 
Through  the  broad  meadow  in  the  sun- 
set burning. 
They  reached  the  gate,  one  fine  spell 
hindered  them  both. 

Her  heart  was  troubled  with  a  subtile 
anguish 
Such  as  but  women  know 
That  wait,  and  lest  love  speak  or  speak 
not  languish. 
And  what  they  would,  would  rather 
they  would  not  so ; 

Till  he  said,  —  man-like  nothing  compre- 
hending 
Of  all  the  wondrous  guile 
That  women  won  win  themselves  with, 
and  bending 
Eyes  of  relentless  asking  on  her  the 
while,  — 

"Ah,  if  beyond  this  gate  the  path  united 

Our  steps  as  far  as  death. 
And  I  might  open  it! — '*     His  voice, 

affrighte<l 
At  its  own  daring,  faltered  under  his 

breath. 

Then  she — whom  both  his  faith  and  fear 
enchanted 
Far  beyond  words  to  tell. 
Feeling    her    woman's  finest  wit    had 
wanted 
The  art  he  had  that  knew  to  blunder 
so  well — 

Shyly  drew  near,  a  little  step,  and  mock- 
ing. 
"Shall  we  not  be  too  late 
For  tea?"  she  said.     "I*m  quite  worn 
out  with  walking : 
Yea.  thanks,  your  arm.     And  will  you 
—open  the  gate t" 


)» 


S.  M.  B.  PIATT. 

[l7.  S.   A.] 

MY  OLD  KENTUCKT  KT7R8& 

I  KNEW  a  Princess :  she  was  old. 

Crisp-haired,  flat-featured,  with  a  look 

Such  as  no  dainty  pen  of  gold 
Would  write  of  in  a  Fairy  Book. 

So  bent  she  almost  crouched,  her  face 
Was  like  the  Sphinx's  face,  to  me, 

Touched  with  vast  patience,  desert  g^race. 
And  lonesome,  brooding  mystery. 

What  wonder  that  a  faith  so  strong 
As  hers,  so  sorr.iwful,  so  still. 

Should  watch  in  bitter  sands  so  long, 
Obedient  to  a  burdening  will  1 

This  Princess  was  a  Slave, — like  one 

I  read  of  in  a  painted  tale ; 
Yet  free  enough  to  see  the  sun, 

And  all  the  flowers,  without  a  vail. 

Not  of  the  I^mp,  not  of  the  Ring, 
The  helpless,  powerful  Slave  was  she, 

But  of  a  subtler,  fiercer  Thing: 
She  was  the  Slave  of  Slavery. 

Court-lace  nor  jewels  had  she  seen : 
She  wore  a  precious  smile,  so  rare 

That  at  her  side  the  whitest  queen 
Were  dark,  — her  darkness  was  so  fair. 

Nothing  of  loveliest  loveliness 

This  strange,  sad  Princess  seemed  to 
lack; 
Majestic  with  her  calm  distress 

She  was,  and  beautiful  though  black : 

Black,  but  enchanted  black,  and  shut 
In  some  vague  Giant's  tower  of  air. 

Built  higher  than  her  hope  was.     But 
The  Irue  Knight  came  and  found  her 
there. 

The  Knight  of  the  Pale  Horse,  he  laid 
His  shadowy  lance  against  the  spell 

That  hid  her  Self:  as  if  afraid; 

The  cruel  blackness  shrank  and  felL 

Then,  lifting  slow  her  pleasant  sleep. 
He  took  her  with  him  through  the  night, 

And  swam  a  River  cold  and  deep, 
And  vanished  up  an  awful  Height 
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And,  in  her  Father's  House  beyond, 
They  gave  her  beauty,  robe,  and  crown, 

-^On  me,  1  think,  far,  faint,  and  fond. 
Her  eyes  to-day  look,  yearning,  down. 


B.  P.  TAYLOR. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

THE  OLI>-FASHIONED  CHOIR. 

I  HAYS  fancied  sometimes,  the  old  Bethel- 
bent  beam. 

That  trembled  to  earth  in  the  Patriarch's 
dream, 

Wa^  a  ladder  of  song  in  that  wilderness 
rest 

From  the  pillow  of  stone  to  the  Blue  of 
the  Blest, 

And  the  angels  descending  to  dwell  with 
us  here, 

"Old  Hundred"  and  "Corinth"  and 
"China"  and  "M(^r." 

All  the  hearts  arc  not  dead,  nor  under 

the  sod, 
That  those   breaths   can  blow  open  to 

Heaven  and  God ! 
Ah,  "Silver   Street"  leads  by  a  bright 

golden  road, 
— 0,  not  to  the  hymns  that  in  harmony 

flowed,  — 
But  those  sweet  human  psalms  in  the 

old-fashioned  choir, 
To  the  giri  that  sang  alto,  — the  girl  that 

sang  air ! 
"Let  us  sing  in  His  praise," the  good 

minister  said, 
All  the  psalm-books  at  once  fluttered  open 

at  "York," 
Sunned  their  long  dotted  wings  in  the 

words  that  he  rexid, 
Wliile  the  leader  leaped  into  the  tune  just 

ahead, 
And  politely  picked  up  the  key-note  with 

a  fork, 
And  the  vicious  old  viol  went  growling 

along, 
At  the  heels  of  the  girls,  in  the  rear  of 

the  song. 

I  need  not  a  wing,  — bid  no  genii  come. 
With  a  wonderful  web  from  Arabian  loom, 
To  bear  me  again  up  the  river  of  Time, 


When  the  world  was  in  rhythm  and  life 

was  its  rhyme ; 
Where  the  stream  of  the  years  flowed  so 

noiseless  and  narrow. 
That  across  it  there  floated  the  song  of 

the  sparrow ; 
For  a  sprig  of  green  caraway  carries  me 

there, 
To  the  old  village  church  and  the  old 

village  choir. 
When  clear  of  the  floor  my  feet  slowly 

swung 
And  timed  uie  sweet  pnlae  of  the  praise 

as  they  sung 
Till  the  gloiy  ashmt  from  the  afternoon 

sun 
Seemed  the  rafters  of  gold  in  God's  temple 

begun! 
You  may  smile  at  the  nasals  of  old  Dea- 
con Brown, 
Who  followed  by  scent  till  he  ran  the 

tune  down,  — 
And  dear  sister  Green,  with  more  good- 
ness than  grace. 
Rose  and  fell  on  the  tunes  as  she  stood 

in  her  place. 
And    where    "Coronation"    exultantl? 

flows, 
Tried  to  reach  the  high  notes  on  the  tips 

of  her  toes ! 
To  the  land  of  the  leal  they  have  gone 

with  their  song. 
Where  the  choir  and  the  chorus  together 

belong. 
0,  be  lifted,  ye  Gates !   Let  me  hear  them 

again,— 
Blessed    song,  blessed    Sabbath,  forever 

Amen ! 


LAURA  C.  REDDEX. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

MAZZINL 

A  LIGHT  is  out  in  Italy, 

A  golden  tongue  of  purest  flame. 
Wo  watched  it  burning,  long  and  lone, 

And  every  watcher  knew  it3  name. 
And  knew  from  whence  its  fervor  came: 

That  one  rare  light  of  Italy, 
Which  put  self-seeking  souls  to  shame  1 

This  light  which  burnt  for  Italy 
Through  all  the  blackness  of  her  night, 


JOHN  HAT. 


305 


She  doubted,  once  upon  a  time. 
Because  it  took  away  her  sight, 

She  looked  and  said,  ''There  is  no  light  !** 
It  was  thine  eves,  poor  Italy ! 

That  knew  not  dark  apart  from  bright. 

This  flame  which  burnt  for  Italy, 
It  would  not  let  her  haters  sleep. 

They  blew  at  it  with  angry  breath. 
And  only  fed  its  upward  leap. 

And  only  made  it  hot  and  deep. 
Its  burning  showed  us  Italy, 

And  all  the  hopes  she  had  to  keep. 

This  light  is  out  in  Italy, 

Her  eyes  shall  seek  for  it  in  rain  I 
For  her  sweet  sake  it  spent  itself. 

Too  early  flickering  to  its  wane,  — 
Too  long  blown  over  by  her  pain. 

Bow  down  and  weep,  0  Italy, 
Thou  canst  not  kindle  it  again ! 


X7NAWABE& 

The  wind  was  whispering  to  the  vines 
The  secret  of  the  summer  night ; 
The  tinted  oriel  window  ffleamed 
But  faintly  in  the  misty  Tight ; 
Beneath  it  we  together  sat 
In  the  sweet  stiluiess  of  content. 

Till  from  a  slow-consenting  cloud 
Came  forth  Diana,  bright  and  bold, 
And  drowned  us,  ere  wc  were  aware. 
In  a  great  shower  of  liquid  gold ; 
And,  shyly  lifting  up  my  eyes, 
I  made  acquaintance  with  your  face. 

And  sudden  something  in  me  stirred. 
And  moved  me  to  impulsive  speech. 
With  little  flntterings  between. 
And  little  pauses  to  beseech, 
From  your  sweet  graciousne-ss  of  mind, 
Indulgence  and  a  xindly  ear. 

Ah !  glad  was  I  as  any  bird 
That  softly  pipes  a  timid  note. 
To  hear  it  taken  up  and  trilled 
Out  cheerily  by  a  stronger  throat. 
When,  free  from  discora  and  constraint, 
Your  thought  responded  to  my  thought 

I  had  a  carven  missal  once. 
With  pavenacenesof  "Christ,  his  Woe," 
One  picture  in  that  quaint  ohl  book 
Will  never  from  my  memory  go, 
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Though  merely  in  a  childish  wise 
I  used  to  search  for  it  .betimes. 

It  showed  the  face  of  God  in  man 
Abandoned  to  his  watch  of  pain, 
And  given  of  his  own  good-will 
To  every  weaker  thing  s  disdain ; 
But  from  the  darkness  overhead 
Two  pitying  angel  eyes  looked  doi^n. 

How  often  in  the  bitter  night 
Have  I  not  fallen  on  my  face. 
Too  sick  and  tired  of  heart  to  ask 
God's  pitv  in  my  grievous  case ; 
Till  the  dank  deadness  of  the  dark, 
Receding,  left  me,  pitiless. 

Then  have  I  said :  "  Ah !  Christ  the  Lord ! 
€fod  sent  his  angel  unto  thee ; 
But  both  ye  leave  me  to  myself,  — 
Perchance  ye  do  not  even  see !  '* 
Then  was  it  as  a  mighty  stone 
Alx>ve  my  sunken  heart  were  rolled. 

Now,  in  the  moon's  transfiguring  light, 
I  seemed  to  see  you  in  a  dream ; 
Your  listening  face  was  silvered  o*er 
Bv  one  divinely  radiant  lieam ; 
I  leant  towards  you,  and  my  talk 
Was  dimly  of  the  haunting  past. 

1  took  ^ou  through  deep  soundings  where 
My  freighted  sliips  went  down  at  noon,  — 
Gave  glimpses  of  deflowered  pUius, 
Blown  over  by  the  hot  Simoon ; 
Then  1  was  silent  for  a  space : 
*'  God  sends  no  angel  unto  me !  ** 

My  heart  withdrew  into  itaelf. 
When  lo !  a  knocking  at  the  door: 
"  Am  I  so  soon  a  stranger  here. 
Who  was  an  honore<l  guest  before  ? " 
Then  looking  in  your  eyes,  I  knew 
You  were  GokI's  angel  sent  to  me ! 


JOHN  HAY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

A  WOMAITS  LOVE. 

A  SENTINEL  angel  sitting  high  in  glory 
Heard  this  shrill  wail  ring  out  from  Pur* 

gatory : 
"Have  mercy,  mighty  angel,  hear  my 

story  r 
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"  I  lored,  —  uid,  blind  willi  poiviiDDatc 

Ion,  I  fell. 
liOre  broQght  in«  down  to  death,  and 

dearh  tu  }}M. 
For  God  U  just,  ind  death  Tnr  eiu  is  welL 

"  I  (in  not  rag"  against  lii«  high  dwree, 
Nor  inr  inyHlF  Ao  aslc  Ilut  gnieo  shnll  be ; 
Bui  for  my  love  on  earth  who  luonrua 

"Great  8j>irit!     l*t   mo  »ee  my  love 

And  comfort  him  one  hour,  tind  I  were 

fnin 
Topayathoasandyearsoffireanilpiiin,  ' 

Tiien   sftid  the  pitying   angrl,    "Nny, 

ffiient 
That  wild  row  t    Look,  the  dial-finger  b 

bent 
Down  to  the  lart  hour  of  thy  puniih- 

Biit  still  she  wailed,  "  I  p[«y  the«,  let 

me  go! 
I  cannot  Hn^  to  peace  and  leave  him  m. 
0,  let  raeHw^ie  him  iu  his  Utter  woe  i " 

The  braien  gales  ground  sullenly  ajar. 
And  upwanl,  joyous,  like  a  riaiiig  atar. 
She  row  and  vanished  in  the  ether  far. 

But  Boon  adown  the  dvin^  aunset  Bailing, 
And  like  a  wounded  bird  her  pinions 

trHiling. 
She  Buttered  back,  with  bn>kcn-b«arted 

She  sohbed,  "I  found  him  by  the  sum- 
Rsclined.  hia  head  upon  a  muden's 
She  curled  his  hair  nnd  kiaaed  him.    Woe 


Sha  wept,   "Now  let  my  punishment 

1  hnve  bri'n  fond  and  fooliBh.     Let  me  in 
To  expiate  my  sorrow  and  my  sin." 

The  nngel  answered,   "Nay,  asd  anol, 

go  hijfher  I 
To   be   deceiveil  in   your  true   neart'i 

Waa  bitterer  than  a  thoaeand  years  of 


ELIZABETH  STUART  PflELPS, 


B  BBIDOG  or  aiQHB. 


0  palace  of  the  rose- heart's  hue  ! 

How  like  a  flower  the  warm  light  fallii 


ALL  THE  BIVXBS. 


Wind  the  olden  worils  along 
The  tortuous  windings  of  my  thought, 
whenever 
1  sit  beside  the  so- 

All  the  rivers  ran  into  the  sra. 

O  yon  litllo  leaping  river, 
Langh  on  beneath  your  breath '. 
With  a  heart  ns  dwp  as  death. 
Strong  stream,   go  patient,  bmie  and 
hanting  never, 
I  sit  befide  the  sea. 

All  the  rivers  mn  into  the  sea. 
Why  the  striving  of  a  river, 
The  pftSHioa  of  a  soul  T 
Calm  the  eternal  walers  roll 
Upon  the  etemal   shore.     Somewhere, 
whatever 
Seeks  it  Soda  the  mm. 

All  the  Tivera  mn  into  the  »e* 

0  thou  bonnding,  burning  river, 

Hurrying  heart !  —  I  eeem 

To  know  (m  one  knovi  in  a  dream) 

That  in  the  waiting  heart  of  God  forever 
Thou  loo  ahalt  find  the  eea. 


REBECCA'S.  PALFREY. — WILLIAM  C.  GANNETT, 
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BEBECCA  S.  PALFBEY. 

[U.    S.   A.] 

WUITK  UKDSBNEATH. 

Into  a  city  street, 

Nant)w  and  noisome,  chance  had  led  my 

feet; 
Poisonous  to  every  sense ;  and  the  son's 

rays 
Loved  not  the  unclean  place. 

It  seemed  that  no  pure  thing 

Its  whiteness  here  would  ever  dare  to 

bring; 
Yet  even  into  this  dark  place  and  low, 
God  had  sent  down  his  snow. 


Here,  too,  a  little  child 

Stood  by  the  drift,  now  blackened  and 

detiled ; 
And  with  hiit  rosy  hands,  in  earnest  play, 
Scraped  the  dark  crust  away. 

Checking  my  hurried  pace. 
To  watch  the  busy  hands  and  earnest  face, 
I  heard  him  laush  aloud  in  pure  delight. 
That  underneath,  *t  was  white. 

Then,  through  a  broken  pane, 

A  woman's  voice  summoned  him  in  again, 

With  softened  mother-tones,  that  half 

excused 
The  nnclean  words  she  used. 


And  as  I  lingered  near. 
His  baby  accents  fell  upon  my  ear : 
'*8e4^.  I  can  make  the  snow  again  for  yon. 
All  clean  and  white  and  new  !** 

Ah  !  surely  God  knows  best. 

Our  sight  is  short ;  faith  trusts  to  him 

the  rest 
Sometimes,  we  know,  he  gives  to  human 

hands 
To  work  out  his  commands. 

Perhaps  he  holds  apart. 

By  baby  fingers,  in  that  mother's  heart. 

One  fair,  clean  spot  that  yet  may  spread 

and  grow. 
Till  all  be  white  as  snow. 


WILLIAM  C.  GANNETT. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

LISTENING  FOR  GOD. 

I  HEAR  it  often  in  the  dark, 

I  hear  it  in  the  light,  — 
Where  is  the  voice  Uiat  calls  to  me 

With  such  a  quiet  might  ? 
It  seems  but  echo  to  my  thought. 

And  yet  beyond  the  stars; 
It  seems  a  heart-beat  in  a  hush, 

And  yet  the  planet  jars. 

0,  may  it  be  that  far  within 

My  inmost  soul  there  lies 
A  spirit-sky,  that  opens  with 

Those  voices  of  surprise  ? 
And  can  it  be,  by  nignt  and  day. 

That  fii-mament  serene 
Is  just  the  heaven  where  God  himself. 

The  Father,  dwells  unseen  f 

0  God  within,  ho  close  to  me 

That  every  thought  is  plain. 
Be  judge,  be  friend,  be  Father  still, 

And  in  thy  heaven  reign  ! 
Thy  heaven  is  mine,  —  my  very  soul! 

Thy  words  are  sweet  and  strong ; 
Th«*y  fill  my  inward  silences 

With  music  and  with  song. 

They  send  me  challenges  to  right, 

And  loud  rebuke  my  ill ; 
They  ring  niv  bells  of  victory, 

Thev  breathe  mv  "Peace,  be  still !" 
They  ever  seem  to  say,  "My  child. 

Why  seek  me  so  all  day  ? 
Now  journey  inward  to  thyself, 

And  listen  by  the  way." 


MABY  G.  BEAISEED. 

(U.  S.  A.] 

GOD  KNOWETH. 

I  KNOW  not  what  shall  befall  me, 
(Jod  hangs  a  mist  o'er  my  eyes. 

And  so,  each  step  of  my  onwanl  path, 
He  makes  new  8<!en«*s  to  rise. 

And  every  joy  he  sends  me  comes 
As  a  sweet  and  glad  surprise. 
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SONGS  OF  THREE  CENTURIES. 


1  see  not  a  step  before  me. 
As  1  tread  on  another  year ; 

But  the  post  is  still  in  G  oil's  keeping, 
The  futui-e  his  mercy  shall  clear, 

Anil  what  looks  dark  in  the  distance 
May  brighten  as  I  draw  near. 

For  perhaps  the  dreaded  future 
Has  less  bitter  than  I  think  ; 

The  Lord  may  sweeten  the  waters 
Before  I  stoop  to  drink, 

Or,  if  Marah  must  be  Marah, 
He  will  stand  beside  its  brink. 

It  mav  be  he  keeps  waiting 

Till  the  coming  of  my  feet 
Some  gift  of  such  rare  blessedness. 

Some  joy  so  strangely  sweet, 
That  my  lifis  shall  only  tremble 

With  the  thanks  they  cannot  speak. 

0  restful,  blissful  ignorance  ! 
*T  is  blessed  not  to  know, 

It  holds  me  in  those  mighty  arms 
AVhich  will  not  let  me  go, 

Antl  hushes  niv  soul  to  ivst 

On  the  bosom  which  loves  me  so ! 

So  I  go  on  not  knowing ; 
I  would  not  if  1  might ; 

1  would   rather  walk  in  the  dark  with 

CJod, 
Than  go  alone  in  the  light ; 
1  would  rather  walk  with  Hini  by  faith. 
Than  walk  alone  by  sight. 


My  heart  shrinks  back  from  tiials 
Which  the  future  may  disclose. 

Yet  1  never  had  a  sorrow 

But  what  the  dear  Lord  chose  ; 

So  I  send  the  coming  tears  Iwick, 
With    the     whisiMjred    word, 
knows." 


n 


He 


JOHN  AV.  CHADWICK. 

[U.    S.    A.] 

A  80NO  OF  TRUST. 

0  Love  Divine,  of  all  that  is 
The  sweetest  still  and  lx»st, 

Fain  would  1  come  an<l  rest  to-night 
Upon  thy  tender  breast; 


As  tired  of  sin  as  any  child 

Was  ever  tired  of  play, 
When  evening's  hush  has  folded  in 

The  noises  of  the  day ; 

When  just  for  very  weariness 

The  little  one  will  creep 
Into  the  arras  that  have  no  joy 

Like  holding  him  in  sleep ; 

And  looking  upward  to  thy  face. 
So  gentle,  sweet,  and  strong. 

In  all  its  looks  for  those  who  love, 
So  pitiful  of  wfong, 

I  pray  thee  turn  me  not  away, 

For,  sinful  though  I  be. 
Thou  knowest  everything  I  need. 

And  all  my  need  of  thee. 

And  yet  the  spirit  in  my  heart 
Says,  Whei-efore  should  I  pray 

That  thou  shouldst  seek  me  with  thylove. 
Since  thou  dost  seek  alway ; 

And  dost  not  even  wait  until 

1  urge  my  st^ps  to  thee ; 
But  in  the  darkness  of  my  life 

Art  coming  still  to  me  ? 

I  pray  not,  then,  because  I  would ; 

I  pray  because*  I  must; 
There  is  no  meaning  in  my  prayer 

But  thankfulness  and  trust. 

I  would  not  have  thee  othenvise 

Than  what  thou  ever  art  : 
Be  still  thyself,  and  then  I  know 

We  cannot  live  apart. 

• 

But  still  thy  love  will  bt^ckon  me. 
And  still  thy  strength  will  come, 

In  many  ways  to  bear  me  up 
And  bring  me  to  my  home. 

And  thou  wilt  hear  the  thought  I  mean, 

And  not  the  words  1  sav ; 
Wilt  hear  the  thanks  among  the  words 

That  only  seem  to  pi*ay ; 

As  if  thou  wert  not  always  good, 

As  if  thy  loving  care 
Could  ever  miss  me  in  the  midst 

Of  this  thy  tem])le  fair. 

For,  if  I  ever  doubted  thee. 
How  could  I  any  more ! 


PAUL  H.  HATNE. 
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This  very  night  my  tossing  bark 
Has  reached  the  happy  shore ; 

And  still,  for  all  my  sighs,  my  heart 

Has  sung  itself  to  rest, 
O  Love  Divine,  most  far  and  near, 

Upon  thy  tender  breast. 


PAUL  H.  HAYNE. 

[U.   &   A.] 

PRS-EZIBTENCE. 

While  sauntering  through  the  crowded 

street. 
Some  half-remembered  face  I  meet, 

Albeit  upon  no  mortal  shore 

That  face,  roethinks,  has  smiled  before. 

Lost  in  a  gay  and  festal  throng, 
I  tremble  at  some  tender  song,  — 

Set  to  an  air  whose  golden  bars 
I  must  have  heard  in  other  stars. 

In  sacred  aisles  I  pause  to  share 
The  blessings  of  a  priestly  prayer,  — 

When  the  whole  scene  which  greets  mine 

eyes 
In  some  strange  mode  I  recognize 

As  one  whose  every  mystic  part 
I  feel  prefigured  in  my  heart. 

At  sunset,  as  1  calmly  stand, 
A  stranger  on  an  alien  strand. 

Familiar  as  my  childhood's  home 
Seems  the  long  stretch  of  wave  and  foam. 

One  sails  toward  me  o'er  the  bay. 
And  what  he  comes  to  do  and  say 

I  can  foretelL     A  prescient  lore 
Springs  from  some  life  outlived  of  yore. 

O  swift,  instinctive,  startling  gleams 
Of  deep  soul-knowledge !  not  as  dreams 

For  aye  ye  vaguely  dawn  and  die, 
Bat  oft  with  ligbtning  certainty 


Pierce  through  the  dark,  oblivious  brain, 
To  make  old  thoughts  and  memories 
plain, — 

Thoughts  which  perchance  must  travel 

back 
Across  the  wild,  bewildering  track 

Of  countless  eons ;  memories  far. 
High-reaching  as  yon  pallid  star. 

Unknown,  scarce  seen  whose  flickering 

grace 
Faints  on  the  outmost  rings  of  space ! 


( 


FROM  THE  WOODS. 

Why  should  I,  with  a  mournful,  morbid 

spleen. 
Lament  that  here,  in  this  half-desert 
scene, 
My  lot  is  placed? 
At  least  the  ixjet-winds  are  bold  and 

loud,  — 
At  least  the  sunset  glorifies  the  cloud. 
And  forests  old  and  proud 
Rustle  their  verdurous  banners  o'er  the 
waste. 

Perchance 't  is  best  that  I,  whose  Fate's 

eclipse 
Seems  final,  —  J,  whose  sluggish  life- 
wave  slips 
Languid  away,  — 
Should  here,  within  these  lowly  walks, 

apart 
From  the  fierce  throbbings  of  the  pop- 
ulous mart. 
Commune  with  mine  own  heart. 
While    Wisdom    blooms    from    buried 
Hope's  decay. 

Nature,  though  wild  her  forms,  sus- 
tains me  still ; 
The  founts  are  musical, — the  barren 
hill 
Glows  with  strange  lights ; 
Through  solemn  pine-groves  the  small 

rivulets  fleet 
Sparkling,  as  if  a  Naiad's  silvery  feet, 
In  quick  and  coy  retreat. 
Glanced  through  the  »tar-gleams  on  calm 
summer  nights ; 


8id 


fOKOS 'CKT  fHBB  UUHlUMmL 


And  tiM  mrmt  dty,  tiM  njil  liwrBB 

DailDeiii  with  ■tofins  or  rndti  in  Ikdm 
uilofft; 
Wliik  fiw  ranote, 
Jmfc  wheiB  the  sunli^t  imitM  the 

woods  with  m, 
Wtkens   the    maHitadinooB   ijItmi 
choir; 
Tlieir  imiooent  lofo's  deeira 
Poured  in  a  riU  of  aong  fttm  eeoh  har> 
monioiiB  thml. 

IC7  wbUs  are  cmmMiBg^  hat  inmortid 

kioke 
Smile  on  me  here  horn  fiioet  of  nn 
hooker     . 
Shekeimeare  ooosoles 
Mrheartwithtniephiloecmhiee;  ahehn 
'  Of  tpirituel  dews  from  nnmbler  eong 
or  peahn 
Fills  me  with  tender  oslm. 
Or  throogh  hushed  hesTens  of  sool  Mil- 
ton's deep  thunder  roUs! 

And   more    than    all,  o*er   shattered 

wrecks  of  Fate, 
The  relics  of  a  happier  time  and  state, 

My  nobler  life 
Shines  on  unquenched!    O  deathless 

love  that  lies 
In  the  clear  mitlnight  of  those  passion- 
ate eyes ! 
Joy  waneth !  Fortune  flies ! 
What  then  ?    Thou  still  art  here,  soul  of 
my  soul,  my  Wife ! 


ISA  CRAIG  KNOX. 


BALLAD  OF  THE  BRIDES  OF  QUAIB. 

A  STiLLNKsa  crept  about  the  house, 
At  evenfall,  in  noontide  glare; 

Upon  the  8ilent  hills  looked  forth 
The  many-windowed  House  of  Quair. 

The  peacock  on  the  terrace  screamed ; 

Browsed  on  the  lawn  the  timid  hare; 
The  great  trees  grew  i'  the  avenue, 

Calm  by  the  sheltered  House  of  Quair. 

The  pool  was  still ;  around  its  brim 
Tlie  alders  sickened  all  the  air; 


A^tereeaBse  boi 

andQmor. 

The  days  faoid  on  tiidr  woated  paoi^ 
And  ncB  to  eowt  and  esnn  wotit^ 

nieir  part  to  fiU.  of  ivsod  or  ID, 
While  women  keep  the  HoBse  of  l)oiir. 

And  one  b  dad  In  widow's  weed% 
And  0ne  Is  nudden-like  and  fidr. 

And  day  by  day  thej*  seek  the  paths 
Ahout  \he  hmely  fielda  ^ 


To  see  the  tront  kap  in  tito  streams, 
The  snmmer  cbads  reflected  thenv 

The  msideh  lofes  in  pensiTe  dreams 
To  hang  o'er  sHver  Tweed  and  QmiH' 

Within,  in  psil-hladc  Telvel  e)sd, 
Sitsststely  in  her  oaken  ehair^ 

A  stately  dame  of  ancient  name — 
The  moiUMr^ilihaRoase  of  Qnslr. 

Her  danirhter  hroideri  hy  her  side, 
With  neavy  drooping  golden  hair, 

And  listens  to  her  treouent  plaint,  — 
'411  fare  the  brides  tnat  come  to  Quali. 

"For  more  than  one  hath  lived  in  pine. 
And  more  than  one  hath  died  of  ctr^ 

And  more  than  one  hath  sorely  sinned. 
Left  lonely  in  the  House  of  Quair. 

"Alas !  and  ere  thy  father  died 
1  had  nut  in  his  heart  a  share. 

And  now — may  God  forfend  her  ill — 
Thy  brother  brings  his  bride  to  Quair.** 

She  came ;  they  kissed  her  in  the  hall, 
They  kissed  ner  on  the  winding  stair, 

They  led  her  to  the  chamber  high. 
The  fairest  in  the  House  of  Qiiair. 

They  bade  her  from  the  window  look, 
And  mark  the  scene  how  passing  fair, 

Among  whose  ways  the  quiet  da3'8 
Would  linger  o'er  the  wife  of  Quair. 

"T  is  fair,'*  she  said  on  looking  forth, 
"But  what  although  't  were  bleak  and 
bare—" 

She  looked  the  love  she  did  not  speak, 
And  broke  the  ancient  curse  of  Quair. 

"Where'er  he  dwells,  where'er  he  goes, 
His  dangers  and  his  toils  1  share." 

What  need  be  said, — she  was  not  one 
Of  the  ill-fated  brides  of  Qoair. 


HENBT  TIUBOD. — ^WALTER  F.  lOTGHELL. 
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HENRI  TIMROD. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

SPRING  IN  CAROLINA. 

Spring,  with  that  nameless  pathos  in  the 

air 
Which  dwells  with  all  things  fair, 
Spring,  with  her  golden  suns  and  silver 

rain, 
It  with  us  once  again. 

Out  in  the  lonely  woods  the  jasmine  bums 
Its  fragrant  lamjis,  and  turns 
Into  a  royal  court  with  green  festoons 
The  bauKS  of  dark  lagoons. 

In  the  deep  heart  of  every  forest  tree 

The  blood  is  all  aglee, 

And  there's  a   look  about  the  leafless 

bowers 
As  if  they  dreamed  of  flowers. 

Yet  still  on  every  side  we  trace  the  hand 

Of  Winter  in  the  land, 

Save  where  the   maple  reddens  on  the 

la^Ti, 
Flushed  by  the  season's  dawn ; 

Or  where,  like  those  strange  semblances 

we  And 
That  age  to  childhood  bind. 
The  elm  puts  on,  as  if  in  Nature's  scorn. 
The  brown  of  autumn  com. 

As  yet  the  turf  is  dark,  although  you 

know 
That,  not  a  span  below, 
A  thousand  gerais  are  groping  through 

the  gloom, 
And  soon  will  burst  their  tomb. 

In  gardens  you  may  note  amid  the  dearth, 

The  crocus  breaking  earth ; 

And  near  the  snowdrop's  tender  white 

and  green. 
The  violet  in  its  screen. 

But  many  gleams  and  shadows  need  must 

pass 
Along  the  budding  grass. 
And  weeks  go  by,  before  the  enamored 

South 
Shall  kiss  the  rose's  mouth. 


Still  there 's  a  sense  of  blossoms  yet  un- 
born 
In  the  sweet  airs  of  mom ; 
One  almost  looks  to  see  the  very  street 
Grow  purple  at  his  feet 

At  times  a  fragrant  breeze  comes  floating 

And  brings,  you  know  not  why, 

A  feeling  as  when  eager  crowds  await 

Before  a  palace  gate 

Some  wondrous  pageant ;  and  you  scarce 

would  start. 
If  from  a  beech's  heart, 
A  blue-eyed  Dryad,  stepping  forth,  should 

say, 
"Behold me!    I  am  May!" 


WALTER  p.  MITCHELL. 

[U.   S.   A.] 

TACKINO  SHIP  OFT  SHORE. 

The  weather-leech  of  the  tojisail  shivers, 
The  bow-lines  strain,  and  the  lee-shrouds 

slacken. 
The  braces  are  taut,  the  lithe  boom  quivers. 
And  the  waves  with  the  coming  squall- 

cloud  blacken. 

Open  one  point  on  the  weather-bow. 
Is  the  liglithouse    tall    on  Fire  Island 

Head? 
There  's  a  shade  of  doubt  on  the  captain's 

brow, 
And  the  pilot  watches  the  heaving  lead. 

I  stand  at  the  wheel,  and  with  eager  eye, 
To  sea  and  to  sky  and  to  shore  I  gaze. 
Till  the  muttered  order  of  **/*«//  andbyT 
Is  suddenly  changed  for  **  Full /or  stays!** 

The  ship  bends  lower  before  the  breeze. 
As  her  broadside  fair  to  the  blast  she  lays ; 
And  she  swifter  springs  to  the  rising  seas. 
As  the  pilot  calls,  *^  Stand  by  for  stays!** 

It  is  silence  all,  as  each  in  his  place. 
With  the  pathen'd  coil  in  his  harJenetl 

hands. 
By  tack  and  bowline,  by  sheet  and  brace. 
Waiting  the  watchword  impatient  stands. 
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And  the  light  on  Fire  Island  Head  draws 

near, 
As,  trumpet-winged,  the  pilot's  shout 
From  his  post  on  the  bowsprit's  heel  I 

hear, 
With  the    welcome    call  of,    ** Ready! 

Alxmtr 


No  time  to  spare !     It  is  touch  and  «> ; 
And  the  captain  growls,  "  Down,  helm ! 

hard  down ! " 
As  my  weight  on  the  whirling  spokes  I 

throw, 
While  heaven  grows  black  with  the  storm* 

cloud's  frown. 

High  o'er  the  knight-heads  flies  the  spray. 
As  we  meet  the  shock  of  the  plunging 

sea; 
And  my  shoulder  stiff  to  the  wheel  I  lay. 
As  I  answer,  **-<4y,  ay.  «'"/    Ha-a-rd  a 

leer 

With  the  swerving  leap  of  a  startled  steed 
The  ship  flies  fast  in  the  eve  of  the  wind, 
The  dangerous  shoals  on  the  lee  recede, 
And  tlie  lieadland  white  we  have  left 
behind. 

The  topsails  flutter,  the  jibs  collapse, 
And  belly  an<l  tug  at  the  groanin«(  cleats ; 
The  spanker  slats,  and  the  mainsail  flaps  ; 
And   thunders  the   oixier,  ^*  Tacks  and 
sJiceUr 

Mid  tlie  rattle  of  blocks  and  the  tramp 

of  the  crew, 
Hisses  the  n\in  of  the  rushing  squall : 
The  sails  arc  aback  from  clew  to  clew, 
And  now  is  the  moment  for,  ** Mainsail, 

haul!" 

And  the  heavy  yards,  like  a  baby's  toy, 
By  fifty  strong  anus  are  swiftly  swung  : 
She  holds  her  way,  and  I  look  with  joy 
For  the  first  white  spray  o'er  the  bulwarks 
flung. 

**L€t  go,  and  haul!**  'T  is  the  last  com- 
mand, 

And  the  head-sails  fill  to  the  blast  once 
more ; 

Astern  and  to  leeward  lies  the  land, 

With  its  breakers  white  on  the  shingly 
shore. 


What  matters  the  reef,  or  the  rain,  or  the 

squall? 
I  steady  the  helm  for  the  open  sea; 
The  first  mate  clamors,  '*  Belay  there, 

all!" 
And  the  captain's  breath  once  more  comes 

free. 

And  so  off  shora  let  the  good  ship  fly ; 
Little  care  I  how  the  gusts  may  blow. 
In  my  fo'castle  bunk,  in  a  jacket  dry. 
Eight  bells  have  struck,  and  my  watch  is 
below. 


HARRIET  PRESCOTT  SPOFFORD. 


[U.   S.   A.] 


Love,  when  all  these  years  are  silent, 

vanished  quite  and  laid  to  rest, 
\VTien   you  and   I   are   sleeping,  folded 

bi"eathless  breast  to  breast, 
When  no  morrow  is  before  us,  and  the 

long  glass  tosses  o'er  us. 
And  our  grave  remains  forgotten,  or  by 

alien  footsteps  pressed,  — 

Still  that  love  of  ours  will  linger,  that 

grejit  love  enrich  the  earth, 
Sunshine  in  the  lieavenly  azure,  breezes 

blowing  joyous  mirth ; 
Fragrance   fanning  off  from   flowers, 

melcKly  of  summer  showers. 
Sparkle  of  the  spicy  wood-fires  round  the 

happy  autumn  hearth. 

That 's  our  love.     But  you  and  I,  dear, 

—  shall  we  linger  with  it  yet, 
Mingled  in  one  dewdrop,  tangled  in  one 

sunbeam's  golden  net,  — 
On   the  violet's   purple   lx>som,  I  the 

sheen,  but  you  the  blossom. 
Stream  on  sunsi^t  winds  and  be  the  haze 

with  which  some  hill  is  wet? 

Or,  beloved,  —  if  ascending, — when  we 

have  en(lowe<i  the  world 
With  the  best  bloom  of  our  l>eing,  whither 

will  our  way  l>e  whirled, 
Through  what  vt\st  and  starry  spaces, 

toward  what  awful  holy  places, 
With  a  white  light  on  our  faces,  spirit 

over  spirit  furled  ? 


wiLUAM  wnrrEB. — joaqcin  milleb. 
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Only  this  our  yearning  answers,  — where- 

so'er  that  way  defile, 
Not  a  film  shall  j»art  us  through  the  seons 

of  that  mighty  while. 
In  the  fair  eternal  weather,  even  as 

phantoms  still  together, 
¥\<mtuM;,  floating,  one  forever,  in  the 

fight  of  God*8  great  smile  1 


SONG. 

In  the  summer  twilight. 

While  yet  the  dew  was  hoar, 
I  went  plucking  purple  pansies 

Till  my  love  should  come  to  shore. 
The  fishing-lights  their  dances 

Were  keepins  out  at  sea. 
And,  "Come,"  1  sang,  ''my  true  love. 

Come  hasten  home  to  me  !** 

But  the  sea  it  fell  a-moaning. 

And  the  white  gulls  rocked  thereon, 
And  theyonngrooon  dropped  from  heaven. 

And  the  lightM  hid,  one  by  one. 
All  silently  their  glances 

Slippeil  down  the  cruel  sea. 
And,  "Wait,"  cried  the  night  and  wind 
and  storm,  — 

"Wait  till  I  come  to  thee." 


WILLIAM  WINTER, 

[U.  S.   A.] 

AZRAZL. 

CoMEwith  a  smile,  when  come  thou  must. 
Evangel  of  the  world  to  be. 

And  touch  and  glorify  this  dust,  — 
This  shuddering  dust  that  now  is  me,  — 
And  from  this  prison  set  me  free ! 

Ixmn  in  those  awful  eyes  I  quail. 
That  gaze  across  the  grim  profound : 

Upon  that  sea  there  is  no  sail, 
T^or  any  liflht,  nor  any  sound, 
From  the  far  shore  that  girds  it  round. 

Onlv— two  still  and  steady  rays. 

That  those  twin  orbs  of  doom  o'ertop ; 

Only — a  quiet,  patient  gaze 

TTiat  dnnks  my  being,  drop  by  drop. 
And  bids  tlie  polae  of  nature  stop. 


Come  with  a  smile,  auspicious  friend. 
To  usher  in  the  eternal  day  I 

Of  these  weak  terrors  make  an  end. 
And  charm  the  paltry  chains  away 
That  bind  me  to  this  timorous  clay ! 

And  let  me  know  my  soul  akin 
To  sunrise  and  the  winds  of  mom, 

And  every  grandeur  that  has  been 
Since  this  all-glorious  world  was  bom, 
Nor  longer  droop  in  my  own  scorn. 

Come,  when  the  way  grows  dark  and  chill. 
Come,  when  the  baffled  mind  is  weak. 

And  in  the  heart  that  voice  is  still 
Which  used  in  happier  days  to  speak, 
Or  only  whispers  sadly  meek. 

Come  with  a  smile  that  dims  the  sun ! 
With  pitying  heart  and  gentle  hand ! 

And  waft  me«  from  a  work  that  *s  done. 
To  peace  that  waits  on  thy  command^ 
In  God's  mysterious  better  land ! 


JOAQUIN  MILLER. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

FROM  "WALKER  IN  NICARAQUA." 

SrccESs  had  made  him  more  than  king; 

Defeat  made  him  the  vilest  thing 

In  name,  contempt  or  hate  can  bring : 

So  much  the  loaded  dice  of  war 

Do  make  or  mar  of  character. 

Speak  ill  who  will  of  him,  he  died 

In  all  disgrace ;  say  of  the  dead 

His  heart  was  black,  bis  hands  were 

red, — 
Say  this  much,  and  be  satisfied. 
.  .  •  *  • 

I  lay  this  erode  wreath  on  his  dust. 
Inwove  with  sad,  sweet  memories 
Recalled  here  by  these  colder  seas. 
I  leave  the  wild  bird  with  his  trost. 
To  sing  and  say  hini  nothing  wrong ; 
I  wake  no  rivalry  of  song. 

He  lies  low  in  the  levelled  sand. 
Unsheltered  from  the  tropic  sun. 
And  now  of  all  he  knew,  not  one 
Will  8{)eak  him  fair,  in  that  far  land. 
Perhai>8  't  was  this  that  made  me  seek^ 
Disguised,  his  grave  one  winter-tide; 
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A  wciknMs  for  the  weaker  dde, 
A  dding  with  the  helplen 


A  pthn  not  for  held  out  a  hand; 
Herd  by  e  long  green  hemboo  swnng^ 
And  bent  like  some  greet  bow  unetrung^ 
And  quiTereil  like  a  willow  wand; 
Beneath  a  broad  banana'a  leaf, 
Perched  on  ita  frnita  that  crooked  hnng* 
A  bird  in  rainbow  apleudor  anng 
A  low»  aad  aoug  of  tempered  giiet 

No  flod,  no  aign,  no  eroea  nor  atoneb 
But  at  hie  aide  a  cactoa  green 
Upheld  ita  lanoea  long  and  keen ; 
It  atood  in  hot  red  aauda  alone, 
Fkt-palmed  and  fierce  with  lilted  apeara ; 
One  bloom  of  crimaon  erowned  ita  nead« 
A  drop  of  blood,  so  bri^t,  ao  red, 
Tet  redolent  aa  roaea*  teara. 
In  my  left  hand  I  held  a  aheO, 
All  rosy  liivped  and  pearly  rod; 
I  le{(i  it  bv  hia  lowly  bed. 
For  he  ditl  love  mo  paaaing  well 
The  grand  songs  of  the  solemn  sea. 

0  shell !  siii^  well,  wild,  with  a  will. 
When  stornts  blow  hard  and  binls  lie  still, 
The  wildest  sea-song  known  to  thee  1 

1  said  some  things,  with  folde<l  hands, 
Soft  whisperiMl  in  the  dim  sea-sound. 
And  eyes  held  humhly  to  the  ground. 
And  frail  knees  sunken  in  the  sands. 
He  had  done  more  than  this  for  me. 
And  yet  1  could  not  w«*ll  do  more : 

I  turned  me  down  the  olive  shore^ 
And  set  a  sad  face  to  the  sea. 


8T7NRISE  IN  VENICE. 

Night  seems  troul)le<l  and  scarce  asleep ; 
Iler  bi-ows  are  gathered  in  broken  rest; 
Sullen  old  liuii  of  dark  St.  Mark, 
And  a  star  in  the  east  starts  up  from  the 

deep ; 
"White  as  my  lilies  that  grow  in  the  west. 
Hist!  men  are  [tassing  hurriedly. 
1  see  the  yellow  wide  wings  of  a  bark 
Sail  silently  over  my  morning*star. 
I  see  men  move  in  the  moving  dark, 
Tall  and  silent  as  columns  are, — 
Great  sinewy  men  that  are  goo<l  to  see, 
AVitli  hair  pushed  back  and  with  open 

breasts ; 
Barefooted  fishermen  seeking  their  boats. 
Brown  as  walnuts  and  hairy  as  goats,  — 


Brafe  old  water-dosi^  wed  to  the  iBt,  ' 
Fifit  to  their  labon  and  kit  to  tiieir  mta 

Shinaaremoring!    IhearahMm; 
A  mtmt  trumpet  it  MnuMb  to  ne^ 
Deep-Toioed  and  mmfeal,  for  fr«Ba.  • . 
Anawera  hade,  and  anafaa  it  ealla. 
'T  iafheaentinal  boata  tbrt  watehtiietowa 
All  night,  aa  moontfng  her  watoy  walk 
And  watching  for  puate  or  amng^. 

Down 
Over  the  aea,  and  reaehinff  away. 
And  againat  the  eaat,  a  am  light  foll%— 
SilTenr  eoft  aa  the  mist  of  mom. 
And  I  catch  a  breath' like  the  bnath  of 

day. 

TheeaatiahloaMmiingI    Tea,arQafl^ 
Yaat  aa  the  heaven^  aoft  aa  a  kin. 
Sweet  aa  the  preaenoe  of  woman  la, 
Biaea  and  reachea  and  widena  and  grom 
Right  ont  of  the  aea,  aa  a  hloaaomin^  tree; 
Richer  and  richer,  ao  hUj^er  and  higher, 
Deeper  and  dneper  it  takca  ita  hne ; 
Brighter  and  bnghter  it  reachea  throng 
The  space  of  heaven  and  the  place  of  stars, 
Till  ail  is  as  rich  as  a  rose  can  be, 
And  my  rose-leaves  fall  into  billows  of  fire. 
Then  beams  reach  npward  as  arms  from 

a  vea; 
Then  lances  and  arrows  are  aimed  at  v». 
Then  lances  and  spangles  and  spars  and 

bars 
Are  broken  and  shivered  and  strown  on 

the  sea; 
And  around  and  about  me  tower  and  spire 
Start  from  the  billows  like  tongues  of  nre. 


UNKNOWN. 


DIFFERENT  POINTS  OF  VIEW. 

Saith  the  white  owl  to  the  martin  folk, 
In  the  belfry  tower  so  grim  an<l  gray: 

"Why  do  they  deafen  us  with  these  bells? 
Is  any  one  dead  or  bom  to-day  V 


I** 


A  martin  peeped  over  the  rim  of  its  nwt. 
And  answered  croesly:  "Why,  ain't 
you  heard 
That  an  heir  is  coming  to  the  great 
estate?** 
"I  *aven't,"  the  owl  said,  "'pontny 
woi^*: 
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"An  men  bom  so,  with  that  white  cock- 
ade?" 
Said  the  little  field-mouse  to  the  old 
brown  rat. 
•'Why,  you  silly  child,"  the  sage  replied, 
"This  is  the  bridegroom, — tney  kuow 
him  by  that.'^ 

Saith  the  snail  sosnuginhisdappledshell, 
Slowly  stretching  one  cautious  horn. 

As  the  beetle  was  hurryinff  by  so  brisk. 
Much  to  his  snailship's  inward  scorn : 

•*  Why  docs  that  creature  ride  by  so  fast  ? 
Has  a  tire  broke  out  to  the  east  or 
west?" 
*' Your  Onice,  he  rides  to  the  wedding- 
feast,"— 
"Let  the  roadman  go.   What  I  want  *s 
rest" 

The  swallows  around  the  woodman 
skimmed, 

Pouiing  and  turning  on  flashing  wing ; 
One  Niid :  **  Howliveththislumpof  earth  ? 

In  the  air,  he  can  neithersoar  nor  spring. 

"Over  the  meadows  we  sweep  and  dart, 
Down  with  the  flowers,  or  up  iu  the 
skies ; 
While  those  poor  lumberers  toil  and  slave, 
Half  starvetl,  for  how  can  they  ccUcJi 
their  flies? 


>'* 


Quoth  the  dry-rot  worm  to  his  artisans 
In  the  carpenter's  shop,  as  they  bored 
away: 
"Hark  to  the  sound  of  the  saw  and  file ! 
What  are  these  creatures  at  work  at,  — 
say?" 

From  his  covered  passage  a  worm  looked 
ont. 

And  eye<l  the  beings  so  busy  o'erhead  : 
"  I  scarcely  know,  my  lord ;  but  I  think 

They  *re  making  a  box  to  bury  their 

S*ys  a  butterfly  with  his  wings  of  blue 
All  in  a  flutter  of  careless  joy, 

As  he  talks  to  a  dragon-fly  over  a  flower: 
"Ours  is  a  life,  sir,  with  no  alloy. 

"What  are  those  black  things,  row  and 
row, 

Wii^ding  along  by  the  new-mown  hay  ?" 
"That  is  a  funeral,"  savs  the  flv  : 

"The  carpenter  buries  his  sou  to-day." 


ANNA  BOYNTON  AVERILL. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

BIRCH  STREAM. 

At  noon,  within  the  dusty  town, 
Where  the  wild  river  rushes  down. 

And  thundcre  hoarsely  all  day  long, 
I  think  of  thee,  my  hermit  stream. 
Low  singing  in  thy  summer  dream, 

Thine  idle,  sweet,  old,  tranquil  song. 

Northward,  Katahdin's  chasmed  pile 
Looms  through  thy  low,  long,  leaiy  aisle, 

Eastward,  Olamon'N  summit  shines ; 
And  I  upon  thy  grassy  shore, 
The  dreamful,  happy  child  of  yore. 

Worship  before  mine  olden  shrines. 

Again  the  sultry  noontide  hush 
Is  8wet»tly  broken  by  the  thrush. 

Whose  clear  l)ell  rings  and  dies  away 
Besiile  thy  banks,  in  coverts  deep, 
Where  nodding  buds  of  orchis  sleep 

In  dusk,  and  dream  not  it  is  day. 

Again  the  wild  cow-lily  floats 
Her  golden -fri'igh ted,  tented  lioats. 

In  thy  cool  coves  of  softened  gloom, 
O'ershadowed  by  the  whisiiering  reed. 
And  purple  plumes  of  pickerel- weed, 

And  meadow-sweet  in  tangled  bloom. 

The  startled  minnows  dart  in  flocks 
Beneath  thy  glimmering  amber  rocks. 

If  but  a  zephyr  stirs  the  broke  ; 
The  silent  swallow  8wooi>8,  a  flash 
Of  light,  and  leaves,  with  dainty  plash, 

A  ring  of  ripples  in  her  wake. 

—  Without,  the  land  is  hot  and  dim ; 
The  level  tiehls  in  languor  swim. 

Their  stubble-grasws  brown  as  dust ; 
And  all  along  the  upland  lanes. 
Where  shadeless  noon  oppressive  reigns. 

Dead  roses  wear  their  crowns  of  rust. 


Within,  is  neither  blight  nor  death, 
The  fien'e  sun  woos  with  anient  bn»ath, 

Rut  rannot  win  thv  svlvan  h«*Hrt. 
Onlv  the  child  who  loves  thee  long, 
Wit^  faithful  worship  pure  and  strong. 

Can  know  how  dear  and  sweet  thou  art 
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So  loved  I  thee  in  days  gone  by, 

So  love  I  yet,  though  leagues  may  lie 

Between  us,  and  the  years  divide;— 
A  breath  of  coolueHS,  dawn,  and  dew,  - 
A  joy  forever  fresh  and  true. 

Thy  memory  doth  with  me  abide. 


KATE  PUTNAM  OSGOOD. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

DRIVINO  HOME  THE  00W8. 

Out  of  the  clover  and  blue-eyed  grass 
He  tume<l  them  into  the  nver lane; 

One  after  another  he  let  them  pass. 
Then  fastened  the  meadow  bars  again. 

Under  the  willows,  and  over  the  hill. 
He  patiently  followed  their  sober  pace ; 

The  merry  whistle  for  once  was  stiA, 
And  something  shadowed  the  sonny 
face. 

Only  a  boy !  and  his  father  had  said 
He  never  could  let  his  youngest  go : 

Two  already  were  lying  dead, 

Under  the  feet  of  the  trampling  foe. 

But  after  the  evening  work  was  done, 
And  the  frogs  were  loud  in  the  niead- 
ow-swanip, 
Over  his  shoulder  he  slung  his  gun, 
And  stealthily  followed  the  footpath 
damj). 

Across  the  clover,  and  through  the  wheat. 
With  resolute  heart  and  purpose  grim, 
Though  cold  was  the  dew  on  his  hurry- 
ing feet. 
And  the  blind  bat's  flitting  startled 
him. 

Thrice  since  then  had  the  lanesbeen  white, 
And  the  orchards  sweet  with  apple- 
bloom  ; 
And  now,  when  the  cows  came  back  at 
night, 
The  feeble  father  drove  them  home. 

For  news  had  come  to  the  lonely  farm 
That  three  were  lying  where  two  had 
lain : 
And  the  old  man's  tremulous,  palsied 
arm 
Could  never  lean  on  a  son's  again. 


The  summer  day  grew  cool  and  late : 
He  went  for  the  cows  when  the  wofk 
was  done ; 

But  down  the  lane,  as  he  opened  the  gate, 
He  saw  them  comin|^  one  by  one : 

Brindle,  Ebony,  Speckle,  and  Bess, 
Shaking  their  boms  in  the  evening 
wind; 
Cropping  the    battercupe   out   of   the 
grass,— 
But  who  was  it  following  dose  behind  f 

Loosely  swung  in  the  idle  air 
The  empty  sleeve  of  array  blue ; 

And  worn  and  pale,  from  the  crisping 
hair. 
Looked  out  a  face  that  the  lather  knew. 

For  Sonthem   prisons    will    sometimes 
yawn. 
And  yield  their  dead  unto  life  aniin : 
And  the  day  that  comes  with  a  cloudy 
dawn 
In  golden  glory  at  last  may  wane. 

The  great  tears  sprang  to  their  meeting 
eyes ; 
For  the  heart  must  speak  when  the 
lips  are  dumb : 
And  unaer  the  silent  evening  skies 
Together  they  followed  the  cattle  home. 


LIZZIE  G.  PARKER. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

WATTINa. 

Fon  a  foot  that  will  not  come, 
For  a  song  that  will  not  sound, 

I  hearken,  wait  and  moan  alway, 
And  weary  months  go  round. 

Never  again  in  the  world 
Shall  that  lost  footstep  be ; 

Nor  sea,  nor  bird,  nor  r€^y  wind 
Can  match  that  song  to  me. 

But  in  the  chants  of  heaven, 
And  down  the  golden  street. 

My  heart  shall  single  out  that  song 
And  know  that  touch  of  feet 


UNKNOWN. 
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UNKSOWN. 


THB  8BCRET  OF  DEATH. 

*' She  IB  dead  I "  they  said  to  him.  ' '  Come 
away; 


ias  her  and  leave  her,  thy  love  is  cby  1 " 

They  smoothed  her  tresses  of  dark  brown 

hair; 
On  her  forehead  of  stone  they  laid  it  fair ; 

Over  her  eyes  which  ^[azed  too  much, 
They  drew  the  lids  with  a  gentle  touch ; 

With  a  tender  touch  they  closed  up  well 
The  sweet,  thin  lips  that  had  secrets  to 
tell; 

About  her  brows  and  beautiful  face 
They  tied  her  veil  and  her  marriage-lace, 

And  drew  on  her  white  feet  her  white 

silk  shoes ; 
Which  were  the  whitest  no  eye  could 

choose; 

And  over  her  bosom  they  crossed  her 
hands,  — 

••Come  away,"  they  said,  "God  under- 
stands!" 

But  there  was  a  silence,  and  nothing  there 
But  silence,  and  scents  of  eglantai^ 

And  jessamine  and  roses,  and  rosemary, 
And  they  said,  *'As  a  lady  should  lie, 
lies  she." 

And  they  held  their  breath  as  they  left 

the  room 
With  a  shudder,  to  glance  at  its  stillness 

and  gloom. 

But  he  who  loved  her  too  well  to  dread 
The  sweet,  the  stately,  and  the  beautiful 
dead. 

He  lit  his  lamp  and  took  the  key 

And  turned  it.  Alone  again — he  and  she. 

He  and  she  ;  yet  she  would  not  speak. 
Though  he  kissed,  in  the  old  pl^e,  the 
quiet  cheek. 

He  and  she ;  yet  they  would  not  smile. 
Though  he  called  her  the  name  she  loved 
erewhile. 


He  and  she ;  still  she  did  not  move 
To  any  one  passionate  whisper  of  love. 

Then  he  said:  "Cold  lips,  and  breast 

without  breath ! 
Is  there  no  voice !  no  language  of  death  ? 

"Dumb  to  the  ear  and  still  to  the  sense, 
But  to  heart  and  soul  distinct,  intense  f 

"See  now ;  I  will  listen  with  soul,  not  ear ; 
What  was  the  secret  of  dying,  dear! 

"Was  it  the  infinite  wonder  of  all 
That  you  ever  could  let  life's  flower  fall? 

"Or  was  it  a  greater  marvel  to  feel 
The  perfect  calm  o'er  the  agony  steal  f 

'  *  Was  the  miracle  deeper  to  find  how  deep. 
Beyond  all  dreams,  sank  downward  that 
sleep? 

"Did  life  roll  back  its  record,  dear. 
And  show,  as  they  say  it  does,  past  things 
clear  f      ^ 

"0  perfect  dead !  O  dead  most  dear, 
1  hold  the  breath  of  my  soul  to  hear. 

"I  listen,  as  deep  as  to  horrible  hell. 
As  high  as  to  heaven,  and  you  do  not  tell  I 

"There  must  be  a  pleasure  in  dyinff,  sweet. 
To  make  you  so  placid  from  head  to  feet ! 

"  I  would  tell  you,  darling,  if  I  were  dead. 
And  *t  were  your  hot  tears  upon  my  brow 
shed; 

"I  would  say,  though  the  angel  of  death 

hail  laid 
His  sword  on  my  lips  to  keep  it  unsaid. 

"You  should  not  ask  vainly,  with  stream- 
ing eves. 

Which  of  ail  death's  was  the  chief  surw 
prise! 

"The  veiT strangest  and  suddenest thing. 
Of  all  the  surprises  that  dying  must 
bring." 

Ah,  foolish  worid !  0  most  kind  dead  f 
Though  he  told  me,  who  will  believe  it 
was  said  t 
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Who  will  belieye  what  he  heard  her  say, 
With  a  sweet,  soft  voice,  in  the  dear  old 
way? 

"The  utmost  wonder  is  this, — I  hear, 
And  see  you,  and  love  you,  and  kiss  you, 
dear. 

"And  am  your  angel,  who  was  your  bride. 
And  know  that,  though  dead,  I   have 
never  died." 


JOHN  A.  DORGAN. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

FATE. 

These  withered  hands  are  weak, 

But  they  shall  do  my  bidding,  though 
so  frail ; 
These  lips  are  thin  and  white,  but  shaU 
not  fail 
The  appointed  words^to  speak. 

Thy  sneer  I  can  forpjive, 

Hecause  I  know  the  strength  of  destiny ; 
Until  my  tJisk  is  done,  I  cannot  die ; 

And  then,  1  would  not  live. 


MARY  BOLLES  BRANCH. 

[v.   S.    A.] 

THE  PETRIFIED  FERN. 

In'  a  valley,  centuries  ago, 
Grew    a    little    fern-leaf,    green    and 

slender, 
Veining  delicate  and  fibres  tender ; 
Waving  when  the  wind  crept  down  so 
low ; 
Rushes  tall,  and  moss,  and  grass  grew 

round  it, 
Playful  sunbeams  darted  in  and  found 

Drops  of  dew  stole  in  by  night,  and 

crowned  it. 
But   no   foot  of  man   e'er  trod  that 

way ; 
Earth  was  young  and  keeping  holiday. 


Monster  fishea  swam  the  silent  main. 

Stately    forests    waved    their    giant 
branches. 

Mountains  hurled  their  snowy  ava- 
lanches. 
Mammoth  creatures  stalked  across  the 
plain; 

Nature  revelled  in  grand  mysteries ; 

But  the  little  fern  was  not  of  these. 

Did  not  number  with  the  hills  and 
trees. 

Only  grew  and  waved  its  wild  sweet 
way. 

No  one  came  to  note  it  day  by  day. 

Earth,  one  time,  put  on  a  frolic  mood. 
Heaved  the  rocks  and  changed  the 

mighty  motion 
Of  the  deep,  strong  currents  of  the 

ocean; 
Moved  the  plain  and  shook  the  haughty 

wood. 
Crushed  t^e  little  fern  in  soft  moist 

clay, 
Covered  it,  and  hid  it  safe  away. 
O,  the  long,  long  centuries  since  that 

day ! 
0,  the  agony,  O,  life's  bitter  cost. 
Since  that  useless  little  fern  was  lost  I 

Useless !     Lost !    There  came  a  thought- 
ful man 

Searcliing   Nature's   secrets,    far  and 
deep; 

From  a  fissure  in  a  rocky  steep 
He  withdrew  a  stone,  o'er  which  there 
ran 

Fairy  pencillings,  a  quaint  »lesign, 

Veinings  leafage,  fibres  dear  and  fine. 

And  the  feni's  life  lay  in  every  line! 

So,   I   think,   God   hides  some  souls 
away, 

Sweetly  to  surprise  us  the  last  day. 


UNKNOWN. 

UNSEEN. 

At  the  spring  of  an  arch  in  the  great 
north  tower. 
High  up  on  the  wall,  is  an  angel'a 
head ; 
And  l)eneath  it  is  carved  a  lily  flower, 
With  delicate  wings  at  the  side  out- 
spread. 


HARRIET  0.  NELSON. 
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They  aav  that  the  scnlptor  wrought  from 
the  face 
Of  his  youth's  lost  love,  of  his  prom- 
ised bride, 

And  when  he  had  added  the  last  sad 


grace 
the  fea 


To  the  features,  he  dropped  his  chisel 
and  died. 

And  the  worshippers  throng  to  the  shrine 
below. 
And  the  sight-seers  come  with  their 
curious  eyes. 
But  deep  in  the  shadow,  where  none 
may  know 
Its  beauty,  the  gem  of  his  carving  lies. 

Yet  at  early  mom  on  a  midsummer's 

day. 

When  the  sun  is  far  to  the  north,  for 

the  space 

Of  a  few  short  minutes,  there  falls  a  ray 

Through  an  amber  pane  on  the  angel's 

It  was  wrought  for  the  eye  of  God,  and 
it  seems 
That  he  bleflsen  the  work  of  the  dead 
man's  hand 
With  a  ray  of  the  golden  light  that 
streams 
On  the  lost  that  are  found  in  the 
deathless  land. 


HARRIET  0.  NELSON. 

[U.   S.    A.] 

THB  QI7IET  MEETINO. 

Dear  friend  of  old,  whom  memory  links 
With  sunny  hour  and  summer  weather, 

Do  vou  with  me  remember  yet 
That  Sabbath  mom  together, 

■^Tien  straying  from  our  wonted  way«. 
From  prayer  and  song  and  priestly 
teacher. 
Those  kind,  sweet  helps  by  which  the 
Lord 
Stoops  to  his  yeaming  creature. 

And  led  by  some  faint  sense  of  need 
Which  each  in  each  perceived  unut- 
tered, 


Some  craving  for  an  nnknown  good. 
That  in  the  spirit  fluttered. 

Our  footsteps  sought  the  humble  honse 
Unmarked  by  cross  or  towering  steeple. 

Where  for  their  First-dav  gathering  came 
God's  plain  and  simple  people  ? 

The  air  was  soft,  the  sky  was  laive. 
The  grass  as  jD;ay  with  golden  flowers 

As  if  the  last  night's  sky  had  fallen 
On  earth  in  starry  showers. 

And,  as  we  walked,  the  apple-trees 
Shed  their  late  bloom  lor  every  comer; 

Our  souls  drank  deep  of  joy  and  peace. 
For  it  was  youth  and  summer. 

Yet  through  the  doorway,  rude  and  low. 
The  plain -robed  folk  we  followed  after. 

Our  steps,  like  theirs,  demure  and  slow. 
Our  lips  as  free  from  laughter. 

We  sat  apart,  but  still  were  near 
As  souls  may  draw  unto  each  other 

Who  seek  through  stronger  love  to  God 
A  nobler  love  to  brother. 


How  deep  the  common  silence 
How  pure  and  sweet  those  woman  faces, 

Wliich  patience,  gentleness,  and  peace 
Had  stamped  with  heavenly  graces. 

No  noise  of  prayer  came  through  the  hui^h. 
No  praise  sang  through  the  portals 
Jowly, 

Save  merry  bird-songs  from  without. 
And  even  those  seemed  holy. 

Then  daily  toil  was  glorified. 

And  love  was  something  rarer,  finer ; 

The    whole    earth,   sanctified    through 
Christ, 
And  human  life,  diviner. 

And  when  at  length,  by  lips  of  age. 
The  silent  hour  was  fitly  broken. 

Our  hearts  found  echo  in  the  words 
From  wise  experience  s[K>ken. 

Then  at  the  elder's  clasp  of  hand 
We  rase  and  met  beneath  the  portal ; 

Some  earthly  tlust  our  lives  hn«l  lost. 
And  something  gainetl  immortal. 

Since  then,  when  sermon,  psalm,  and  rite, 
1     And  solemn  organ's  tuneful  pealiug. 
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All  fail  to  ndae  my  slnggish  sense 
To  higher  thought  and  feeling, 

» 
My  mind  goes  hack  the  winding  track 

Of  years  whose  flight  hath  left  melonely. 
Once'  more  my  soul  is  upward  drawn. 

And  hears  the  spirit  only. 


W.  J.  LINTON. 


MIDWINTUK. 

Midwinter  comes  to-morrow 

My  welcome  guest  to  he ; 
White-haired,  wide-wing^  sorrow, 

With  Christmas  gifts  for  me. 
Thy  angel,  God !  — I  thank  thee  still. 
Thy  win  be  done,  thy  better  will ! 

I  thank  thee,  Lonl ! — the  whiteness 

Of  winter  on  my  heart 
Shall  keep  some  glint  of  brightness, 

Though  sun  and  stars  depfirt. 
Thou  smilest  on  the  snow ;  thy  will 
Is  dread  and  drear,  but  lovely  still. 


DEFINinONa 

WISDOM. 

The  perfect  sight  of  duty ;  thought  which 

moulds 
A  rounded  life,  and  its  true  aims  beholds. 

REVERENCE. 

Obeisance  unto  greatness  understood ; 
The  fii-st  step  of  a  human  life  toward  good. 

SERVICE. 

Think  what  God  doth  for  man  ;  so  mayst 

thou  know 
How  godlike  service  is,  and  serve  also. 

DESPAIR. 

The  shadow  of  a  slave  who  turns  his  hark 
On  the  light,  and  cries,  **The  universe 
is  black ! " 


1X)UBT. 

The  mountain's  image  trembling  in  the 

lake: 
Look  up.     Perhaps  the  mountain  do«« 

not  quake. 

DEFEAT. 

One  of  the  stairs  to  heaven.     Halt  not 

to  count 
What  you  have  trampled  on.     Look  up, 

and  mount 

FAILITRE. 

Who  knows? — Each  year,  as  does  the 

wheat-seed,  dies ; 
And  80  God  harvests  his  eternities. 


FOROIYEKESS. 

The  condonation  of  a  wrong.  What 
then? 

Even  the  wrong-doers  are  our  brother- 
men! 

OBSTINACY. 

A  mule  with  blinkers.     Ay,  he  goes  quite 

straight, 
Runs  at  the  gate-post,  and  will  miss  the 

gate. 

PRUDENCE. 

The  saddle-girth  of  valor.    Thou  art  wiss 
To  gird  it  well,  but  not  around  thy  eyes. 

PATRIOTISM. 

Not  the  mere  holding  a  great  flag  un- 
furled, 

But  making  it  the  goodliest  in  the 
world. 


NARROWNESS. 

Be  narrow  \ — as  the  bud,  the  flame,  the 

dart; 
But  naiTow  in  thy  aim,  not  at  thy  heart. 


WEALTH. 

Cornelia's   jewels ;  blind   old    Milton'3 

thought ; 
Job's  patience;  and  the  lesson  Lazarus 

taught. 
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MIDWINTi'K. 
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SURGARET  J.   PRESTOS.  —  ERASTt'S   W.   ELLSWORTH. 


MARGARET  J.  PRESTON. 


I  WOULD  bf  ready.  Lord, 

Hy  hoase  in  oider  set. 
Norm  o(  tlie  work  iliou  gavett  ma 

Tu  do,  unfiBishud  yet. 

I  would  be  iratching.  Lord, 

Wilh  lamp  wrfi  iriintiieil  and  cImt, 
Quick  to  til  low  oj^ii  wide  th«  door, 

Vihn  time  thou  dnweiC  near. 

I  wnulil  1h  waiting.  Lord, 

Ik-caosF  I  can  not  knov 
If  in  Xhr  nigbt  or  morning  watch, 

1  may  be  uallfd  to  gu. 

1  ironld  be  working,  Lord, 
Edi-h  day.  ench  hour,  for  thee ; 

Amnrrd  that  ihui  iMail  thee  well. 
Whene'er  Iliy  cniuing  be. 

I  wonlrl  he  linng,  I,ord, 
At  ever  In  Ihine  eye; 
For  "how  lives  the  nearest  thee 


A  BCtD-a  HINISTRT. 

FitnM  his  home  in  an  Eastem  bnngalow, 

In  oght  of  the  everlasting  snov 

or  the  gnnd  Hinulayaa,  row  on  row, 

Thiia  WTOl*  my  Mend:  — 

"I  had  tntvelled  far 
From  the  Afghan  towera  uf  Cundnhnr, 
Through  the  wmd-vhite  plaba  of  Kinde- 
Sagar; 

"Andonre,  *hen  thedaily  march  vaso'er, 

Ai  tired  I  aat  in  my  tente<l  duor, 

ItopB  faileil  me,  aa  never  it  failed  before, 

"In  (manning  citv,  at  wnviide  fane, 
By  the   Indus'  bank,  on'  the  scorching 

plain, 
I   had   taught, —  and   my  leauhing  all 


"'XnglimmnofligM  (I  sighed)  anpnini 
T\m  MoUem'a  Fb(«  lunl  ths  BaddhistH 


"  'For  Christ  and  hia  truth  I  itand  alone 
In  the  luidat  of  millions:  a  sand-ginin 

Against  yon  temple  of  ancient  atone 

"'As  soon  mny  level  itt'  Faith  forwHik 
Uy  soul,  aa  1  turned  on  the  pile  tu  Iwk: 
Then  riidng,  my  aaddvued  way  1  took 


The  valla  1  had  deemni  «o  tirtii  and  fair  t 

"For,  iredged  in  a  nft  of  the  massive  stone. 
Moat  plainly  rvnt  by  its  roota  alone, 
A  beautiful  peepni-tree  had  grown  i 

"Whose  gradual  stress Tould  still  expand 
The  crevite,  and  topjile  upon  Ihe  land 
The  temple,  while  o  er  itt  wreck  should 

"The  tree  in  ita  living  verdure!  — Who 
Conld  compass  the  thought  T — The  binl 

that  Hew 
Hitherwanl,  dRi[>ping  s  aeMi  that  grew. 


The  centuries,  in  their  Upae  ud  fall  l 

"Then  1  knelt  by  the  rivmgnuiile  them. 
And  my  soul  shook  olT  its  wvjght  of  cur. 
As  my  voioe  ruse  clear  on  the  tropic  air :  — 
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Quite  overcast,  and  in  a  restless  muse. 
Pacing  a  path  about, 
And  often  giving  out : 
"What  ia  the  use?" 

Then  I,  with  true  respect :  What  meanest 

thou 
By  those  strange  words,  and  that  unset- 
tled brow  ? 
Health,  wealth,  the  fair  esteem  of  ample 
views, 
To  these  things  thou  art  bom 
But  he,  as  one  forlorn : 
••What  is  the  use?" 

"I  have  surveyed  the  sages  and  their 

books, 
Man,  and  the  natural  world  of  woods  and 

brooks, 
Seeking  that  perfect  good  that  I  would 
choose; 
But  find  no  perfect  good. 
Settled  and  understood. 
What  is  the  use  ? 

•'Life,  in  a  poise,  hangs  trembling  on  the 

lx*am, 
Even  in  a  breath boundingtoeach extreme 
Of  joy  and  sorrow;  therefore  1  refuse 
All  l)eaten  ways  of  bliss. 
And  only  answer  this: 
What  is  the  use  ? 

•'The  hoodwinked  world  is  seeking  hap- 

])iness. 
•W^hich  way!'  they   cry,    'here?'  'no!' 

'there?'  'who  can  guess?' 
And  so  they  groj>e,  and  groj)e,  and  grope, 
and  cruise 
On,  on,  till  life  is  lost. 
At  blindnmn's  with  a  ghost. 
What  is  the  use  ? 

"Love  first,  with  most,  then  wealth,  dis- 

tinttion,  fame, 
Quicken  the  blood  and  spirit  on  the  game. 
Some  try  them  all,  and  all  alike  accuse : 
'1  have  been  all,' said  one, 
'And  find  that  all  is  none.' 
What  is  the  use  ? 

•'In  woman's  love  we  sweetly  are  undone, 
Willing  to  attract,  but  hanier  to  bo  won. 
Harder  to  ket'p  is  she  whose  love  we  choose. 

Loves  are  like  flowei-s  that  grow 

In  soils  on  fire  below. 
What  is  the  use? 


••Some  pray  for  wealth,  and  seem  to  pray 

aright; 
They  heap  until  themselves  are  out  of 

si^ht; 
Yet  stand,  m  charities,  not  over  shoea^ 
And  ask  of  their  old  age 
As  an  old  ledger  page. 
What  is  the  use? .... 

••The  strife  for  fame  and  the  high  pruw 

of  power, 
Is  as  a  man,  who,  panting  up  a  tower. 
Bears  a  great  stone,  then,  straining  all  his 
thews. 
Heaves  it,  and  sees  it  make 
A  splashing  in  a  lake. 
What  is  the  use  ? .  .  .  . 

'•Should  some  new  star,  in  the  fair  even- 
ing sky, 
Kindle  a  olaze,  startling  so  keen  an  eye 
Of  ilamings  eminent,  athwart  the  dews, 
Our  tnoughts  would  say.  No  doubt 
That  star  will  soon  bum  out 
What  is  the  use  ? 

"^Vho'll  care  for  me,  when  I  am  dead 

and  gone  ? 
Not  many  now,  and  surely,  soon,  not  on<' ; 
And  should  I  sing  like  an  immortal  Muse, 
Men,  if  they  read  the  line. 
Read  for  their  good,  not  mine ; 
What  is  the  use  ?  .  .  .  . 

"Spirit  of  Beauty!     Breath  of  golden 

lyres ! 
Per^tnal  tremble  of  immortal  wires ! 
Divinely  torturing  rapture  of  the  Muse  I 
Conspicuous  wretchetlness ! 
Thou  starry,  sole  success !  — 
What  is  the  use  ? 

"Doth  not  all  struggle  tell,  upon  its  l^row, 
That  he  who  makes  it  is  not  easy  now. 
But  hopes  to  be  ?     Vain  hoj)e  that  dost 
abuse  I 
Coquetting  with  thine  eyes, 
And  fooling  him  who  sighs. 
What  is  the  use  ? 

"Go  pry  the  lintels  of  the  pyramids; 
I  iift  the  old  kings'  mysterious  coflin  -li(ls— 
This  dust  was  theii-s  whose  names  these 
stones  confuse. 
These  mighty  monuments 
Of  mighty  discontents. 
What  IS  the  u»e  ? 
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"  Did  not  he  snm  it  all,  whose  Gate  of  Pearls 
Blazed    ro^'al    Ophir,  Tyre,  and  Syrian 

girls,— 
The  great,  wise,  famous  monarch  of  the 
Jewsf 
Thou(^h  rolled  in  grandeur  vast. 
He  said  of  all,  at  mst : 
What  is  the  use? 

"O,  Vut  to  take,  of  life,  the  natural  good, 
£ven  as  a  hermit  cavemed  in  a  wood, 
liorv  sweetly  tills  my  sober-suited  views, 

Than  sweating  to  attain 

Any  luxuiious  ]iain. 
What  is  the  use? 

''Give  me  a  hermit's  life,  without  his 

beads, — 
His  lantern-jawed,  and  moral-mouthing 

cre^s; 
Systems  and  creeds  the  natural  heart 
abuse. 
What  need  of  any  book, 
Or  spiritual  crook  ? 
What  is  the  use  1 

•*I  lore,  and  God  is  love;  and  I  behold 
Man,  Nature,  God,  one  triple  chain  of 

gold,— 
Nature  in  all  sole  oracle  and  muse. 
What  should  I  seek,  at  all, 
Hore  than  is  natural  ? 
What  is  the  use?" 

Seeing  this  man  so  heathenly  inclined,  — 
So  wilted  in  the  mood  of  a  good  mind, 
I  felt  a  kind  of  heat  of  eaniest  thought ; 
Antl  studying  in  reply, 
Answered  him,  eye  to  eye : 

Thou  dost  amaze  me  that  thou  dost  mis- 
take 
The wanderingriversforthe fountain  lake. 
What  is  the  end  of  living? — happiness? 

An  end  that  none  attain. 

Argues  a  purpose  vain. 

Plainly,  this  world  is  not  a  scope  for  bliss. 
But  duty.     Yet  we  see  not  all  that  is. 
Or  may  be,  some  day,  if  we  love  the 
light. 
What  man  is,  in  desires. 
Whispers  where  man  aspires. 

Bat  what  and  where  are  we  ?  what  now 
'    —to-day? 


Souls  on  a  globe  that  spins  our  lives 

away,  — 
A  multitudinous  world,  where  Heaven 
and  Hell, 
Strangely  in  battle  met, 
Their  gonfalons  have  set. 

Dust  though  we  are,  and  shall  return  to 

dust. 
Yet  being  bom  to  battles,  fight  we  must ; 
Under  which  ensign  is  our  only  choice. 

We  know  to  wage  our  best, 

God  only  knows  the  rest 

Then  since  we  see  about  us  sin  and  dole. 
And  some  things  good,  why  not,  with 

hand  and  soul, 
Wrestle  and  succor  out  of  wrong  and 
sorrow, — 
Grasping  the  swords  of  strife, 
Making  the  most  of  life? 

Yea,  all  that  we  can  wield  is  worth  the  end, 
If  sought  as  God's  and  man's  most  loyal 

friend. 
Naked  we  come  into  the  world,  and  take 

Weapons  of  various  skill,  — 

Let  us  not  use  them  ill. 

As  for  the   creeds.  Nature  is  dark  at 

best; 
And  darker  still  is  the  deep  human  breast 
Therefore   consider  well  of  creeds  and 
books. 
Lest  thou  mayst  somewhat  fail 
Of  things  beyond  the  vaiL 

Nature  was  dark  to  the  dim  starry  age 
Of  wistful  Job :  and  that  Athenian  sa£T*. 
Pensive  in  piteous  thought  of  Faith's 
distress; 
For  still  she  cried,  with  tears : 
"More  light,  ye  ciystal  spheres !" 

But  rouse  thee,  man  I    Shake  off  this 

hideous  death ! 
Be  man  !    Stand  up  1    Draw  in  a  mighty 

breath  I 
This  world  has  quite  enough  emasculate 
hands. 
Dallying  with  doubt  and  sin. 
Come— -nere  is  work — begin! 

Come,  here  is  work — and  a  rank  field — 

begin. 
Put  thou  thine  edge  to  the  great  weeds 

of  sin; 
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So  shalt  thou  find  the  use  of  life,  and  see 
Thy  Lord,  at  set  of  sun. 
Approach  and  say,  "Well  done !" 

This  at  the  last :  They  clutch  the  sapless 

fruit, 
Ashes  and  dust  of  the  Dead  Sea,  who 

suit 
Their  course  of  life  to  compass  happiness ; 
But  be  it  understood 
That,  to  be  greatly  good, 
All  is  the  use. 


UNKNOWN. 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

(From  "Th»  LoirDow  Pukch.*^ 

You  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln's 
bier. 
You,  who  with  mocking  pencil  wont 

to  trace. 
Broad  for  the  self-complacent    British 
sneer, 
His  length  of  shambling  limb,  his  fur- 
rowed face. 

His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt, 
bristling  hair, 
Hisgarbuncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair, 
Of  jx)wer  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  to 
please. 

You,  whose  smart  pen  backed  up  the 
pencil's  laugh, 
Judging  each  step,  as  though  the  way 
were  plain ; 
Reckless,  so  it  could  point  its  paragraph, 
Of  chiefs  perplexity  or  people's  pain. 

Beside  this  corpse,  that  bears  for  wind- 
ing-sheet 
The  stara  and  stripes  he  lived  to  rear 
anew, 
Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and 
feet, 
Say,  scurril-jester,  is  there  room  for 
you? 

Yes,  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my 
sneer, 
To  lame  my  pencil,  and  confute  my 
pen,— 


To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  princes 
peer. 
This  rail-splitter  a  trae-bom  king  of 
men* 

My  shalbw  judgment  I  had  learned  tome, 

Noting  how  tooocaaion's  height  he  nMi% 

How  his  quaint  wit  made  home-troth 

seem  more  true. 

How,  iron-like,  his    temper  grew  by 

blows. 

How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful  he  ooold  he : 
How  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill  the 
same: 

Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  he. 
Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feveriBli  for  fitune. 

He  went  about  his  work, — such  woric 
as  few 
Erer  had  laid  on  head  and  heart  and 
hand, — 
As  one  who  knows,  where  there 's  a  task 
to  do, 
Man's  honest  will  must  Heaven's  good 
grace  command ; 

Who  tnists  the  strength  will  with  the 
burden  grow, 
That  God  makes  instruments  to  work 
his  will. 
If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know, 
Nor  tamper  with  the  weights  of  good 
and  ilL 

So  he  went  forth  to  battle  on  the  side 
That  he  felt  clear  was  Liberty's  and 
Right's, 
As  in  his  peasant  boyhood  he  had  plied 
His  warfare  with  rude  Nature's  thwart- 
ing mights,  — 

The  uncleared  forest,  the  unbroken  soil. 
The  iron  bark  that  turns  the  lumberers 
axe, 
The  rapid  that  o'erbears  the  boatman's 
toil. 
The  prairie,  hiding  the  mazed  wander- 
er's tracks. 

The  ambushed  Indian,  and  the  prowling 
bear, — 
Such  were  the  needs  that  helped  his 
youth  to  train : 
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BoQ^  culture, — but  foch  trees  lai^ 
fruit  may  bear, 
If  but  their  ktocka  be  of  right  girth  and 
grain. 

80  he  grew  up,  a  destined  work  to  do. 
Ana  lived  to  do  it ;  four  long-suffering 
years* 
111 -late,    ill-feeling,    ill -report,    lived 
through. 
And  then  ne  heard  the  hisses  change 
to  cheers. 

The  taunts  to  tribute,  the  abuse  to  praise. 
And  took  both  with  the  same  unwaver- 
ing mood : 
Till,  as  he  came  on  light,  from  darkling 
dsys. 
And  seemecl  to  touch  the  goal  from 
where  he  stood, 

A  felon  had,  between  the  goal  and  him. 
Beached  from  behind  his  back,  a  trigger 
prest, — 
And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes 
were  dim. 
Those  ^unt,  long-laboring  limbs  were 
laid  to  resti 

The  words  of  merc^  were  upon  his  lips. 
Forgiveness  in  Ins  heart  and  on  his  pen, 
When  this  vile  murderer  brought  swift 
eclipse 
To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good- 
will to  men. 

The  Old  World  and  the  New,  from  sea 
to  sea. 
Utter  one    voice    of   sympathy  and 
shame ! 
Sore  heart,  so  stopped  when  it  at  last 
beat  high ; 
Sad  life,  cut  short  just  as  its  triumph 
came. 

A  deed  accurnt !  Strokes  have  been  struck 
before 
By  the  assassin's  hand,  whereof  men 
doubt 
If  more  of  horror  or  disfn^ce  they  bon* ; 
But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Cain's,  stands 
darkly  out. 

Vile  hand,  that  brandest  murder  on  a 
strife, 
Whate'er  its  grounds,  stoutly  and  nobly 
striven; 


And  with  the  martyr's  crown  crownest  a 
life 
With  much  to  praise,  little  to  be  for- 
given. 


MBS.  MILES. 


HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

Thou,  who  didst  stoop  below 
To  drain  the  cup  of  woe. 

Wearing  the  form  of  frail  mortality* 
Thy  blessed  labors  done. 
Thy  crown  of  victory  won. 

Hast    passed  from    earth, — passed 
thy  throne  on  high. 


to 


Our  eyes  behold  thee  not. 
Yet  hast  thou  not  foi^t 
Those  who  have  placed  their  hope,  their 
trust,  in  tnee: 
Befoiv  thy  Father's  face 
Thou  hast  prepHred  a  place. 
That  where  thou  art,  there  may  they  also 
be. 

It  was  no  path  of  flowers. 
Through  tnis  dark  world  of  ours. 

Beloved  of  the  Father,  thou  didst  tread ; 
And  shall  we  in  dismay 
Shrink  from  the  narrow  way. 

When  clouds  and  darkness  are  around  it 
spread? 

O  Thou  who  art  our  life. 
Be  with  us  through  the  strife ; 
Was  not  thy  head  by  earth's  fierce  tem- 
pests bowed  i 
Raise  thou  our  eyes  above 
To  see  a  Father's  love 
Beam,  like  a  bow  of  promise,  through  the 
cloud. 


E'en  through  the  awfhl  gloom. 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  tomb. 
That  liffht  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall 
be; 
Our  spirits  shall  not  dread 
The  shadowy  way  to  tmul. 
Friend !  Guardian  !  Saviour!  which  doth 
lead  to  thee  I 
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P.  M.  PINCH. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

THE  BLXTE  AND  THE  GRAY. 

By  the  flow  of  the  inland  river, 
Whence  the  fleets  of  iron  have  fled, 
Where  the  bladesof  the  grave-grass  quiver, 
Asleep  are  the  ranks  of  the  dead; — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 
Waiting  the  judgment  day ; — 
Under  the  one,  the  Blue ; 
Under  the  other,  the  Gray. 

From  the  silence  of  sorrowful  hours 
The  desolate  mourners  go. 
Lovingly  laden  with  flowera 
Alike  for  the  friend  and  the  foe;— 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew. 
Waiting  the  judgment  day ; — 
Under  the  roses,  the  Blue ; 
Under  the  lilies,  the  Gray. 

So  with  an  equal  splendor 
The  morning  sun-raj's  fall, 
With  a  touch,  impartially  tender, 
On  the  blossoms  blooming  for  all;  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew. 
Waiting  the  judgment  day ;  — 
'Broidered  with  gold,  the  Blue; 
Mellowed  with  gold,  the  Gray. 

So,  when  the  summer  calleth. 
On  forest  and  field  of  grain 
With  an  equal  murmur  falleth 
The  cooling  drip  of  the  rain ;  — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew. 
Waiting  the  ju<l^ient  day ; — 
Wet  with  the  rain,  the  Blue ; 
Wet  with  the  rain,  the  Gray. 

Sadly,  but  not  with  upbraiding. 
The  generous  deed  was  done  ; 
In  the  storm  of  the  years  that  are  fading, 
No  braver  battle  was  won  ; — 
Under  the  sod  and  the  dew, 
Waiting  the  judgment  day ; — 
Under  the  blossoms, the  Blue; 
Under  the  garlands,  the  Gray. 

No  more  shall  the  war-cry  sever, 

Or  the  winding  rivers  be  red ; 

They  banish  our  anger  forever 

When  they  laurel  the  graves  of  our  dead ! 


Under  the  aod  and  the  dew. 
Waiting  the  judgment  day  ;— 
Love  and  tears  for  the  Blue, 
Tears  and  love  for  the  Gray. 


HENRY  ABBEY. 


TES  8TATUK 

In  Athens,  when  all  learning  centred 
there. 
Men  reared  a  column  of  aurpassiug 
height 
In  honor  of  Minerva,  wise  and  fair. 
And  on  the  top,  that  dwindled  to  the 
sight, 
A  statue  of  the  goddess  was  to  stand. 
That  wisdom  might  obtain  in  all  the 
land. 

And  he  who,  with  the  beauty  in  his  heart, 
Seeking  in  faultless  work    immortal 

youth. 
Would  mould  this  statue  with  the  finest 

art. 
Making  the  wintry  marble  glow  with 

truth. 
Should  gain  the  prize.     Two  sculptors 

sought  the  fame ; 
The  prize  they  craved  was  an  enduring 

name. 

Alcamenes  soon  carved  his  little  best : 
But     Phidias,    beneath     a     dazzling 
thought 
That  like  a  bright  sun  in  a  clouilless  west 
Lit  up  his  wide,  great  soul,  with  pure 
love  wrought 
A  statue,  and  its  face  of  changeless  stone 
With  calm,  far-sighted  wisdom  towered 
and  shone. 

Then  to  be  judged  the  labors  were  un- 
veiled ; 
But  at  the  marble  thought,  that   by 
degrees 

Of  hardship  Phidias  cut,  the  people  raile<L 
"The  lines  are  coarse;  the  form  too 
large,"  said  these ; 

**  And  he  who  sends  this  rough  result  of 
haste 

Sends  scorn,  and  offers  insult  to  our  taste. 
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Alcamenes*  pmsed  work  was  lifted  hiffh 
Upon  tlie  capital  where  it  might  stand ; 
Bat  there  it  seemed  too  small,  and  'gainst 
the  sky 
Had  no  proportion  from  the  uplooking 
land; 
80  it  was  lowered,  and  quickly  put  aside, 
And  the  scorned  thought  was  mounted 
to  he  tried. 

Surprise  swept  o'er  the  faces  of  the  crowd, 
And  changed  them  as  a  sudden  breeze 
may  cliange 
A  field  of  fickle  grass,  and  long  and  loud 
Their  mingled  shouts  to  see  a  sight  so 
strange. 
The  statue  stood  completed  in  its  place. 
Each  coarse  line  melted  to  a  line  of 
grace. 

So  bold,  great  actions,  that  are  seen  too 
near. 
Look  rash  and  foolish  to  unthinking 
eyes; 

They  n^ed  the  past  for  distance  to  ap- 
pear • 
In  their  true  grandeur.     Let  us  yet  be 
wise 

And  not  too  soon  our  neighbor's  deed 
malign, 

For  what  seems  coarse  is  often  good  and 
fine. 


JOHN  BURKOUGHS. 

[U.  8.   A.] 

WAinKO. 

SXRENS,  I  fold  my  hands  and  wait. 
Nor  care  for  wind,  or  tide,  or  sea ; 

I  rave  no  more  'gainst  time  or  fate. 
For  lo  I  my  own  shall  come  to  me. 

I  stay  my  haste,  I  make  delays. 
For  what  avails  this  eager  pace  f 

I  stand  amid  the  etemnl  wavR, 

And  what  is  mine  shall  know  my  lace. 

Asleep,  awake,  by  night  or  day, 
The  friends  I  seek  are  stH'king  me ; 

Vo  wind  can  drive  my  bark  astray, 
Nor  change  the  tide  of  destiny. 


What  matter  if  I  stand  alone  ? 

I  wait  with  ioy  the  coming  years ; 
My  heart  shall  reap  where  it  bos  sown, 

And  gamer  up  its  fruit  of  tears. 

The  waters  know  their  own  and  draw 
The  brook  that  springs  in  yonder  height ; 

So  flows  the  good  with  equal  law 
Unto  the  soul  of  pui«  delight. 

The  stars  come  nightly  to  the  sky  ; 

The  tidal  wave  unto  the  sea ; 
Nor  time,  nor  space,  nor  dee]),  nor  high. 

Can  keep  my  own  away  from  me. 


8AMH  WOOLSEY. 

[U.  S.  A.] 

IK  THK  1CI8T. 

Sitting  all  day  in  a  silver  mist, 
In  silver  silence  all  the  day. 
Save  for  the  low,  soft  liiss  of  fipray 

And  the  lisp  of  sands  by  waters  kissed. 
As  the  tide  draws  up  the  bay. 

Little  I  hear  and  nothing  I  see. 

Wrapped  in  that  veil  by  fairies  spun ; 
The  solid  earth  is  vaniHhvd  for  me 
And  the  shining  hours  s|»ecd  noiselessly, 
A  woof  of  shadow  and  sun. 

Suddenly  out  of  the  shifting  veil 
A  magical  bark,  by  the  suiilteams  lit. 
Flits  like  a  dream — or  seems  to  ttit — 

With  a  golden  prow  and  a  gOAsanier  bail, 
And  the  waves  make  room  for  it. 

A  fair,  swift  Iwirk  from  some  radiant  realm. 
Its  diamond  cordage  cuts  the  sky 
In  glittering  lines,  all  silently 

A  seeming  spirit  holds  the  helm 
And  steers.     Will  he  pass  me  byT 

Ah  !  not  for  me  is  the  vessel  here. 
Noiseless  and  swift  as  a  sea-bird's  flight 
She  swerves  and   vanishes  from  the 
sight ; 

No  flap  of  sail,  no  ])arting  cheer,  — 
She  lias  passed  into  the  light. 

Sitting  some  day  in  a  de<'|>er  mist. 
Silent,  alone,  some  other  day, 
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An  unknown  bark,  from  an  unknown 

bay* 
By  unknown  waters  lapped  and  kissed. 

Shall  near  me  through  the  spray. 

No  flap  of  sail,  no  scraping  of  keel, 

Shadowy,  dim,  with  a  banner  dark, 
It  will  hover,  will  pause,  and  I  shall  feel 
A  hand  which  grasps  me,  and  shivering 
steal 
To  the  cold  strand,  and  embark. 

Embark  for  that  far,  mysterious  realm 
Where  the  fathomless,  trackless  waters 

flow. 
Shall  I  feel  a  Presence  dim,  and  know 
Thy  dear  hand,  Lord,  upon  the  helm. 

Nor  be  afraid  to  go  f 
And  through  black  waves  and  stormy 
blast 
And  out  of  the  fog- wreaths,  dense  and 

dun. 
Guided  by  thee,  shall  the  vessel  run. 
Gain  the  fair  haven,  night  being  past. 
And  anchor  in  the  sun  ? 


JOUN  JAMES  PIATT. 

[U.    S.    A.] 

THE  MORNINa  STREET. 

Alone  I  walk  the  morning  street, 
Filled  with  the  silence  va^ue  and  Rweet : 
All  seems  as  strange,  as  still,  as  dead, 
As  if  unnunilj<'r»Hl  years  had  fled. 
Letting;  the  noisy  HaM  lie 
Hn*athless  and  (liinib  against  the  sky; 
The  light  wind  walks  with  me  alone 
Where  the  hot  day  tlame-like  was  blown, 
Where  the  wheels  roared,  the  dust  was 

heat  ; 
The  dew  is  in  the  morning  street. 

Where  are  the  restless  throngs  that  pour 

Along  this  mi;;hty  corridor 

AVhile  the  noon  shines? — the  hurrying 

crowd 
Whose  footsteps  make  the  city  loud, — 
The  myriad  faces,  — hearts  that  beat 
No  more  in  the  deserted  strtn^t? 
Those  footsteps  in  their  drtmming  maze 
Cross  thresholds  of  forgotten  days ; 


Those  faces  brighten  from  the  yean 
In  rising  suns  long  set  in  tears; 
Those  hearts,  — far  in  the  Past  they  beat, 
Unheard  within  the  morning  street. 

A  cit^  of  the  world's  gray  prime. 
Lost  in  some  desert  far  from  Time, 
Where  noiseless  ages,  gliding  through. 
Have  only  sifted  sand  and  oew,  — 
Yet  a  mysterious  hand  of  man 
Lying  on  all  the  haunted  plan, 
The  nassions  of  the  human  heart 
Quickening  the  marble  breast  of  Art,  — 
Were  not  more  strange  to  one  who  first 
Upon  its  ghostly  silence  burst 
Tnan  this  vast  auiet  where  the  tide 
Of  life,  upheaved  on  either  side. 
Hangs  trembling,  ready  soon  to  beat 
With  human  waves  the  morning  street 
Ay,  soon  the  glowing  morning  flood 
Breaks  throu^  the  charmed  Kolitude : 
This  silent  stone,  to  music  won. 
Shall  murmur  to  the  rising  sun ; 
The  busy  place,  in  dust  and  heat. 
Shall  rush  with  wheels  and  swarm  with 

feet; 
The  Ai-aehne-threads  of  Purpose  stream 
Unseen  within  the  morning  gleam ; 
The  life  shall  move,  the  death  be  plain ; 
The  bridal  thnmg,  the  funeral  tram, 
Together,  face  to  f  ce,  shall  meet 
And  pass  within  the  morning  street 


RICHARD  W.  GILDER. 

[U.  S.   A.] 

DAWN. 

The  night  was  dark,  though  sometimes 

a  mint  star 
A  little  while  a  little  space  made  bright 
The  night  was  long  and  like  an  iron 

bar 
Lay  heavy  on  the  land :  till  o'er  the  wa 
Slowly,  within  the   East,  there  grew  a 

light 
Which  half  wasstarlight^  and  half  seemed 

to  be 
The   herald    of    a  greater.      The    pale 

white 
Turned  slowly  to  pale  rose,  and  up  the 

height 
Of  heaven   slowly  climbed.     The  gray 

sea  grew 
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Rote-colored  like  tlie  iky.  A  white  gall 
flew 

Strmight  toward  the  utmost  boundary  of 
the  East, 

Where  slowly  the  rose  gathered  and  in- 
creased. 

It  was  as  on  the  opening  of  a  door 

By  one  that  in  his  hand  a  lamp  doth 
hold. 

Whose  flame  is  hidden  by  the  garment's 
fold,  — 

The  still  air  mores,  the  wide  room  is  less 
diuL 

More  bright  the  East  became,  the  ocean 
turned 

Dark  and  more  dark  against  the  bright- 
ening sky,  — 

Sharper  against  the  sky  the  long  sea  line. 

The  hollows  of  the  briers  on  the  shore 

Were  green  like  leaves  whereon  no  sun 
doth  shine. 

Though  white  the  outer  branches  of  the 
tree. 

From  rose  to  red  the  level  heaven  burned ; 

Then  sudden,  as  if  a  sword  fell  from  on 
high, 

A  blade  of  gold  flashed  on  the  horizon's 
rim. 


THX  80WKR. 

I. 

A  Sower  went  forth  to  sow. 

His  eyes  were  wild  with  woe ; 

He  crushed  the  flowers  beneath  hia  feet. 

Nor  smelt  the  perfume,  warm  and  swee^ 

That  prayed  for  pity  everywhere. 

He  came  to  a  field  that  was  harried 

By  iron,  and  to  heaven  laid  bare : 

He  shook  the  seed  that  he  carried 

O'er  that  brown  and  blsdeless  olace. 

He  shook  it,  as  God  shakes  hau 

Over  a  doomed  land, 

When  lightnings  interlsce 

The  sky  and  the  earth,  and  hiB  wand 

Of  love  is  a  tbunder-flaiL 

Thus  did  that  Sower  low ; 
His  seed  was  human  blood, 
And  teare  of  women  and  men« 
And  I,  who  near  him  stood, 
Said  :  When  the  crop  com«>s,  then 
There  will  be  nobbing  and  sighing. 
Weeping  and  wailing  and  crying, 
And  a  woe  that  is  worse  than  woe. 


II. 

It  was  an  autumn  day 

When  next  I  went  that  way. 

And  what,  think  you,  did  1  see? 

What  was  it  that  I  heard? 

The  song  of  a  sweet-voiced  bird  ? 

Nay, — but  the  sonp  of  many. 

Thrilled  through  with  praising  prayer. 

Of  all  those  voices  not  any 

Were  sad  of  meniorv : 

And  a  sea  of  sunlight  flowed. 

And  a  golden  harvest  glowed ! 

On  my  face  I  fell  down  there ; 
I  hid  my  weeping  eyes, 
1  said :  O  God,  thou  art  wise ! 
And  I  thank  thee,  again  and  acain. 
For  the  Sower  whose  name  is  Pain. 


WILLIAM  BELL  SCOTT. 

THE  DAKCK. 
(From  "  Tax  Witch's  Ballad. "0 

0,  I  HAE  come  from  far  away. 
From  a  warm  land  fur  away, 
A  southern  land  avont  the  sea. 
With  sailor  lads  about  the  mast 
Merry  and  canny  and  kind  to  me. 

And  I  hae  been  to  yon  town, 

To  try  my  luck  in  yon  town : 
Nort,  and  Mysie,  Elspie  too, 
Kiffht  braw  we  were  to  pass  the  gate 
Wi'  gowden  clasps  on  girdles  blue. 

Mvsie  smiled  wi'  miming  mouth. 

Innocent  mouth,  miming  mouth ; 
Elspie  wore  her  scarlet  gown, 
Nort's  gray  eyes  were  unco'  gleg. 
My  Castile  comb  was  like  a  crom*n. 

We  walked  abreast  sU  up  the  street. 

Id  to  the  market  un  the  street : 
Our  hair  wi'  marygolds  was  wound. 
Our  bodices  wi'  love-knots  lace«l, 
Our  merehandise  wi'  tansy  bound. 

Nort  hsd  chickens,  I  had  cocks. 

Gamesome  cocks,  loud -crowing  cocks ; 
Mysie  durks,  and  Elspie  drakes. 
For  a  wee  groat  or  a  pound. 
We  lost  nae  time  wi'  gives  and  takes. 
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Loat  nta  timr,  for  weel  we  knew. 

In  our  •leerea  ta'  weel  wo  knew, 
"Whra  the  eloming  nine  th»t  ni^t, 
Duck  nor  drake,  nor  hen  nor  cock. 
Would  be  found  by  candlelight 

Whan  mtr  duffining  ■'  waa  don^ 
All  «M  fsid  ht,  iold  and  done^ 
Va  dm*  k  ^otc  oa  ilka  huid, 
Vb  Mroftlj  oQrtded  each  to  each, 
^  And  defdy  daaeod  a  amband. 

The  market  laoaea  looked  and  langhrd, 

Left  their |[Ear  and  looked  and  laughi^d ; 
The;  made  aa  they  vould  join  the  ganie. 
But  soon  their  milhen,  wild  and  wud, 
Wi"  Bhiuik  and  icreecb  tbey  alupped  the 

Sup  tiiiid  the  tongues  o'  raudiea  grev, 

Tlii^  llitiu'  and  the  akirlin*  i;rew, 
At  a'  the  windows  i'  the  place, 


And  down  each  stair  they  thronged  anon; 

Gentle,  sioiple,  thronged  anon; 
Sniiter  and  toilor,  frowzy  Nan, 
The  nni^ii'nt  wirlow  young  again 
Simpering  behind  her  fan. 

Without  choice,  agaiiurt  their  will, 
DoitiHl,  dated  againat  their  wilt, 
The  market  lassie  and  her  niither. 
The  farmer  sad  hia  husbandman. 
Hand  in  hand  dauced  a'  tbegether. 

Slow  at  lirst,  bnt  fnifter  soon. 

Still  incrcasiii'  wild  ami  faat, 
Hoods  and  mantles,  hnW  and  hose, 
mindly  doffed,  ami  frao  them  cost, 
Left  them  naked,  heads  and  toes. 

They  would  hae  torn  nn  limb  fme  limb. 

Dainty  liinb  fnw  dainty  limb; 
But  never  ane  o'  them  eonld  win 
Ar.nws  the  line  that  1  liad  drawn 
Wi'  bleeding  thumb  a-witherskin. 

Thfre  was  Jeff  the  proTost's  son, 

Jeff  the  proTost's  only  son  ; 
There  was  Falhor  Auld  himsel". 


And  drew  them  by  the  left  hand  hi,  — 
Uysie  the  priest,  and  Elapie  won 
The  Loinbatd,  Nort  the  lawyer  eurie. 
And  I  uiy  tuyael'  the  prarost's  ton. 


Like  the  wind  that  Bucka  the  sea, 

Orer  and  in  and  on  the  aea. 
Good  sooth,  it  was  a  mad  delight : 
And  ilka  man  o'  all  the  four 
Shut  hia  eyes  and  laughed  outright  — 

Laughed  aa  long  aa  they  hod  breath, 

Laughed  while  theyhudsenseor  breath ) 
And  cluse  about  ua  coiled  a  miat 
Of  gnats  and  miilgeii,  wasps  and  lUei ; 
Like  the  whirlwind  ahaft  it  riit. 

Dniwn  up  waa  I  right  off  my  feet, 
Into  the  miat  and  off  my  feet ; 

Aad,  dancing  on  each  chimney-top^ 
i  saw  a  titouaand  darling  imps 
Keeping  time  wi'  akip  and  hop. 

We  '11  gang  anee  mair  to  yon  town, 

Wi'  better  luck  to  yon  town : 
We'll  walk  in  silk  and  cramoiste. 
And  I  shall  wed  the  prevosl's  son  i 
My  lady  o'  the  town  J  '11  be! 

For  I  was  bnm  a  crowneil  king's  child, 

Bom  and  nursed  a  king's  child. 
King  d'  a  land  ayont  the  sea, 
Wheve  the  Bluckamoor  kissed  roe  8rrt 
And  taught  me  art  and  glaniourie. 

The  Lombard  shall  be  Elsi'i^'s  man, 

Elspie's  gnwden  liushandman ; 
Nort  shall  take  the  lawyer's  band ; 
The  priest  shall  swear  inather  vov. 
We  'll  dance  agoiu  the  saraband  I 


JOSEPH  BRENSAN. 

COUB  TO  HE.  DEAREST. 

Come  to  me.  dearest,  I  'm  lonely  with- 

ont  thee. 
Day-time  and  night-tintr,  I  'm  thinking 

about  thee ; 
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Night-tiine  and  day-time,  in  dreams  I 

behold  thee ; 
Unwelcome  the  waJdng  which  ceaaes  to 

fold  thee. 
Come  to  me,   darling,   my  sorrows  to 

lighten. 
Come  in  thy  beanty  to  bless  and  to 

brighten ; 
Come  in  thy  womanhood,  meekly  and 

lowly, 
Come  in  thy  lovingness,  qneenly  and  holy. 

Swallows  will  flit  roond  the  desolate 
min, 

Telling  of  spring  and  its  joyous  renew- 
ing 

And  thoughts  of  thy  love,  and  its  mani- 
fola  treasure. 

Are  circling  my  heart  with  a  promise  of 
pleasure. 

0  Springof  my  spirit,  0  Mav  of  my  bosom, 
Shine  out  on  my  soul,  till  it  bouigeon 

and  blossom ; 
The  waste  of  my  life  has  a  rose-root 

within  it. 
And  thy  fondness  alone  to  the  sunshine 

can  win  it. 

Hgnre  that  mores  like  a  song  through 

the  even. 
Features  lit  up  by  a  reflex  of  heaven ; 
Eyes  like  the  skies  of  poor  Erin,  our 

mother, 
Where  shadow  and  sunshine  are  chas- 
ing each  other ; 
Smiles  coming  seldom,  but  childlike  and 

simple. 
Planting  m  each  rosy  cheek  a  sweet 

dimple; — 
0,  thanks  to  the  Saviour,  that  even  thy 

seeming 
Is  left   to   the  exile  to   brighten   his 

dreaming. 

Tou  have  been  glad  when  you  knew  I 

was  gladdened ; 
Dear,  are  you  sad  now  to  hear  I  am 

saddened  ? 
Our  hearts  ever  answer  in  tune  and  in 

time,  love. 
As  octave  to  octave,  and  rhyme  unto 

rhjrme,  love: 

1  cannot  weep  but  your  tears  will  be 

flowing, 
Ton  cannot  smile  but  my  cheek  will  be 
glowing; 


I  would  not  die  without  yon  at  my  aide, 

love. 
You  will  not  linger  when  I  shall  have 

died,  love. 

Come  to  me,  dear,  ere  I  die  of  my  sorrow, 
Rise  on  my  gloom  like  the  sun  of  to- 
morrow; 
Strong,  swift,   and  fond  as  the  words 

which  I  s|ieak,  love. 
With  a  song  on  vour  lip  and  a  smile  on 

your  cheek,  love. 
Come,  for  my  heart  in  your  absence  is 

weary, — 
Haste,   for  my  spirit  is  sickened  and 

dreary, — 
Come  to  the  arms  which  alone  should 

caress  thee. 
Come  to  the  heart  that  is  throbbing  to 

press  thee ! 


CHARLES  G.  LELAND.      ' 

[U.   8.   A.] 

THE  1IIT8IC-LB880K  OF  CONFUCIXTB. 

The  music-lesson  of  Koung-tseu  the  wise, 
Known   as   Confucius    in    the   western 
world. 

Of  all  the  sages  of  the  Flowery  I/ind 
None  knew  so  well  as  great  Confucius 
The  ancient  rites ;  and  when  his  mother 

died, 
Three  years  he  mourned  alone  beside 

her  tomb 
As  the  Old  Custom  bade,  nor  did  he  mis!» 
A  single  detail  of  the  dark  old  forms 
Required  of  the  bereaved,  for  he  had 

made 
Himself  a  model  for  all  living  men  : 
A  mirror  and  a  pattern  of  the  Past. 

Now  when  the  years  of  mourning  with 

their  rites 
Were  at  an  end,  Confucius  came  forth 
And  wandered  as  of  old  with  other  men. 
Giving  his  counsel  unto  many  kingK ; 
But  still  the  hand  of  grief  was  on  his 

heart. 
And  his  dark  hue  set  forth  his  darkened 

hours. 
To  drive  away  these  sorrows  from  his 

soul. 
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lUmemberliiff  that  mniie  luid  been  made 
A  iDoral  monVe  in  the  gjMsa  books 
Of  wisdom  by  the  lacrMl  eiioeitof% 
He  plftTed  upon  the  Kin — the  oarioos 

Invented  by  Fon-Hi  in  dm  of  old ; 
Foa-Hi  of  the  bull's  hesa  and  dngon's 

form. 
The  Lord  of  Learning  who  npiaised 

mankind 
From  being  silent  bmtes  to  singing  men. 

In  Tain  Confoeins  played  upon  the  hfte; 
He  found  that  music  would  not  be  to 

him 
What  it  had  been  of  old,  —a  pastime 

gay: 
For  he  had  borne,  throoi^  three  long 

yean  of  grief 
Stupendous  knowledge^  and  hb  mighty 

soul. 
Grasping  the  lines  whidi  link  sll  earthly 

lore. 
Had  been  by  suffering  ndsed  to  greater 

power: 
For  he  who  knows  and  suffers,  if  he  will 
May  raise  himself  unnumbered  scales 

o'er  man. 

The  music  spoke  no  more  its  wonted 
sounds. 

But  whispered  mysteries  in  a  broken 
tongue 

Wliich  urged  him  sorely.  Then  Con- 
fucius said :  • 

"  0  secret  Music  !  sacred  tongue  of  God  I 

I  hear  thee  calling  to  me,  ana  I  come ! 

Of  old  I  did  but  know  thy  outer  form, 

And  dreamed  not  of  the  spirit  hid 
within ; 

The  Goddess  in  the  Lotus.     Yes,  I  come. 


And  of  the  msiody  irlNiae  kev  is  Gad, 
Nov  I  will  timTol  to  the  lattd  of  Kin, 
And  know  thia  si^  of  tmsie, 

And  Ismiitha  soeMt  Ion  vhidk  hidei 

within 
AU  aweet  wafl-orden^  aonada."     He 

went  his  way, 
Hor  leated  till  ha  stood  belbn  tin 


Thna  spoke  Sfaqg  milo  CSonfiioina: 
"Of  lOI  the  arts,  neat  Music  is  the  ait 
To  laisB  the  soni  Move  all  earthly  stonas ; 
For  in  it  Ues  that  poreat  hannony 
Whieh  liita  na  over  mM  and  m  te 

God. 
Thon  who  haat  atndieddaeply  theXeiw-- 
The  eijB^t  great   tyahm  of  crested 

Knowest  the  aacred  power  of  Um  line 
Which  when  mibiokaft  iiiea  to  all  the 

worlds 
Asli^t  nnendinfc  —but  in  broken  foraa 
Falls  short  aa  sinr  and  eartii,  ckwdai 

winds,  and  fire. 
The  deep  blue  ocean  and  the  mountain 

high. 
And  the  red  lightning  hissing  in  the  ware. 
The  mighty  law  which  formed  what  tboa 

canst  see, 
As  clearly  lives  in  all  that  thou  canst 

hear, 
And  more  than  this,  in  all  that  thou 

canst  feeL 
Here,  take  thy  lute  in  hand.     I  teach 

the  air 
Made  by  the  sage  Wen  Wang  of  ancient 

Confucius  took  the  lute  and  played  the 
air 


And  will  not  rest,  —  nor  will  I  calm  my   Till  all  his  soul  seemed  passing  into 

doubt  I  song; 

Till  I  have  seen  thee  plainly  with  mine    Then  he  fell  deep  into  the  solemn  chords 

As  though  his  body  and  the  lute  were 

one, 
And  every  chord  a  wave  which  bore  him 
on 


eves. 
And  palpably  have  touched  thee  with 

my  hand. 
Then  shall  I  know  thee,  —  raised  to  life 

for  me 
For  what  thou  truly  art 

Lo !  I  have  heard 
That  in  the  land  of  Kin  a  roaster  lives. 
So  deeply  skilled  in  music,  that  mankind 
Begin  again  to  give  a  glowinfi;  faith 
Unto  the  golden  stories  which  are  told 


Through  the  great  sea  of  ecstasy.    Hie 

bands 
Then  ceased  to  play,  — but  in  his  raptured 

look 
They  saw  him  following  ont  the  harmony. 

Five  days  went  by,  and  still  Confucius 


Of  the  strange  harmonies  which  built    Played  all  day  long  the  ancient  simple 


the  world, 


air; 
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And  when  Siang  would  teach  him  more, 

he  nid : 
'*Not  yet,  my  master,  I  would  seize  the 

The  subtle  thought  which  hides  within 

the  tune.  ' 
To  which  the  master  answered:  "It  is 

w«ll. 
Take  five  days  more!'*    And  when  the 

time  was  passed 
Unto  SiaDji;  thus  spoke  Confucius : 
**1  do  be^n  to  see,  — yet  what  I  see 
Is  very  dim.     I  am  as  one  who  looks 
And    nothing  sees  except  a  luminous 

cloud : 
Give  me  but  fire  more  dajrs,  and  at  the 

end 
If  I  hare  not  attained  the  great  idea 
Hidden  of  old  within  the  melody, 
I  will  leave  music  as  beyond  my  power." 
"Do  as  thou  wilt,  O  jiupil  !'*  cried  Siang 
In  deepest  admiration ;  "never  yet 
Had  1  a  scholar  who  was  like  to* thee." 

And  on  the  fifteenth  day  Confucius  rose 
And  stood  before  Sians,  and  cried  aloud  : 
"The  mist  which  shadowed  me  is  blown 

away, 
I  am  as  one  who  stands  upon  a  cliff 
And  ffazes  far  and  wide  upon  the  world, 
For  I  have  mastered  every  secret  thought. 
Yea,  every  shadow  of  a  feeling  dim 
Which  flitted  through  the  spirit  of  Wen 

Wang 
When  he  composed  that  air.    I  speak  to 

him, 
I  hear  him  clearly  answer  me  again ; 
And  more  than  tfiat,  I  see  his  very  form : 
A  man  of  middle  stature^  with  a  hue 
Half  blended  with  the  dark  and  with  the 

fair; 
His  features  long,  and  large  sweet  eyes 

which  beam 
With  great  benevolence,  — a  noble  face ! 
His  voice  is  deep  and  full,  and  all  his  air 
Inspires  a  sense  of  virtue  and  of  love. 
I  know  that  I  behold  the  very  man. 
The  sage  of  ancient  days,  Wen  Wang  the 

just" 

Then  good  Siang  lay  down  upon  the  dust. 
And  said :  "  Thou  art  my  master.   Even 

thus 
The  ancient  legend,  known  to  none  but 

me, 
Deteribes  our  first  great  sire.    And  thou  < 

hast  seen  I 


That  which  I  never  yet  myself  beheld, 
Though  I  have  played  the  sacred  song 

for  years. 
Striving  with  all  my  soul  to  penetrate 
Its  mystery  unto  the  master's  form. 
Whilst  thou  hast  reached  it  at  a  single 

bound : — 
Henceforth  the  gods  alone  can  teach  thee 

tune." 


MIKX  OWN. 

And  0,  the  longing,  burning  eyes ! 

And  0,  the  gleaming  hair 
Which  waves  around  nie,  night  and  day. 

O'er  chamber,  hall,  and  stair  1 

And  0,  the  step,  half  dreamt,  half  heard  I 

And  0,  the  laughter  low  I 
And  memories  of  merriment 

Which  faded  long  ago  I 

0,  art  thou  Sylnh, — or  truly  Self, — 

Or  either  at  tny  choice  ? 
0,  speak  in  breeze  or  beating  heart. 

But  let  me  hear  thy  voice ! 

"0,  some  do  call  me  Laughter,  love; 

And  some  do  call  me  Sin"  : — 
"And  they  may  call  thee  what  they  will. 

So  I  thy  love  may  win. 

"And  some  do  call  me  Wantonness, 
And  some  do  call  me  Play"  : — 

"0,  they  might  call  thee  what  they  wou!d 
If  thou  wert  mine  alway ! " 

"And  some  do  call  me  Sontjw,  love, 

And  some  do  call  me  Tears, 
And  some  there  be  who  name  me  Hope, 

And  some  that  name  me  Fears. 

"And  some  do  call  me  Gentle  Heart, 
And  some  Forgetfulness" :  — 

"  And  if  thou  com'st  as  one  or  all. 
Thou  comest  but  to  bless  !" 

"And  some  do  call  me  Life,  sweetheart. 
And  some  do  call  me  IK*ath ; 

And  he  to  whom  the  two  are  one 
Has  won  my  heart  and  faith.' 


tt 


She  twined  her  white  arms  round  hit 
neck:  — 

The  tears  fell  down  like  rain. 
"And  if  I  live  or  if  I  die. 

We'll  never  part  a{;ain.' 


ff 
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BSLM  BAMON  BOSTWICK. 

[O.S.  A.] 

T  u  ft  itoiy  tM  hjf  KalicUuMy  — 
Hindoo  poet,  — tn  melodioiis  fliTinft, 

How  with  tiftin  of  iiiftid«iit»  Toit^g  ur? «0i 
CSune  to  keep  greftt  Indra^  festal  time. 

T  was  lier  put  in  wonhipftil  eonf^Mioii 
Of  the  ffod-name  onrtluit  aaered  day, 

Walking  flower-crowned  in  the  long  pio- 
cearion, 
''I  loTe  Pom-ihotti^mft''  to  a^. 

Pare  aa  snow  on  Himalayan  rutgea. 
Heaven -deaoendedy  aoon  to  heaven 
withdrawn. 
Fairer  than   the  moon-flower  of  tiha 
Ganges, 
Waa  Unraai,  Daughter  of  the  Dawn. 

But  it  happened  that  the  gentle  maidai 
Loved  one  Pum-avaa, —fatefnl  nnme ! — 

And  her  heart,  with  its  sweet  secret  laden, 
Faltered  when  her  time  of  utterance 
came. 

•*I  love" — then  she  stopped,  and  people 
wondered ; 
**I  love" — she  must  guard  her  secret 
well; 
Then  from  sweetest  lips  that  ever  blun- 
dered, 
**I  love  Puru-avas,"  trembling  fell. 

Ah,  what  terror  seized  on  poor  Urvasi ! 

Misty  grew  the  violets  of  her  eyes, 
And  her  form  bent  like  a  broken  daisv. 

While  around  her  rose  the  mocking 
cries. 

But  great  Indra  said,  '*The  maid  shall 
marry 
Him  whose  image  in  her  faithful  heart 
She  so  near  to  that  of  God  doth  carry. 
Scarce  her  lips  can  keep  their  names 
apart." 

Call  it  then  not  weakness  or  dissem- 
bling. 
If,  in  striving  the  high  name  to  reach. 
Through  our  voices    runs    the    tender 
tremblinff 
Of    an   earthly  name   too    dear    for 
speech ! 


Ever  dwella  the  kaaer  in  Hie  gnaiar  i 
In  Ood*a  love  tlie  hamaa:  we bjOMM 

Know  lii  holib  Lova'a  aimpifal  ataai* 
iBiMsng  aweeter 
llianeoldpiaiaeof  wwdyflMriiBBi. 


UHKHOWH. 


Up  on  tiha  hne^  headlaiid  tiia  fiaher 

man*a  grave  they  made, 
Where^  ovwr  ue  daiaiea  and  clover  hdk, 

tiie  hirt^ien  branehea  awnyed ; 
Above  na  the  lark  waa  ainging  in  the 

dondleaa  akiea  of  June, 
And  under  the  eli&  the  billowa  were 

chanting  their  ceaaeleaa  tune: 
For  the  creamy  line  waa  curving  aiong 

the  hollow  ahore. 
Where  the  dear  old  tidea  were  flowing 

that  he  wonld  ride  no  more. 
Thediige  of  the  wave,  the  note  of  the  bird, 

and  the  priest's  low  tone  were  blent 
In  the  breeze  that  blew  from  the  moor- 
land, all  laden  with  country  scent; 
But  never  a  thought  of  the  new-mown 

ha^  tossing  on  sunny  plains. 
Or  of  lilies  deep  in  the   wild-wood,  or 

roses  gemming  the  lanes. 
Woke  in  the  hearts  of  the  stem  bronzed 

men    who   gathered  around  the 

grave. 
Where  lay  the  mate  who  had  fought  with 

them  the  battle  of  wind  and  ^ave. 

How  boldly  he  steered  the  coble  across 

the  foaming  bar. 
When  the  sky  was  black  to  the  eastward 

and  the  breakers  white  on  the  Scar ! 
How  his  keen  eye  caught  the  squall  ahead, 

how  his  strong  hand  fune<l  the  sail, 
As  we  drove  o*er  the  angry  waters  before 

the  raffing  gale ! 
How  cheery  he  kept  all  the  long  dark 

night ;  and  never  a  parson  spoke 
Good  words,  like  those  he  said  to  ns, 

when  at  last  the  morning  broke ! 

So  thought  the  dead  man's  comrades,  as 
silent  and  sad  they  stood. 

While  the  prayer  was  prayed,  the  blessing 
saia,  and  the  dull  earth  struck  the 
wood; 
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And  the  widow's  sob  And  the  orphan's 

wail  jarred  throu|i^h  the  joyous  air ; 
How  could  the  light  wind  o'er  the  sea, 

blow  on  so  fresh  and  fair? 
How  could  the  cay  waves  laugh  and  leap, 

landward  o'er  sand  and  stone, 
While  he,  who  knew  and  loved  them 

all  lay  lapped  in  clay  alotte  ? 

But  for  long,  when  to  the  beetling  heights 

the  snow-tipned  billows  roll, 
When  the  cod,  and  skate,  and  dogfish  dart 

around  the  herring  shoal ; 
When  gear  is  sorted,  and  sails  are  set, 

and  the  merry  breezes  blow. 
And  away  to  the  deep  sea-harvest  the 

stalwart  reapers  go, 
A  kindly  sigh,  and  a  hearty  word,  they 

will  give  to  him  who  lies 
Where  the  clover  springs,  and  the  heather 

blooms,  beneath  the  northern  skies. 


UNKNOWN. 

ON  RECR068IKO  THE  ROCKT  MOTTK- 
TAIN8   IK   WDTTEB,  AFTER   MAinr 


Long  years  ago  I  wandered  here, 
In  the  midsummer  of  the  year, — 

Life's  summer  too ; 
A  score  of  horsemen  here  we  rode, 
The  mountain  world  its  glories  showed. 

All  fair  to  view. 

These  scenes  in  glowing  colors  drest, 
Mirrored  the  life  within  my  breast. 

Its  world  of  hopes ; 
The  whispering  woods  and  fragrant  breeze 
That  stirred  the  grass  in  verdant  seas 

On  billowy  slopes. 

And  glistening  crag  in  sunlit  sk^. 
Hid  snowy  clouds  piled  mountains  high, 

Were  joys  to  me ; 
My  path  was  o  er  the  prairie  wide. 
Or  here  on  grander  mountain-side, 

To  choose,  all  free. 

The  rose  that  waved  in  morning  air. 
And  spread  its  dewy  fragrance  there 

In  careless  bloom, 
OftYe  to  my  heart  its  ruddiest  hue, 
O'er  my  glsd  life  its  color  threw 

And  sweet  perfume. 


Now  changed  the  scene  and  changed  the 

eyes. 
That  here  once  looked  on  glowing  skies, 

Where  summer  smiled ; 
These  riven  trees,  this  wind-swept  plain 
Now  show  the  winter's  dread  domain, 

Its  fury  wild. 

The  rocks  rise  black  from  storm-packed 

snow. 
All  checked  the  river's  pleasant  flow. 

Vanished  the  bloom ; 
These  dreary  wastes  of  frozen  plain 
Reflect  my  bosom's  life  again, 

Now  lonesome  gloom. 

The  buoyant  hopes  and  busy  life 
Have  ended  all  m  hateful  strife. 

And  thwarted  aim. 
The  world's  rude  contact  killed  the  rose. 
No  more  its  radiant  color  shows 

False  roads  to  fame. 

Backward,  amidst  the  twilight  slow 
Some  lingering  spots  yet  bnghtiy  show 

On  hard  roads  won, 
^\1ierestillsomegrand  peaksmark  the  way 
Touched  by  the  light  of  parting  day 

Ana  memory's  sun. 

But  here  thick  clouds  the  mountainshide. 
The  dim  horizon  bleak  and  wide 

No  i^thway  shows. 
And  rising  gusts,  and  darkening  skv. 
Tell  of  "the  night  that  cometh,"  niigh. 

The  brief  day's  close. 


UNKNOWN. 


JULY  DAWNIKOw 

We  left  the  city,  street  and  square. 
With  lamplights  glimmering  through 
and  tnrough. 
And    turned    us    toward    the    suburb, 
where — 
Full  from  the  east — the  fresh  wind 
blew. 

One  cloud  stoo<l  overhead  the  sun,  — 
A  glorious  trail  of  dome  and  spire,  ^ 

The  fast  star  flickered,  and  was  gone ; 
The  first  lark  led  the  matin  ^oir. 
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Wet  was  the  grass  beneath  our  tread. 
Thick -dewed  the  bramble  by  the  way; 

The  lichen  had  a  lorelier  red. 
The  elder-flower  a  fairer  gray. 

And  there  was  silence  on  the  land, 
Save  when,  from  out  the  city's  fold. 

Stricken  by  Time's  remorseless  wand, 
A  bell  across  the  morning  tolled. 

The  beeches  sighed  through  all  their 
boughs; 

The  gusty  pennons  of  the  pine 
Swayed  in  a  melancholy  drowse. 

But  with  a  motion  sternly  fine. 

One  gable,  full  against  the  sun. 
Flooded  the  garden -space  beneath 

With  spices,  sweet  as  cinnamon, 
From  all  its  honeysuckled  breath. 

Then  crew  the  cocks  from  echoing  farms. 
The  chimney-tops  were  plumed  with 
smoke, 

The  windmill  shook  its  slanted  arms, 
The  sun  was  up,  the  country  woke ! 

And  voices  sounded  mid  the  trees 
Of  orchards  red  with  burning  leaves. 

By  thick  hives,  sentinelled  by  bees, — 
From   fields  which  promised   tented 
sheaves ; 

Till  the  day  waxed  into  excess. 

And  on  the  misty,  rounding  gray, — 

One  vast,  fantastic  wililemess. 
The  glowing  roofs  of  London  lay. 


UNKNOWN. 


THE  FISHERMAN'S  SUMMONS. 

The  sea  is  callin^jj,  calling. 

Wife,  is  there  a  log  to  spare? 

Fling  it  down  on  the  hearth  and  call 

them  in. 
The  boys  and  girls  with  their  merry  din, 
1  am  loth  to  leave  you  all  just  yet. 
In  the  light  an<l  the  noise  I  might  forget, 
The  voice  in  the  evening  air. 

The  sea  is  calling,  calling. 

Along  the  hollow  shore. 

1  know  each  nook  in  the  rocky  strand. 

And  the  crimson  weeds  on  thegoldeu  sand, 


And  the  worn  old  cliff  where  the 
piuks  cling. 

And  the  winding  caves  where  the  echoet 
Tins. 

I  shall  wake  them  nevermore. 

How  it  keeps  calling,  calling, 

It  is  never  a  night  to  sail. 

I  saw  the  "sea-dog"  over  the  height, 

As  I  strained  through  the  haze  my  fail- 
ing sight, 

And  the  cottage  creaks  and  rocks,  well- 
nigh, 

As  the  old ' '  Fox  "  did  in  the  day^  gone  by. 

In  the  moan  of  the  rising  gale. 

Yet  it  is  calling,  calling. 

It  is  hard  on  a  soul,  1  say. 

To  go  fluttering  out  in  the  cold  and  the 

dark. 
Like  the  bird  they  tell  us  of^  from  the 

ark; 
While  the  foam  flies  thick  on  the  bitter 

blast. 
And  the  angry  waves  roll  fierce  and  fast, 
AVTiere  the  black  buoy  marks  the  bay. 

Do  vou  hear  it  calling,  calling? 
And  yet,  I  am  none  so  old. 
At  the  herring  fishery,  but  last  year, 
No  boat  beat  mine  for  tiickle  and  gear. 
And  I  steered  the  coble  jmst  the  nM?f, 
When  the  broad  sail  shook  like  a  with- 
ered leaf. 
And  the  rudder  chafed  my  hold. 

Will  it  never  stop  calling,  calling? 
Can't  you  sing  a  song  by  the  hearth  ? 
A  heartsoinc  stave  of  a  nierr\'  glass. 
Or  a  gallant  fight,  or  a  bonnie  lass? 
Don't  you  care  for  your  grand-dad  just 

so  much  ? 
Come  near  then,  give  me  a  hand  to  touch, 
Still  waiTO  with  the  warmth  of  earth. 

You  hear  it  calling,  calling? 
Ask  her  w  hy  she  sits  ami  cries. 
She  always  did  when  the  sea  was  up, 
She  would  fret,  and  never  take  bit  or  sup 
When  I  and  the  lads  were  out  at  night, 
And  she  saw  the  breakers  cresting  wliite 
Beneath  the  low  black  skies. 

But,  then,  it  is  calling,  calling, 

No  summons  to  soul  was  sent. 

Now —    Well,  fetch  the  parson,  find  the 

book. 
It  is  up  on  the  shelf  there  if  you  look; 
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The  sea  has  been  fiiend,  and  fire,  and 

bread; 
Put  me,  where  it  will  tell  of  me,  lying 

dead, 
How  It  called,  and  I  rose  and  went. 


MAEY  K  PRESCOTT. 

[v.  S.  A.] 

WORK. 

8wnBT  wind,  fair  wind,  where  have  you 

been? 
•*1  've  been  sweeping  the  cobwebs  out  of 

the  sky ; 
I  'ye  been  grinding  a  grist  in  the  mill 

nard  by; 
I  've  been  laughing  at  work  while  others 

sigh; 
Let  those  laugh  who  win  !" 

Sweet  rain,  soft  rain,  what  are  you  doing? 
"I  *m  urging  the  com  to  fill  out  its  cells ; 
I  'm  helping  the  lily  to  fashion  its  bells ; 
I  'm  swelling  the  torrent  and  brimming 
tne  wells; 
Is  that  worth  pursuing  ?*' 

Redbreast,  redbreast,  what  have  you  done? 
"I  *Te  been  watching  the  nest  where  my 

fledgelines  lie ; 
I  *ve  sung  them  to  sleep  with  a  lullaby ; 
By  and  by  I  shall  teach  them  to  fly, 
Up  and  away,  every  one !  ^* 

Honey-bee,  honey-bee,  where  are  you  go- 
ing? 
"To  fill  my  basket  with  precious  pelf; 
To  toil  for  my  neighbor  as  well  as  myself; 
To  find  out  thesweetest  flower  that  grows. 
Be  it  a  thistle  or  be  it  a  rose,  — 

A  secret  worth  the  knowing!" 

Each  content  with  the  work  to  be  done, 
Ever  the  same  from  sun  to  sun : 
Shall  you  and  I  be  taught  to  work 
By  the  bee  and  the  bird,  that  scorn  to 
shirk  ? 

"Wind  and  rain  fulfilling  His  wonl ! 

Tell  me,  was  ever  a  legend  heanl 

Where  the  wind,  commanded  to  blow, 
deferretl ; 

Or  thft  rain,  that  was  bidden  to  fall,  de- 
murred? 

2S 


TWO  MOODS. 

I  PLUCKED  the  harebells  as  I  went 

Singing  along  the  river-side ; 

The  skies  above  were  opulent 

Of  sunshine.     **  Ah  !  whate'er  betide. 

The  world  is  sweet,  is  sweet,"  I  cried. 

That  morning  by  the  river-side. 

The  curlews  called  along  the  shore ; 
The  boats  ]>ut  out  from  sandy  beach ; 
Afar  I  heard  the  breakers'  roar. 
Mellowed  to  silver-sounding  speech ; 
And  still  I  sang  it  o'er  and  o'er, 
"The  world  is  sweet  forevermore!" 

Perhaps,  to-day,  some  other  one, 
Loitenng  along  the  river-side, 
Content  beueath  the  ffraeious  sun. 
May  sing,  again,  "Whate'er  Ix^tide, 
The  world  is  sweet. "     1  shall  not  chide, 
Although  my  song  is  done. 


ARTHUR  O'SHAUGHNESSY. 


80KO  OF  A  FELLOW-WORKER. 

I  FOUND  a  fellow-worker  when  I  deemed 

I  toiled  alone : 
My   toil   was   fashioning    thought  and 

sound,  and  his  was  hewing  stone ; 
I  workeil  in  the  {lalace  of  my  brain,  he 

in  the  common  street, 
And  itseemeil  his  toil  was  great  and  hanl, 

while  mine  was  great  and  siKeet. 

I  said,"0  fellow-worker,  yea^  for  I  am  a 

worker  too. 
The  heart  nigh  fails  me  many  a  day,  but 

how  is  it  with  you  ? 
For  while  I  toil  great  tears  of  joy  will 

sometimes  till  my  eyes, 
And  when  I  form  my  peifect  work  it  lives 

and  never  dies. 

"1  carve  the  marble  of  pure  thought  until 

the  thought  takes  form. 
Until  it  gleams  before  my  soul  and  makes 

the  world  gT«>w  warm  ; 
Until  there  coiin*s  the  gh>rious  voice  and 

wonl 8  that  seem  divine. 
And  the  nmsic  reaches  all  men's  hearts 

and  draws  them  into  mine. 
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*' And  yet  for  days  it  aeeint  my  heutiluJl 

Dlosaom  never  more, 
-And  the  burden  of  my  lonelinest  lies  on 

me  very  tore : 
Therefore,  O  newer  of  the  stones  that 

pave  haee  human  ways, 
How  canst  thou  bear  the  years  till  death, 

made  of  such  thankless  dayst** 

Then  he  replied :  "  Ere  sunrise,  when  the 

pale  lips  of  the  day 
Sent  forth  sn  earnest  thnll  of  breath  at 

warmth  of  the  first  ray, 
A  great  thought  rose  within  me,  how, 

while  men  asleep  had  lain. 
The  thousand  labors  of  the  world  had 

grown  up  once  again. 

"The  sun  grew  on  the  world,  and  on  my 

soul  the  thought  grew  too,  — 
A  great  appaUing  sun,  to  light  my  soul 

the  long  day  through. 
I  felt  the  world's  whole  burden  for  a 

moment,  then  b^^n 
With  man's  gigantic  strength  to  do  the 

labor  of  one  man. 

**I  went  forth  hastily,  and  lo!  I  met  a 

huntlrcd  men. 
The  worker  with   the  chi^l    and   the 

worker  with  the  ]K'n,  — 
The  resth'sa  toilers  after  good,  who  sow 

and  never  n*ap, 
And  one  who  niaketh  music  for  their 

souls  that  may  not  sleep. 

"Each  {lassed  me  with  a  dauntless  look, 

and  my  undaunted  eyes 
Were   almost  softened  as  they  passed 

with  tears  that  strove  to  rise 
At  sight  of  all  those  labors,  and  because 

that  every  one, 
Ay,  the  peatest)  would  be  greater  if  my 

little  were  undone. 

"They  jmssed  me,  having  faith  in  me, 
and  in  our  several  ways. 

Together  we  began  to-day  as  on  the  other 
<lav8 : 

I  felt  their  miglity  hands  at  work,  and, 
as  the  day  wore  tlirough. 

Perhaps  they  felt  that  even  I  was  help- 
ing somewhat  too : 

"Perhaps  they  felt,  as  with  those  hands 

they  lifted  mightily 
The  burden   once  more  laid  upon  the 

world  so  heavily. 


That  while  they  nobly  held  it  as  each 

man  can  do  and  bear. 
It  did  not  wholly  fall  my  aide  as  thon^ 

no  man  were  there. 

''And  SQ  we  toQ  together  many  a  day 

from  mom  tiU  niffht» 
I  in  the  lower  depths  of  life,  they  on  tbs 

lovely  height; 
For  though  the  common  stones  are  mine, 

and  they  have  lofty  cares. 
Their  work  begins  where  this  leaves  off^ 

and  mine  is  part  of  theirs. 

"And  *t  is  not  wholly  mine  or  thein  I 
think  of  throng  the  day. 

But  the  great  eternal  thing  we  make  to- 
gether, 1  and  they ; 

Far  in  the  sunset  I  benold  a  city  that 
man  owns, 

Made  fisir  with  all  th«r  nobler  toil,  built 
of  my  common  stones. 

"Then  noon  ward,  as  the  task  grows  light 
with  all  the  labor  done. 

The  single  thought  of  all  the  day  be- 
comes a  joyous  one : 

For,  rising  in  my  heart  at  last  where  it 
has  lain  so  long, 

It  thrills  up  seeking  for  a  voice,  and 
grows  almost  a  song. 

"But  when  the  evening  comes,  indeed, 

the  words  have  taken  wing. 
The  thought  sings  in  me  still,  but  1  am 

all  too  tired  to  sing ; 
Therefore,  0  you  my  friend,  who  serve 

the  world  with  minstrelsy. 
Among  our  fellow-workers'  songs  make 

that  one  song  for  me.** 


MRS.  KNOX. 


A  BONO. 

Dost  thou  think  I  captive  lie 
To  a  gracious,  glancing  eye? 
Dost  thou  thmk  I  am  not  free  ? 
Nay,  I  am ;  thou  freest  me. 

All  the  world  could  not  undo 
Chains  which  bound  me  fast  to  you; 
Only  at  your  touch  they  fly, — 
Freer  than  before  am  I. 


C.  BBOOKK  —  AKCEDEACON  HABE. 
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1  care  not  for  eye8  of  bine ; 

I  loved  truth  and  thought  it  you ; 
If  vou  charm  but  to  deceive. 
All  your  charms  I  well  can  leave. 

Ah,  my  once  well-lov^  one ; 
Do  no  more  as  thou  hast  done ; 
She  that  makes  true  hearts  to  ache, 
Last  of  all  her  own  will  break. 


C.  BROOKE. 

A  CYCIiB. 

If  he  had  come  in  the  early  dawn. 
When  the  sunrise  flushed  the  earth, 

1  would  have  given  him  all  my  heart, 
Whatever  the  heart  was  worth. 

If  he  had  come  at  the  noontide  hour. 
He  would  not  have  come  too  late ; 

I  would  have  given  him  fuitiont  faith. 
For  then  I  had  learned  to  wait. 

If  he  had  come  in  the  afterglow. 
In  the  ])eace  of  the  eventide, 

I  would  have  given  him  hands  and  brain. 
And  worked  for  him  till  I  died. 

If  he  comes  now  the  sun  has  set. 
And  the  light  has  died  away, 

I  will  not  give  him  a  broken  life 
•But  will  turn  and  say  him,  "Nay." 


ARCHDEACON  HARE. 

ITALY.    A  PBOFHECT. 

1818. 

friBiKB  the  loved  harp ;  let  the  prelude 
be, 
Itely!  Itely! 
That  chord  again,  again  that  note  of  glee, — 

Italy!  Italy! 
Italy !  O  Italy !  the  very  sound  it  charm- 

eth: 
Italy!  O  Italy!  the  name  my  bosom 
warmeth. 
High  thought  of  self-devotions, 
Compassionate  emotions. 


Soul-stirring  recollections. 

With  ho|)e8,  their  bright  reflections. 

Rush  to  my  troubled  heart  at  thought  of 
thee, 

My  own  illustrious,  injured  Italy. 

Dear  queen  of  snowy  mountains, 
And  consecmted  fountains. 
Within  whose  rocky,  heaven -aspiring  pale 
Heautv  has  flxed  a  dwelling 
All  others  so  excelling 
To  praise  it  right,  thine  own  sweet  tones 
would  fail ; 
Hail  to  thee  I  hail ! 
How  rich   art    thou   in  lakes  to  poet 

dear, 
And  those  broad  pines  amid  the  sunniest 
glade 
So  reigning  through  the  year. 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  their  shade 
No  sunbeam  may  ap))ear ! 
How  fair  thy  double  sea ! 
In  blue  celestially 

Glittering  and  circling!  but  I  may  not 
dwell 
On  gifts,  which,  decking  thee  too 
well, 
Allured  the  fi]X)iler.     Let  me  fix  my  ken 

Kather  upon  thy  go<llike  men. 
The  good,  the  wise,  the  valiant,  and  the 

free, 
On  liiRtory's  pillars  towering  gloriously, 
A  trophy  n*aiVd  on  high  ufton  thy  strand. 
That  ever>'  j>eople,  ever>'  clime 
May  mark  and  un<lerstand. 
What  memorable  courses  may  be  run, 
What  golden  never-failing  treasures  won, 
From  time, 
In  spite  of  chance, 
And  worser  ignorance. 
If  men  be  ruled  by  Duty's  firm  decree. 
And  wisdom  hold  her  (laramount  mas- 
tery. 

What  art  thou  now  ?    Alas !     Alas ! 

Woe,  woe ! 
That  strength  and  virtue  thusshould  pass 

From  men  lielow ! 
That  so  divine,  so  beautiful  a  Maid 
Should  in  the  withering  dust  be  laid. 
As  one  that —    Hush  !    who  dares  with 
im]>ious  breath 
To  s|)eak  of  death  ? 
The  fool  alone  and  unbeliever  weepeth. 
We  know  she  only  slee(«th  ; 

And  from  the  dust. 
At  the  end  of  her  correction, 
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toUoii  (alt  ffltntt  tSBtnutB, 


bith  hath  dMreed  hw  Jojroiw  nnmo- 

'^       fibtduiHariM,  she  nasi. 
For  eta  H  be  that  wkkediMit  hath  pom 
To  andarttiM  or  topple  dovm  the  tower 
"^        OfvMw'eedifloer 

And  y«t  that  Tiee 
Should  be  ellovred  ea  mend  giMttd  to 
phmt 
Amkof  adMiieittt 
It  is  of  foe, 
"Thet  rook  eoon  doiCiMd  todiieoifirtiivi^ 
Before  the  lighteoae  eui'o  letainiQf  my,. 

Bnt  who  ehell  beu*  tiie^bidiQg  ittdiaMji 
When  tot  the  royel  Held  awnktetf 
Dtrteth  eroitnd  her  wfld  indSffnont  eye^ 
When  first  her  biif^t  spenr  Aakiag^ 
Fixing  her  feet  on  eerth,  her  kokootisicjy 
She  standeth  like  the  Aretungil  prompt 

toTsaqnish, 
Yet  still  imploring  succor  ftam  on  h(^t 

0  dsjTs  <^  wearpr  hope  and  pesrioeate 
anguish. 

When  will  ye  end  ! 
Until  that  end  be  come,  until  I  hesr 

The  Alps  their  mighty  voices  blend, 
To  swell  and  echo  back  the  sound  most 

dear 
To  patriot  hearts,  the  cry  of  Liberty, 

1  must  live  on.     But  when  the  glorious 
Queen 

As  erst  is  canopied  with  Freedom's  sheen. 
When  I  have  prest,  with  Balutation  meet, 
With  reverent  love  to  kiss  her  honor^ 
feet, 
I  then  may  die. 
Die  how  well  satisfied  ! 
Conscious  that  I  have  watched  the  second 

birth 
Of  her  IVe  loved  the  most  upon  the 
earth, 
Conscious  beside 
That  no  more  beauteous  sight  can  here 

be  given : 
Sublimer  visions  are  reserved  for  heaven. 


T.  K.  HERVEY. 

EPITAPH. 

Farewell  !  since  never  more  for  thee 
The  sun  comes  up  our  eastern  skies. 

Less  bright  henceforth  shall  sunshine  be 
To  some  fond  hearts  and  saddened  eyes. 


Thore  are  wind  fiir  Hxf  hid,  kog  dinp 
SMtihepaaaweito  aeremioBi^---* 

Shall  weep  beeanae  ftott  eaaiC  Hot  wera^ 
JMgAm  Utet  an  tlqr  n^iefr  aiao'ei; 

Sad  thrift  oC  lof«  f  tba  kninjg  braiit 
On  whidi  tha  aisU^g  luiad  waa  thrai% 


data  vm  the  weaiT  head  to  fOit. 
But  kepi  tiba  addng  Ibr  Ita  owa. 


FBEDEBICK  TENHiraOH. 


How  aweet  the  haroMmiea  of  aftemoont 
The  BbdcbU  mg/i  alo^g  tin  aonny 

Dreese 
Bh  aadent  soQg  off  kave^  and  mmnier 

hoon; 
Bich    breath    of    hayfields   streams 

through  whispering  trees ; 
And  birds  of  morning  trim  their  bustling 

wings. 
And  listen  fondly — while  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

How  soft  the  lovelight  of  the  west  re- 
poses 
On  tnis  green  valley's  cheery  solitude. 

On  the  trim  cottage  with  its  screen  of 
roses. 
On  the  gray  belfry  with  its  ivy  hood, 

And  murmuring  mill-race,  and  the  wheel 
that  flings 

Its  bubbling  freshness — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

The  very  dial  on  the  village  church 
Seems  as  'twere  dreaming  in  a  dozy 
rest; 

The  scribbled  benches  underneath  the 
poroh 
Bask  in  the  kindly  welcome  of  the 
west: 

But  the  broad  casements  of  the  old  Three 
Kings 

Blaze  like  a  furnace — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

And  there  beneath  the  immemorial  elm 
Three    rosy  reveUers    round  a  table 
sit, 


FBEDEBICK  TENNYSON. 
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And  through  gray  clouds  give  Uws  unto 
the  realm,  ^ 

Curse  good  and  great,  but  worship  their 
owu  wit, 

And  roar  of  lights,  and  fairs,  and  junket- 
ings. 

Com,  colts,  and  curs  —  the  while  the 
Blackbird  sings. 

Before    her   home,  in  her  accustomed 
seat, 
The  tidy  grandam  spins  beneath  the 
shade 

Of  the  old  honeysuckle,  at  her  feet 
The  dreaming  pug,  and  purring  tabby 
laid; 

To  her  low  chair  a  little  maiden  clings. 

And  spells  in  silence — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

Sometimes  the  shadow  of  a  lazy  cloud 
Breathes  o'er  the  hamlet  with  its  gar- 
dens green. 

While  the  far  fields  with  sunlight  over- 
flowed 
Like  golden  shores  of  Fairyland  are 
seen; 

Again  the  sunshine  on  the  shadow 
springs. 

And  fires  the  thicket — where  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

The  woods,  the  lawn,  the  peaked  manor- 
houw. 
With    its    peach-covered    walls,  and 
rookery  loud, 

The  trim,  quaint  garden-alleys,  screened 
with  boughs, 
The  lion -headed  gates,  so  grim  and 
proud, 

The  mossy  fountain  with  its  murmur- 
ings. 

Lie  in  warm  sunshine — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

The  ring  of  silver  voices,  and  the  sheen 
Of   festal  garments,  —  and  my  lady 
streams 

With  her  gay  court  across  the  garden 
green; 
Some  laugh,  and  dance,  some  whisper 
their  love-droanis ; 

And  one  calls  for  a  little  ]ia^e ;  he  strings 

Her  lute  beside  her — while  the  Block- 
sings. 


A  little  while — and  lo!  the  charm  is 
heard ; 
A  youth,  whose  life  has  been  all  sum- 
mer, steals 

Forth  from  the  noisy  guests  around  the 
board, 
Creeus  by  her  softly ;  at  her  footstool 
Kneels ; 

And,  when  she  pauses,  murmurs  tender 
things 

Into  her  fond  ear — while  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

The  smoke-wreaths  from  the  chimneys 
curl  up  higher, 
And  dizzy  things  of  eve  begin  to  float 

Upon  the  light;    the  breeze  begins  to 
tire. 
Half-way  to  sunset  unth  a  drowsy  note 

The  ancient  clock  from  out  the  valley 
swings ; 

The  grandam  nods — and  still  the  Black- 
bird sings. 

Far  shouts  and  laughter  from  the  farm- 
stead |ieal. 
Where  the  great  stack  is  piling  in  the 
sun; 

Through  narrow  gates  o*erladen  wagons 
reel. 
And  barking  curs  into  the  tumult  run ; 

While  the  inconstant  wind  bears  off,  and 
brings 

The  merrj'  tempest — and  the  Blackbird 
sings. 

On  the  high  wold  the  last  look  of  the  sun 
Bums,  like  a  beacon,  over  dale  and 

stream ; 
The  shouts  have  ceased,  the  laughter  and 

the  fun ; 
The  grandam  sleeps,  and  peaceful  be 

her  dream ; 
Only  a  hammer  on  an  anvil  rings; 
The  day  is  dying— still  the  Blackbird 

sings. 

Now  the  good  vicar  passes  from  his  gate. 
Serene,  with  long  white  hair;  and  in 
his  eye 
Bums  the  clear  spirit  that  hath  conquered 
Fate, 
And  felt  the  wings  of  immortality ; 
His  heart  is  thronged  with  great  imagin- 
ings. 
And  tender  mercies — while  the  Black- 
bird sings. 


BONGS  OF  THREE  CES^'RIES. 


Down  bj  tbe  brook  bo  bends  hh  steps, 
and  UirouKh 
L   Imrly   wicket ;   uid   at    lut    he 

Avrtal  beside  the  bed  of  one  who  grew 
'rom  boyhood  with  hiiu, — who  with 

litted  hands 
1  ejen  aeema  listoning  lo  far  Bfelooln- 

ingg 
1  sweeter  mmic—thaa  the  Blockbiid 


Two  golden  itan,  like  tokena  fnim  the 
bleat, 
Strike  on  bu  dim  orbs  rnuu  the  setting 

His  sinking  huids  fieem  pointing  to  tlu 

He  smiles  as  though  he  said,  "Tb; 

will  be  doiiel 
His  ejei,  they  see  not  theae  illumimoD; 
His   ears,   they   he»r    not  —  wUattlie 

Blackbird  dugs. 
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From  harmony,  fh)m  heavenly  harmony  . .    45 
From  his  home  in  an  Eastern  bungalow.. ..  821 

From  Oltenm.  in  fairy-land 21 

From  Stirling  Castle  we  had  seen 101 

From  the  recesses  of  a  lowly  spirit 146 

Full  fathom  live  thy  father  lies 16 

Give !   as  tlie  morning  that  flows  out  of 

heaven 250 

Give  me  my  scalloiMihell  of  quiet 5 

"  Give  us  a  song  !     the  soldiers  cried.  ....  268 
Go,  call  for  the  mourners,  and  raise  the 

lament 80 

God  makes  seeh  nights,  all  white  an*  still .  225 

God  moves  in  a  myMterious  way 71 

God  of  the  earth's  extended  plains  ! 162 

G<vl  st'ts  s<mje  souls  in  sIukIc,  alone 277 

Go  forth  ill  litV,  ()  friend  !  not  sfckini;  love  259 

Go,  soul,  thf  IkmIj-'s  piest 5 

Graiuliiiotht'r's  iiu>ther  ;  her  age,  I  guess..  2Ji> 
Gn)w  old  along  with  me  ! 204 

Had  I  a  heart  for  fiilsohooc^l  framed 79 

Hjiil,  iK'HUteous  strnnKor  of  tlie  grove  !  . . ..     75 

lliiil  to  thee,  lilitln^  spirit 127 

Hark  !  hark  !  tlie  lark  at  lieaven's  gate  sings    10 
Uast   thou  a  chann  to  stay  the  moniiiig 

star 109 

Ilavo  you  heard  of  the  wondiTfiil  one-hoss 

shay 221 

Heap  on  more  wocxl  !  —  the  wind  is  chill..   107 

Hear  the  sle«lm«s  with  thp  1h>IIs 202 

Hei>rh-ho  !  daisies  and  imttercups  ! 282 

He  is  j^ono  on  the  mountain \0(i 

He  kept  his  honesty  an<l  truth 106 

He  meets,  by  heavenly  chanee  exjiress....  258 
Her  cap.  far  wliiter  than  the  driven  snow  .     61) 

Her  hands  are  cohl ;  her  fare  is  white 223 

He  said.  "  O  brother,  where  'a  the  use  of 

climbing  ?  " 294 

He  "s  gane,  he  's  gane  !  he  's  fn»e  us  torn  . .     84 
He  sleeps  not  here ;  in  hrt]>e  and  prayer. . .  221 

He  's  now  ujkmi  the  spectre's  back 180 

He  that  loves  a  rosy  eheek 26 

He  that  of  such  a  height  hath  built  his 

mind 14 

Hie  upon  Iliclauds 70 

High  hopes  that  bunnvl  like  stjirs  sublime  212 
Hiuh  walls  and  huge  the  IhmIv  may  (umtino  lOS 

His  echoing  axe  the  settler  swung 234 

Hither  thou  com'st      The  busy  wind  all 

ni-ht 82 

How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  ! 47 

How  lH\iutiful  it  was,  that  one  bright  ilay.   211 
How  dear  to  this  lK»art  are  the  scenes  of 

ujy  ehihlhood 1+7 

Howe'er  the  wheels  of  Time  go  round 2<V2 

How  fresh.  <)  I^onl,  how  sweet  and  clean..     31 
How  happy  is  ho  bom  and  taught 13 


How  many  days  with  mnte  adieu 177 

How  near  to  good  is  what  is  fair ! 19 

How  soon  bath  Time,  the  subtle  thief  of 

youth 88 

How  sweet  it  was  to  breathe  that  cooler 

„air 87 

How  sweet  it  were,  if  without  feeble  fright  144 
How  sweet  tlie  luuiiiouies  of  altemoou !  . .  840 
How  vainly  men  themselves  amaze 84 


am  content,  I  do  not  care 

am  tdd  and  blind  ! 

climb  the  hill :  fh>m  end  to  end 

.  countr>'-l»om  an*  bred,  know  where  to 

find 

do  confess  thou  'rt  smooth  and  fair 

do  not  own  an  inch  of  land 

dwell  in  grace's  courts 

fall  the  worM  and  h»ve  were  yonng 

f  aught  of  oaten  stop  or  iiastoral  song. . . . 

feel  a  newer  life  in  ever>'  gale 

f  he  had  come  in  the  early  dawn 

All  this  cu))  to  one  made  up  of  loveliness 

alone 

f  love  were  what  the  rose  us 

f(mnd  a  feUow-woricer  wheu  I  deemed  I 

toiled  alone 

f  stores  of  dr>'  and  leam^<l  lore  we  gain  . . 

f  thou  wert  by  my  side,  my  love 

f  with  light  head  erect- 1  sing 

have  lieen  out  to-day  in  field  and  wchxI.. 

have  fancied  sometimes,  the  tdd  lethel- 

l»ent  iH-aiii 

have  had  playnmtes.  I  have  had  comjian- 

ions 

hear  it  often  in  the  dark 

knew  a  PriiHCss  :  she  was  (»Id 

know  not  how  t<»  «'onifort  thee 

know  not  if  or  dark  or  bright 

kiH»w  not  that  the  men  of  ohl 

know  not  what  shall  U^fall  me 

like  a  church,  1  like  a  cowl 

love<l  him  not ;  and  yet,  now  he  is  g(me. 

Joved  to  hear  the  war-h<n*n  crj- 

love  to  wander  through  the  w«H>«llands 

hoar>' ; 

'm  sitting  (ui  the  stile,  Mary 

'm  wearin'  awa*,  Jean .' 

n  Athens,  when  all  learning  centred  there 
n  a  valley,  renturies  ago 

never  love<i  ambitiously  to  climb 

n  lowly  dale,  fust  by  a  river's  side 

n  summer,  when  the  days  were  long 

n  the  hlill  air  the  music  lies  unheard 

n  the  summer  twlli;.'lit 

II  this  sad  hour,  so  still,  so  late 

nto  a  city  street 

n  winter,  when  the  niin  mined  cauld 

plucked  the  harel)ells  as  1  went 

said  to  Sorrow's  awful  storm 

saw  a  man.  by  some  uci-ouiit4rd  wise 

saw  two  clouds  at  morning 

say  to  thee,  do  thou  n'lK'Ut 

sought  thee  n)und  als)ut.  O  thou  ;ny  G<.h1 

s  theit*  a  whim-ins|»inHi  fool .'. 

s  this  a  fast,  to  kee|» 

t  charueth  <»nce  to  fver>'  soul 

t  fell  about  the  .Martinmas 

t  fell  about  the  Martinmas  time 

thought  of  thee,  my  iwirtnerand  iiiyKUide 
t  is  a  jihicf  where  jMXjts  crowned  n!;iy  feci 

the  heart's  decaying '.    ... 

t  is  done  ! 

t  is  not  growing  like  a  tree 
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It  lies  aronnd  qs  like  a  cloud 248 

It  stands  in  a  sunny  meadow 290 

It  was  a  friar  of  onlen  gray 07 

It  was  the  winter  wild 35 

I  've  heard  tUeni  lilting  at  our  ewe-milking  88 
I  've  wandered  east,  I  ve  wan«lered  west . .   1&9 

I  wamlered  by  the  l>n>ok8id($ 180 

I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud 99 

I  was  thv  neigh  Uir  once,  thou  rugged  pile  !  101 

I  worshii*  thee,  sweet  WiU  of  God! 239 

I  would  l»c  reatly.  L<»rd 821 

I  wouhl  have  gone  ;  God  bode  me  iUy 272 

I  would  not  live  alway :  1  ask  not  to  stay  .  162 

Jeans,  lover  of  my  soul 68 

John  Davidson  and  Tib  his  wife 78 

Judge  not ;  the  workings  of  his  brain  ....  278 

Just  for  u  handfid  of  silver  he  left  us 207 

Just  where  the  Treasury's  marble  (h>nt ...  285 

Laid  in  my  quiet  be<I 3 

Late  to  our  town  tliere  came  a  maid 289 

launch  thy  twrk.  mariner ! 148 

Lest  men  suspect  your  tale  untnie 50 

Let  me  not  to  tiie  marriage  of  true  minds. .  18 
Let  Taylor  preach,  upon  a  morning  breezy    160 

Let  us  go.  laAsie.  go 88 

Life  !  I  know  not  what  thou  art 75 

Life  may  lie  K'iven  in  many  ways 228 

Like  some  visi<in  olden^ 253 

Like  to  the  falling  of  a  star 27 

Listen,  my  fhildn'n,  and  you  shall  hear  . ..  207 
Little  thinks,  in  the  Held.  y<m  red-cloaked 

clown 200 

Lo.  here  is  Ood.  and  there  is  (Jod  ! 242 

Long  years  a^'O  i  wandered  here 335 

I^  :  o  er  the  eartli  the  kindling  spirits  pour  90 
Looking  M4*award,  o'er  the  sand-hills  stands 

the  f(*rtreHS,  old  and  quaint 299 

Lord  !  call  thy  palliil  angel 143 

Lord,  it  beloiiKs  not  to  my  care 39 

Love  divine,  all  other  love  excelling 58 

Love,  when  all  these  yean  are  silent,  van- 
ished quite  and  laid  to  rest 312 

Maiden  !  with  the  meek.  bn>wn  eyes 209 

Make  me  no  vows  of  constan«*y.  dear  friend  251 

Methinks  it  is  gooil  to  lie  here 93 

Mid  pleasures  and  {>alacea  though  we  may 

roam 153 

Midwinter  comes  to-morrow 320 

Mild  ofTspring  of  a  dark  and  sullen  sire !. . .     92 

Mine  be  a  cot  lieside  the  hill 81 

Mine  eyes  have  seen  the  glory  of  the  coming 

<»f  the  Lord 236 

Mont  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains. .  126 
More  than  th^  soul  of  ancient  song  is  given  203 

My  child  is  lying  on  my  knees 270 

My  days  among  the  dea<l  are  passed 117 

My  dear  and  only  love.  I  pray 28 

My  hawk  is  tlre<l  of  perch  and  hood 105 

My  life  is  like  the  summer  n>se 152 

My  mind  to  nie  a  kingdom  is 15 

My  sins  and  follies.  Lonl !  by  thee 33 

Mysterious  night!  when  our  Nrst  parent 

knew 89 

Nearer,  my  God.  to  thee 245 

Never,  surely,  was  holier  man 226 

Next  to  these  ladi<»s.  but  in  naught  allied  .  80 
Night  seems  tn^ubletl  and  scarce  asleep  ...  314 
No  abbey's  gloom,  nor  dark  cathedral  sttwps  235 

No  longer  spread  the  sail ! 262 

Ko  mistress  of  the  hidden  skiU 158 


No  stir  in  the  air,  no  stir  in  the  sea. 117 

Not  a  drum  was  heard,  not  a  funeral  note.  152 
No  !  Time,  thou  shalt  not  boast  ttiat  I  do 

change 18 

Not  in  the  world  of  light  alone 219 

Not  often  to  the  iNirting  soul 235 

Not  oure  the  vows  of  such  as  plight 144 

Not  yet,  the  flowers  are  in  my  path 254 

O  Artist,  range  not  over-wide 260 

O,  ask  not,  hope  thou  not,  too  much 154 

U  blithe  new-comer !  I  have  heard 100 

O  blushing  flowers  of  Krumley ! 254 

O  fair  and  stately  maid,  whose  eyes 199 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  win<l  can  blaw 82 

Of  all  amusements  for  the  mind 232 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 190 

Oft  has  it  been  my  lot  to  mark 04 

Of  them  who,  rapt  in  earth  so  cHjld 73 

Of  this  fair  volume  which  we  World  do 

name 12 

O  happiness  I  our  being's  end  and  aim  L. . .    48 

O  happy,  happy  maid 257 

O,  heard  ye  yon  pibroch  sound  sad  in  tlie 

gale 138 

O.  I  hae  come  fh>m  far  away 829 

O.  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God 239 

O  Lady,  leave  thy  silken  thread 161 

O,  Lady  Mary  Ann  looked  o'er  the  castle 

wa' 77 

O  Land,  of  even*  land  the  best 257 

O  lassie  ayont  the  hill ! 270 

Old  Tubal  Cain  was  a  man  of  might 218 

O  Love  Divine,  of  all  that  is 308 

O  lull  me,  lull  me.  charming  air 26 

O  Mary,  at  thy  window  be  ! 82 

O  Mary,  bo  and  call  the  cattle  home 24!) 

O  may  I  join  the  choir  invisible 248 

Once,  in  the  flight  of  age«  jmst 1»5 

Once  this  soft  turf,  this  rivulet's  sands. . . .  189 
One  day,  nigh  weary  of  the  irksome  way  . .      8 

One  day  to  Helbeck  I  had  strolled 118 

One  sweetly  welcome  thought 250 

One  wonl  Is  too  often  pn>faned 128 

On  thy  fair  liosom.  silver  lake 155 

Open  the  temple-gates  unto  my  love 8 

O  Sa\iour  I  whose  mercy,  severe  in  its  kind- 
ness  '. 178 

O.  sing  unto  my  roundeUy  ! 79 

O  stream  descending  to  the  sea 243 

O,  sweet  and  fair !    O.  rich  and  nuv  ! 274 

O  that  tho«te  lips  had  language  !    Life  has 

passed 09 

O  thou,  great  Friend  to  all  the  sons  of  men  239 

O  thou  who  dry'st  the  mourner's  tear ! 124 

O,  timely  haii^y.  timely  wit*e 177 

O  unseen  8pint !  now  a  calm  divine 175 

Our  Mary  liket  weel  to  stray 169 

Out  of  the  clover  and  blue-eyed  grass. 316 

Out  U|M>n  the  unknown  deep 250 

Over  hill,  over  dale 16 

Over  the  mountains 19 

Over  the  mountain  wave,  see  where  they 

come 168 

Over  the  river  they  beckon  to  me 277 

O,  waly,  waly  up  the  bank 76 

O.  weel  may  the  boatie  row 77 

O.  what  will  a'  the  lads  do 121 

O.  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  l«e  proud  ?  l49 

O  yet  we  trust  that  somehow  goo«! li»7 

O.  voung   Lochinvar  is  come  out  of  the 

west 104 

Pftck  clouds  away,  and  welcome  day SO 
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pftUM  not  to  dream  of  the  ftiture  before  us  175 

Pi|)«,  little  luinatrels  of  the  waning  year. . .  297 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 186 

Put  the  bruidery-frune  away 191 

Queen,  and  huntress,  chaste  and  fair 18 

Quiet  from  Ood  1    It  cometh  not  to  still  . .  244 

Reniemlier  us  poor  Mayers  all  I 20 

Uing,  sing !  ring,  sing  1  pleasant  tiabbath 
beUs! 284 

Saith  the  white  owl  to  the  martin  folk  ....  814 

Uee.  from  this  counterfeit  uf  him 231 

bend  down  thy  wingM  angel,  Ood  I 179 

BerRue,  I  fold  my  hands  and  wait 827 

bhall  I  tell  YOU  whom  I  love? 25 

8he  doth  tell  me  where  to  borrow 84 

*•  8he  is  dead !  "  they  said  to  him.    "  Come 

away  *' 817 

She  's  gane  to  dwall  in  lieaven,  my  lassie  . .  145 
8he  smiles  and  smiles,  and  will  not  sigh. ..  206 
Btie  stood  alone  amidst  the  April  fields. . . .  291 

Bhe  stood  breast  high  amid  the  com 161 

bhe  stood  in  the  harvest-Held  at  noon 271 

She  waltcs  in  beauty,  litce  the  night 1!25 

She  was  a  phantom  of  delight 100 

bhe  wearies  with  an  ill  unknown 252 

Silent  nymph,  with  curious  eye  1 54 

Sitting  all  day  in  a  silver  mist 327 

Sliive  of  the  dark  and  dirty  mine  ! 90 

Hlayirr  of  winter,  art  thou  litre  again  ? 21'7 

Skep  on,  my  h)ve,  in  lliy  cold  bed 28 

Slet*i»,  sleep  t4>-<lay,  tormenting  e^res 74 

Slowly,  l.y  GiMl'M  liand  unfurled 200 

Snow  was  ^'liateiiinf,'  on  the  mountains,  but 

the  air  was  that  of  June 230 

So  sweet,  ho  sweet  the  roses  in  their  blow- 
ing   201 

Spring,  with  that  nameless  i»athos  in  the 

air 311 

St.  Agues'  Kve,  — ah.  bitter  ehill  it  was  !  ..   129 

Steer  hither,  ntevr  your  winge<l  pines 25 

Stem  (laughter  of  the  voice  of  G«^l  ! 102 

Still  sits  the  schofil-house  by  the  road  ....  215 

Still  to  Ik?  neat,  still  to  l)e  (ln\st 10 

Strike  the  loved  harp  ;  let  the  ]»relu(le  l>e..  33'.> 

Success  had  made  him  more  tliaii  kin^ 313 

Sure,  to  the  mansions  of  the  blest 137 

Sweet  Day.  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright  ....     31 

Sweetest  of  all  childlike  dreams 216 

Sweet  is  the  scene  when  virtue  dies  ! 74 

Sweet-scented    tlower !     who   'rt  wont    to 

bloom 92 

Sweet-voiced  H<»pe.  thy  fine  discourse  ....  241 
Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft,  at  even- 
ing's close 65 

Sweet  wind,   fair  wind,  where  have  you 
been  ? 337 

Tell  me  not,  in  motirnful  numb<'rs 209 

Tell  me  not.  sweet.  1  am  unkind 30 

Ten  yeai-s  !  -  -  and  to  )ny  waking  eye 2(i5 

That  house's  form  within   was  rude   and 

strong 0 

That  regal  soul  I  reverence,  in  whose  eyes.  241 
That  time  of  vear  thou  mavst  in  me  Ikj- 

hohl * .' 17 

The  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf  on 

the  fold 125 

The  bard  has  sung,  iUni  never   forme<l   a 

soul 154 

The  birds,  when  winter  shades  the  sky . . . .  105 


The  birds  must  know.  Who  wisely  sings .  fSH 
The  conference-meeting  through  at  last ...  286 
The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day . .  00 
The  curtains  were  half  drawn,  tiie  floor 

was  swept S7S 

The  day  is  ended.  Ere  I  sink  to  sleep  . . ..  S9B 
The  da^  was  dark,  save  when  the  beiun ...  142 

The  fairest  acttion  of  our  human  life IS 

The  fhigal  snail,  with  forecast  of  repose. ..  120 

The  glories  of  our  blood  and  state. 23 

The  golden  sea  its  mirror  spreads 244 

The  gowan  glitters  on  the  sward 86 

The  grass  hung  wet  on  Rydal  banks. 2S0 

The  isUnd  lies  nine  leagues  away 135 

The  Jackdaw  sat  on  the  Cardinal's  chair. ..  150 
The  Jester  shook  his  head  and  beUs.  and 

leaped  upon  a  chair 293 

The  leaves  luive  fallen  fh)m  the  trees 268 

The  Uft  is  high  and  blue 250 

The  Lord  descended  from  alx>ve 8 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare 47 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest 

of  the  year 1S8 

The  midges  dance  almon  the  bum 88 

Tlie  music-lesson  of  Koung-tseu  the  wise..  SSI 

The  night  is  come ;  like  to  the  day 29 

The  night  was  dark,  though  sometimes  a 

faint  star 828 

Tlie  night  was  made  for  cooling  sliade 2S7 

The  old  mayor  climbed  the  beirry  tower ...  280 
The  perfect  sight  of  duty ;  thouglit  which 

moulds 320 

The  pilgrim  and  stranger,  who,  thn»ugh  the 

day.. 273 

The  rain  has  ceased,  and  in  my  n^mi 2>3 

The  rain  is  o'er.     How  dense  and  bright  ..  147 

There  are  gains  for  all  our  losses 2^7 

Theiv  are  in  this  loud  stunnijig  tide 173 

There  is  a  lan<l  of  pure  delight 57 

There  is  no  flo<'k,  however  watched  and 

tendtMl 210 

There  is  not  in  this  wide  world  a  valley  so 

sweet 124 

There  the  most  dainty  paradise  on  gnmnd.  9 
There  was  a  time  when  niemlow,  gn)ve,  and 

stream 97 

There  was  once  a  gentle  time 91 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  LiJids 224 

The  salt  wiml  blows  u{K)n  my  cheek 2^ 

The  sea  is  calling,  calling S3d 

The  seas  are  (puet  when  the  winds  give  o'er  40 
These,  as  tliey  change,  Almighty   Father, 

these ^2 

These  wJthei"ed  hands  are  we^ik 31S 

The  shadows  lay  along  Broadway IT*.* 

Tlie  sky  is  thick  uvmhi  the  sca. 'J?*7 

The  solemn  wood  ha<l  sj^read 2."'3 

TThe  8parn)W  sits  and  sings,  and  sings 2*.^ 

The  splendor  falls  <m  <'Astle  walls \.*9 

Tlie  sun  is  warm,  the  sky  is  clear 1-7 

The  thoughts  are  strange  that  crowd  into 

my  brain 155 

The  tin>e  so  trampiil  is  and  clear 10 

The  tree  of  deepest  root  is  found 73 

The  weather-leech  of  the  to|»Riiil  shivers  ...  Sll 

The  western  wavej^  of  ebbing  day li^5 

The  wild  Xoveml»er  comes  at  last 2S7 

The  wind  ahead,  the  billows  high 24") 

The  winds  that  once  the  Argo  l)ore 2S9 

The  wind  wa>  wbisi»ering  tf»  the  vines 3-15 
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